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Si A'g’ 


ON 

ENGLISH POETRY, 


FROM ITS COMMENCEMENT 
UNTIL THE END OF THE EIGHTEENTH CENl’URY 


A FREQUENT ciTOF anioiit^ llic lovcrB of abstract inlelicct has 
been, to undervalue the power of language as an auxiliary to 
thought. With them, it is enough if an idea is expressed in as 
many words as will serve to make it intelligible: all beyond 
this they account a mere labour of supererogation. But with 
as much justice they might despise the diversity of hues, the 
beauty of forms, and the melody of sounds, with which the 
beiKdicent Creator has adorned this material world, and made 
it a habitation in which man can be happy, because these are 
not essential to the mere sustenance of man. It is in ihe intel- 
lectual, as in the physical world. An abstract idea, to be 
productive of practical results in society, must be rendered not 
merely intelligible, but attractive. An argument, for the pur- 
poses of conviction, must be not only conclusive in itself, but 
invested wdth those persuasive qualities which w'ill secure its 
entrance into the hearts of those who arc addressed. Man is 
a poetical as well as a philosophical being, and while his intel- 
lect requires sustenance, his imagination craves for enjoyment. 
For this, something analagous to Uie material world is neces- 
sary — something by which the mere prose of reality is beau- 
tified, and aggrandised with form, and light, and melody. On 
account of the human mind being so constituted, language is 
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not merely the outline, but the body of thought — the bones, 
and muscles, and flesh, and blood, through which a phantom- 
like idea becomes a living tangible reality. 

To this poetical tendency, which so essentially constitutes a 
great portion of our nature, we must refer that amplitude of 
language by which the vocabulary of every country is distin- 
guished. Even the rudest savage would not be contented with 
those few words that suffice to express his simple wants, or to 
indicate the external objects around him. He would not an- 
nounce an important fact to his mistress, by the abrupt declara- 
tion “ I love you nor panegyrise a deceased warrior by merely 
summing up, upon his fingers, the number of scalps of which 
he had become the owner. His kindled imagination struggles 
to aggrandize either circumstance; his language rises, and 
expands with the theme ; and what might have been originally 
expressed in the naked form of a mathematical proposition, and 
in a single sentence, becomes an harangue, or a poem. Such 
is also the case with sociidy, as it continues to progress from 
the savage to the civilized stat(' of life. In evcTy stag(j it is felt 
that conversation, and speech in general, must consist of some- 
thing more tlian the announcement of Himi)lc facts or proposi- 
tions; and thus the routine of social every-day life is impressed 
with the spirit of poetry. But even tliis is not enough. Tlicre 
must be men set apart and consecrated for the wants of the 
imagination, as wt^ll as those of intellect and faith; and the 
poet therefore becomes as indispensable an appendage of con- 
stituted society, as the teacher or tlic j)ricst. And amidst this 
natural and universal cra\ing, the language of every country is 
rendered more or less tit for the purposes of poetry. Words 
are multiplied to tjxpress the same object ; the principles of 
verbal inflection are increased, to indicate the states and rela- 
tions of objects ; rhythms are iiivcmtcd, by which to give utter- 
ance to every variety of emotion; and arbitrary laws of con- 
nexion arc established, between the sound of the language nnd^ 
the idea of which it is the utterance. 

When the savage, or natural, has thus merged into the arti- 
ficial state of poetry, the adaptation of language for poetical 
purposes will depend upon the intellectual character of the 
(xnnmunity, the situation in which it has been placed, and the 
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circumstances of its national history. When these are of a 
favourable description, the few hundreds of words of which a 
languajre originally consisted, arc expanded, in the course of 
ages, like a mighty forest that has grown from a handful of 
seedlings. Such was the case with the language of Greece — 
that voice of poetry itself — that music of the heart, whose tones 
will continue to reverberate upon human sympathy as long as 
an ear exists to hear, or a soul to be moved with the feelings of 
a human intelligence. At first it was only the rude gabble of 
the savage who scaled the steep sides of CEta, or chased tlie 
flying deer upon the plains of Marathon. But r^uccessive 
families of more civilized beings settled In that beautiful land, 
and introducc'd new ideas, with a correspondent nomenclature; 
and as the Grecian savage rose into the creature of civilization, 
his language became expressive of something more than the 
mere wants and feelings of the passing hour. The bright and 
gentle atrnaspher(;, and the beautiful scenery of At. made 
the Athenian from the first a poet : the glorious history i)f his 
people furnished him with the noblest of poetical them* s ; and 
therefore the language of Grecian poetry, in the various attri- 
butes of strength, expressiveness, and melody — of copiousness 
to indicate every minute shade of thought, or t-erseness to con- 
dense a distinct proposition — remains, and perhaps will for ever 
remniii, witlioiit a rival among the national modifications of 
human speech. In the same manner the Latin tongue was 
enabled to assume tlie second rank among poetical languages. 
As Rome gradually rose from a village of thatched huts into a 
city of towers and i)alaeeK, and absorbed kingdom after king- 
dom in the list of her conquests, her tributarj^ subjects added 
not only to her wealth and power, but also to her vocabulary ; 
and when she sang the song of liberty which Greece had taught 
her, it was in that language of strength and majesty ^vith which 
she issiKid her commands over half the world. 

The language of modern poetry, which occupies a similar 
rank in the present day to that of the Greek and Latin in 
ancient times, is unquestionably the English — the language of 
Shakspcarc and Milton. It combines, in an admirable degree, 
the harmony and flexibility of the Greek, with the strength and 
majesty of the Roman tongue, and has thus been made the 
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happy vehicle of every poetical mood, whether grave or gay, whe- 
ther amatory or warlike. This combination of opposite qualities 
is analogous to the mixture of different races which constitutes 
the British nation. And we shall find that, to produce such a 
tongue, many of those circumstances combined which were so 
favourable to Greece and Home. When the men of the nortli 
conquered and colonized the island of Britain, they consisted of 
three tribes, the Jutes, Angles, and Saxons ; and on being 
united into one people, their dialects, blended together, served 
to strengthen and enrich each other. The Britons, reduced lo a 
state of serfage, but still holding an important place in the 
political scale, naturally added to the specc'h of their Anglo- 
Saxon masters ; and the invasion and temporary supremacy of 
the Danes introduced further additions and modifications. 
Then succcedc^d a period of revolution, in which the language 
and manners of the court of Normandy predominated among 
the English courtiers of Edward the Confessor, so that the 
French tongue became the chief recommendation to royal 
favour ; — and after this cmne th(5 Norman CJonquest, in which 
th(; English language was dcgradiul into a badge of servitude, 
and abandoned to the enslaved populace. But although the 
kings and nobles of England for several generations disdained 
the language of the people over whom they ruled, and regarded 
the French tongue as the only language of courtesy, nobleness, 
and valour, the true English hearts still clung to their native 
speech with filial and patriotic affection. This devotedness 
was richly rewarded by the final predominaiK‘e of their Saxon 
tongue, which superseded that of the court and the aristocracy, 
and the language of the conquerors only served to amplify that 
national speech wliieh it had vainly endeavoured to annihilate. 
The native language of our country having thus asserted its 
superiority, and established its rule in the court and tlic 
college?, became the utterance of learning and courtesy, the 
legitimate medium of communication Jor the noble, the priest, , 
and the scholar ; and therefore during the fourteenth century, 
when this emancipation w^as completed, English poetry, which 
had grown and strengthened in the form of ballads, mmances, 
and chronicles, attained the first great stage of its early perfec- 
tion in the w'orks of Chaucer, and his illustrious contemporaries. 
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After this period, the enlargement and improvement of our 
language was beyond all former precedent. Foreign war and 
conquest, commercial intercourse, and the progress of travel 
and discovery, enriched it with the treasures of modern tongues ; 
the labours of the learned not only added to it a large portion 
of words, but the principles of grammatical order and refine- 
ment; and the cultivation of every department of art and 
science added new nomenclatures, which were incorporated 
with the iiEftional language. In this manner, the rugged and 
scanty speech wliich Hengist and Ilorsa brought to our sliores, 
and enfi)rced upon the country at the sword point, Itecaine the 
nucleus of additions and improvements, until it rose into gran- 
deur and harmony, and gave utterance to every poetic impulse. 
Nor was this all. These opportunities have been more or less 
common in tlu* progress of every language from barbarism to 
refinement. But to these, which England enjoyed in so eminent 
a degree, vve must also add the mildness of our c anate, the 
fertility of our soil, the verdure and beauty of our scenery, the 
nature of our political institutions, which permit such freedom 
of speech and action, the heroic character of our historical asso- 
ciations, and that wide empire of British conquest upon which 
the sun neviT fcIk. In these circumstanccii, which also pos- 
sessed so powerful an influence upon the liappiest charac- 
teristics of the Greek and llomaii language's, we shall read the 
sources of that copiousness and expressiveness for which our 
native tongue is so conspicuous, and by which it is so admirably 
fitted for all the i)urpos(!S of poetry. 

Of the state of ])octry among the ancient Britons who origi- 
nally occupied this island, we know littlf3 or nothing : all that 
can be asserted on this point is, that it was carefully cultivated 
among them ; that much of the instructions of the Druids was 
delivered in verse, and that the bai'du, by their songs, possessed 
a powerful influence over the community, especially in time 
of war. The Saxons, who followed, and who became the 
fathers of the English nation, do not appear to have been at 
any time distinguished, either fov their love of literature or 
poetical susceptibilities. Few fragments of the Anglo-Saxon 
poetry remain; the chief of these are the mythic legend of 
Beowulf an4 Hrothgar; the song of the elder Caedmon, ‘‘On 
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the Origin of Things metrical paraphrases of portions of the 
Holy Scriptures, ascribed to a second Caedmon ; Athelstan's 
Song of Victory ; with a few elegies and odes, chiefly of a reli- 
gious character. From these scanty and imperfect specimens, 
we are unable to ascertain the exact laws of their metre, but 
their character, as compositions, is distinguished by that ex- 
tremely artificial construction so unfavourable to the spirit of 
true poetry ; abounding in a mechanical inversion of words and 
phrases, the frequent occurrence of alliteration, the omission of 
particles, and in abrupt transitions from one idea to another. 
During the earlier periods of their history, the Anglo-Saxons 
appear to have possessed that love of song by which all the 
tribes of ancient northern pirates were distinguished; and at 
their banquets, the harj) was passed from hand to hand, while 
every guest was expected to sing a song in rotation ; but when 
they had become a settled people amidst the abundance and 
luxuries of England, this love of poetry was gradually swallowed 
up in the accompanying sensualities of eating and drinking. 
Such continued to be the state of the popular taste until the 
period of the Norman Conquest. Glee-men and glee-women 
indeed there were in abundance, >viio were in great request at 
every feast and festival; but the popular jioctry, of which th(*y 
were the representatives, must have been at a very low^ ebb, 
when we remember that tlicy were dancers, tumblers, and 
buffoons, as well as minstrels. 

Although the Norman Conquest was destined to superinduce 
a new intellectual character upon the naturally rustic spirit of 
the Saxon stock, the poedry of England for a considerable, 
period was rather thrown back than ad\’anced by this import- 
ant political change. In consequence of the contempt with 
which every t>iing English was viewed by the dominant race, 
the language was abandoned to the common ])cople ; and when 
it was used as the vehi(;le of poetical numbers, it was to cele- 
brate the resistance of their national heroes to the Normanf 
invaders, or panegyrise the exploits of the outlaws of the gay 
greenwood ; themes which were so obnoxious to their masters, 
that they were sung in an under-key, and with fear and trem- 
bling. Except in such instances as these, the i)oetry of England 
continued to possess a foreign character, being composed either 
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in Latin or in French. Of the last language, there were two 
great dialects, one of which was called the Ijangue (ToCy and 
the other the La7igite doyly in both of which the trouveui s 
and troubadours of the Anglo-Norman court recorded the 
deeds and wonders of the classical or chivalric ages ; and the 
themes of such minstrelsy soon became sufficiently abundant in 
the stirring events of those warlike periods. Kjiightly deeds 
of valour, the charms of love, and the graces of courtesy, were 
embodied in 'lays or legends, and sung at the banquets of the 
nobles ; and the exploits i)f the founders of the great families of 
England found willing hearers and liberal rewarded in theh 
descendants. A still wider and more heart-stirring theme suc- 
ceedi;d with the Crusades; and the gorgeous tictions and 
scenery of tlie East werci (uigrafted upon the northern poetry, 
more especially when English Richard, himself a perfect knight 
as well as an accomplished minstrel, lent both his lyre and 
sword to the poetical si>irit of his country. 

The tim(^, however, Avas coming, although by slow approaches, 
and rude desultory efforts, when the Muse of England was to 
give ult(‘rance to her ins}>iiat ions in the. English language. So 
uncerlaju indeed was the transition slate in which it ceased to 
be Saxon, and h('< anie English, that a translation of Waco’s 
Metrical (^lironiclc, executed about the middle of the twelfth 
cfuitury by Layamon, a priest of Eriileyo, has puzzled our most 
learned antiquarians, who cannot decide whether the version 
should he considered a Saxon or an English one. During the 
latter part of the reign of Henry III., and that of his son 
Edward I,, numerous poets app»*ar to have nourished in 
England, wdiose cliief literary labours consisted of translations 
and imitations of the French rennances. The principal name 
that occurs during this epoidi, is that of Robert, a monk of 
Gloucester, who proposed to himself the very iisclul and difficult 
task of Avriting the History of England in verse, Avhich he car- 
ried down to his oAAm day. As a poem, this Avork is comparatively 
Avorlhless ; hut it must have been an acceptable boon to the 
commons of his own time, compos* d as it was in the language 
and phraseology Avhich had been so long endeared to them by 
courtly disfavour and contempt, and recording every historical 
event with the fidelity and minuteness of the most prosaic his- 
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torian. Next in the list of English poets of the middle ages 
is Rol ert de Brunne, also a monk, a translator who lived in 
the fourteenth century, and who compiled a rhyming Chronicle 
of the History of England, from the works of Wace, and Peter 
of Langtoft. Passing over other names of poets who lived about 
the same period, we may mention that of Laurence Minot, whd 
wrote some spirit-stirring ballads narrating the victories of 
Edward III. Few reigns in English history were so well 
qualified to excite the poetical spirit by splendid chivalric spec- 
tacles and heroic achievements, as that of this monarch, gi*aced 
as it was by the deeds of his son the Black Prince ; and accord- 
ingly English poetry during the period of his administration 
assumed not only a distinctive form, but displayed some of its 
highest attributes. This was especially- the case in those 
romances which portiayed the characters, the events, and the 
pageantries, of chivalry. A greater poet than any who had pre- 
ceded him, was Robert Langland, who wrote his singular and 
well-known work entitled, “ The Visions of Piers Plowman,” 
probably about 1362. In this poem, the author appears to 
have imitated the old Saxon models of versification, rather than 
those of his own day, and the lines are constructed upon the 
principle of alliteration, rather than rhjme. His chief subjects 
were the abuses of religion, and the demoralization of society, in 
which he took occasion to attack the dissolute priests, friars, 
and nuns, with a freedom, severity, and energy, to which, as 
yet, they had been little accustomed. But the manner in which 
lie handles his subject sufficiently shows, that the principles 
of taste in poetical composition were still very imperfectly under- 
stood. Piers Plowman is an impersonation of the Christian 
life, and he receives from Grace four strong oxen, whose names 
are Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, to plough up the field of 
divine truth. He has afterwards assigned to him four vigorous 
bullocks, to harrow up the ground which has been already 
ploughed ; and these are, Ambrose, Augustine, Gregory, and^ 
Jerome, the illustrious fathers of the Christian church. 

But immeasurably beyond all the poets whom we have lately 
mentioned, was the immortal and inimitable Chaucer. This 
writer, in originality as well as excellence, stands alone. It was 
little indeed, comparatively speaking, that he could gain from 
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the lesBonB of those who had gone before him ; they had left; 
him nothing but a language still in a state of barbarism, and 
examples of Romanesque poetiy^ which he considered only 
worthy of ridicule, and which he ridiculed accordingly in his 
romance of Sir Topas, as well as in the satirical references with 
which his Canterbury Tales abound. To him was consigned 
the important office of being, not only a great national poet, but 
the creator of the language and style of the national poetry. 
In these respects, as well as in the universality of his genius, he 
comes nearest to Shakspeare, of whom he may also be consi- 
dered the type. While Langland, his distinguished contem- 
porary, was endeavouring to reduce English poetry to the 
obsolete models of the old Anglo-Saxon verse, Chaucer, with 
a happier perception of poetical propriety, and the hidden 
powers of our language, was moulding it into that form which 
was BO much more congenial to its character and construction ; 
and for such a task ho was well fitted, by the strngth as 
well as the many-sidedness of his mind. Shakspeare alone 
excepted, no one has ever excelled, or even equalled hnn, in 
so much observation combined with such original invention — 
in the grandeur and minuteness of his descriptions — in pathos, 
and in humour— in the highest flights of imaginative poetry, 
and the most correct pictures of real and every-day life — in all 
that constitutes imagination, fancy, and correct observation, 
combined with a cheerful healthy temperament of mind, and 
great common sense. In looking at his splendid productions, 
the works of the minstrels and poetical moralists who pre- 
cede him sink into utter uisignificancc. On account of his 
diversified power, be tried everj'^ kind of poetry which had 
been already culthated, and succeeded in each, as well as ex- 
tracted from every foreign author whatever was characteristic 
of excellence in his peculiar style. He was thus by turns 
a translator, an imitator, and an improver, as well as an ori- 
ginal writer. But of all his writings the Canterbury Tales 
include the perfection of his multifarious qualities, and consti- 
tute his most distinguished work. Here he has concentrated 
all his knowledge, as well as all his minute powers of genius ; 
and every story teems with brilliant pictures, with profound 
thoughts, with lively sallies of humour, with correct sketches 

b 



xviii 


ESSAY ON ENGLISH POETRY. 


of common life, and an ample fund of close philosophical obser- 
Yation upon every state of society ; thus constituting a work to 
which there is no parallel either in the English or in any other 
language. The idea of this production was probably adopted 
from Boccaccio's Decamerone ; but the genius of Chaucer ap- 
pears as superior to his original as the characters of the Knight 
and Squire, the Host, Reeve, and Miller, are superior to the 
undiscriminated ladies and gentlemen whom the Italian novelist 
created as the organs of his sentiments, the mere mouth-pieces 
of his hundred amusing stories. 

The time of Chaucer, compared with previous ages, was a 
golden era of English poetry. Besides Langland, he had the 
“ moral Gower” for his contemporary, and Occleve and Lyd- 
gate for his immediate successors. Each of these was illus- 
trious in his particular sphere; but all of them wcjre vastly 
inferior to the great master of English song, who stood unap- 
proached and unrivalled. Of these po<)tfl, the last came the 
nearest to Chaucer, whom he calls his master. It might now 
have been expected that so bright a morning of English poetry 
would have strengthened into a cloudless mid-day; but the 
light was soon to be darkened by the eclipse of civil contention. 
The wars of the Roses occurred ; and in the fierce rivalry of the 
houses of York and Lancaster, the princely and noble patrons 
of learning — Humpljrey of Gloucester, and the Lords Tiptoft 
and Scales — ^perished by assassination, or upon the scafiToId; 
the Universities were deserted ; learning and study were aban- 
doned ; and society was thrown hack into that state of bar- 
barism, which is always the most frightful when it is accom- 
panied with a sort of half civilization. Had the strife beeii a 
noble one, no such results would have followed ; and poetry, 
instead of being silenced and trodden into the dust, would 
have soared over the contention, to animate the living and 
immortalize the dead. But it was a base and heartless struggle, 
in which all natural feelings were abandoned, and where 
axe of the executioner was as actively employed as the BwoVi 
of the warrior. Even after the strife itself had ceased, society 
had so greatly retrograded, and the hearts of men had become 
■o steeled, that a considerable period was still to elapse before 
the cultivation of poetry could be resumed. A deathlike 
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silence consequently continued during the suspicious reign 
of Henry VIL, and the greater part of that of his despotic 
successor; and it was only towards the close of the life of 
Henry VIII. that Wyat, Surrey, and Vaux, appeared as the 
successors of Chaucer, after two hundred years of poetical 
apathy had intervened. 

It is gratifying, however, to think, that although the flame 
had been so completely repressed in one quarter, it had burst 
out in another. This was in Scotland, where a bright race of 
poets arose, to fill up the long gap that had occurred in English 
history. In that countiy flourished Barbour, Henry the Min- 
strel, James I., Henry sone, Gavin Douglas, Dunbar, Mersar, 
Sir David lyndsay, and James V. — poets of whom any country 
would have been proud, and whose spirits were nursed among 
stirring deeds and picturesque scenery, and, above all, in that 
heroic struggle for national liberty which so often constitutes 
the very essence of poetry. They kept up an uninterrupted 
succession of song, therefore, from the time of Chauctr to the 
close of the reign of Henry VIII., when, strangely enough, 
they cease at this period, as if they had transferred the task to 
its original owners, in the consciousness that they had resigned 
it into more able hands. One very singular peculiarity of these 
Scottish poets is, that the earliest of them wrote English in a 
style considerably in advance of their age even in England; 
while the latest, instead of advancing, fell back to the rude 
Anglo-Saxon phraseology, which had been disused in England 
for centuries. Thus Barbour, Blind Harry, and James I., 
express themselves not only with the purity and correctness, 
but also ill the language, of the Elizabethan period; while 
Lyndsay, and especially Gavin Douglas, who lived consider- 
ably later, use the English that prevailed in the south during 
the twelfth and thirteenth centuries. We content ourselves 
with stating the simple fact us it stands. The causes of this 
wonderful advance and retrogression have sorely puzzled the 
philologist and antiquarian. 

In consequence of the invention of printing, the general 
study of classical learning, and the discovery of America, it 
might have been expected that the English intellect would have 
been aroused at an earlier period, and that the commencement 
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of the sixteenth century, at least, would have been crowded 
with names illustrious in arts and literature. But the mightiest 
of all human subjects was now in agitation, and before it every 
minor pursuit was annihilated. This was the Reformation, by 
which the community of England was divided into two great 
parties, and employed in even a higher struggle than that of 
mere life and death. It is not in the midst of fearful exertion 
and intense excitement, that either communities or individuals 
are in a mood to be poetical : the storm must pass away, or be 
listened to with safety, before it can be portrayed in tuneful 
numbers ; and during the reigns of Henry VIII., Edward VI., 
and Mary, when this the keenest of all conflicts was hanging 
in suspense, and when the hearts of men were alternately mad- 
dened or frozen with momentous every-day realities, any thing 
like poetical excitement would have been a very superfluous 
addition. But at the accession of Elizabeth, when the contest 
was drawing to its ( lose, tin', continuing expansion of heart and 
soul demanded fresh subjects of thought, and new fields of 
action ; and these were most naturally found in commerce, in 
discovery, in indention, and in literature, from all of which 
poetry imbibed the elements of a new and vigorous existence. 
It was natural that sonic poet (>f surpassing excelhmce should 
have been born from this new and favourable state of things ; 
and the author of tlic Faery Queen aj)peared as the first 
great landmark of the new' era. Spenser adopted for his subject 
the wonders and the achievements of chhalric life, and accord- 
ingly he extracted from the great masters of Italian poetiy 
those incidents and ideas with wdiich to enrich his narrative : 
he portrayed the characters and events of a by -gone state of 
existence, and therefore, while he w rote in the language of liis 
day, he adopted, wdicrever he could, that antiquated phraseo- 
logy which seemed the fittest to sujiport and adorn such a 
theme. No poet ever possessed a richer and more discursive 
fancy; and he threw himself into that boundless universe 
of allegory in which he could expatiate without hinde\nce, 
and create without limitation. And then, the richness of the 
language and the music of versification, hy which all the won- 
ders of the Faery Queen successively unfold themselves, until 
the wdiole work is completed, remind us of the erection of that 
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magnificent and supernatural palace which Milton has described 
in his Paradise Lost : — 

Anon, out of tho earth, a fabric huge 

Hobo like an exhalation, with the Bound 

Of dulcet symphonieN and voices sweet." 

Such glorious notes as those which were struck by Spenser, 
could not die away upon the void without awakening conge> 
nial echoes ; and, accordingly, after the publication of tho first 
part of the Faery Queen, there appeared successively two 
poems, rich in those qualities in whicli Spenser excelled : these 
■were, Venus and Adonis, and Tarquin and Lucrece, which 
gave jiromise that, even in these departments of poetry, Spenser 
himself was likely to find a rival, or perhaps a superior. But 
Shakspeare soon discovered that his genius was best qualified 
to excel in another department, and he turned his attention to 
the diania, in which he was to reign without a rival. It is in 
this fact, perhaps, that wc arc to account for the circumstance 
of the poetry of England not hv coming exclusively Sp» -iscrian, 
after the gorgeous pageantries (»f the Fac.r) Queen had arrested 
the public gaze. A mightier than Spenser aroHC, and he cieated 
a more attractive style of pcxdiy than that of the allegory — and 
therefore Shakspeare, and not Spenser, heciarne the great model 
of imitation. Dramatic writing, actjordingly, became the chief 
glory of what is called the Elizabethan period of our poetry; 
that is, tlie lalti'r part of the reign of Elizabeth, and the whole 
of that of her suc.ccssor. Not to speak of Shakspeare’s early 
contemporaries, Marlow, Greene, and Peele, upon whom he so 
greatly improved, there were those of a later date — Ben 
JoiiKon, the friend, and all but worshipper of Shakspeare; Lyly, 
Kyd, Webster, Decker, Dodge, Beaumont and Fletcher, 
Chai>man, Sbirlcy, Marstun, Mussinger, Ford, Tourneur, Hey- 
wood — men who received their dramatic impulses, either di- 
rectly or indirectly, from the great master of the drama, and 
whom, illustrious though many of them were, they w ere unable 
to rival, and could ai best only imitate. During the life-time of 
Shakspeare alone, indeed, there was a prodigious amount of 
poetry, so far as mere quantity is concerned, that was not of a 
dramatic character ; and the names of two hundred and thirty 
English poets have been recorded by Dr. Drake, as having 
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written within the short period of fifty years. But, with the 
exception of a few, their works were lost amidst the superior 
attractions of the dramatic writers, just as the writings of the 
latter were, with a few happy exceptions, extinguished in the 
immeasurable superiority of Shakspeare. 

But popular although dramatic writing continued to be, in 
preference to every other species of poetry, it had to contend 
against a strength and violence of prqudice, under which at 
last it was obliged to succumb. This was the age of the 
Puritans, who regarded every thing pertaining to the stage 
not only as frivolous, but sinful ; and who warred as fiercely 
against the theatre, as they did against popery, surplices, and 
lawn sleeves. When they obtained the ascendancy, therefore, 
the drama was proscribed along with the other abominations of 
monarchy and prelacy, and in 1642, the Long Parliament de- 
creed that the acting of all stage plays should be discontinued. 
This was followed up by several severe enactments, in which 
acting was made a public offence, and all its adherents were 
rendered liabhj to fine or imprisonment. Ther^ expressions of 
the public feeling were a death-blow to dramatic writing, from 
which it has never recovered; for although English poetry 
afterwards regained its full strength, and attained the highest 
excellence, it was in every department except the drama : that 
continued to be carefully shunned as a sphere of intellectual 
exertion, in which success was difficult and uncertain; and 
therefore, since that period, notwithstanding the number and 
excellence of our poets, we have had no writers of plays equal 
to the second-rate dramatic writers who fiourished at the close 
of the sixteenth, and the earlier part of the seventeenth cen- 
turies. The reign of Puritanism, and the popular feeling it 
produced, were powerful enough to stamp a sentence of repro- 
bation upon this the most important depaitment of poetic 
writing, and to confine the national poetry itself within a 
channel which it has never since dared to overflow. It is true, 
indeed, that after tliis period we meet with such names as 
those of Dryden, Otway, Congreve, and Vanbrugh; but do 
their dramatic efforts exhibit that boldness, spontaneity, and 
love of the art, which are to be found in the writings of Mar- 
lowe, Ford, Massinger, and Shirley? 
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Of the throDg of unremembered poets, not dramalic, who wrote 
from the time of Shakspeare to the period of the Commonwealth, 
a few names only are worthy of being rescued from oblivion. Of 
these, the first in merit, although not in time, is Drummond of 
Hawthomden, who, after the long interval that had elapsed in 
Scotland since- the days of Lyndsay and James V., appeared to 
vindicate the poetical character of his countrymen. Of all the 
English sonneteers from Surrey downwards, none equalled 
Drummond in his admirable transfusion of the chief beauties of 
the Italian language into our own tongue, combined with ten- 
derness of feeling and correctness of taste. There was also 
Michael Drayton, the poetical chronicler, and author of the 
Polyolbion — a writer who displayed learning, observation, and 
poetic merit, in a more than ordinary measure ; and Daniel, 
who wrote a sort of epic poem on the wars between the bouses 
of York and Lancaster, which is distinguished by the m(»dem 
character of its language, and the smoothness and evenness of 
its rhythm ; and Giles and Phineas Fletcher, who with consi- 
derable original talent devoted themselves to the imitation of 
Spenser, and who would have reached a higher excellence if 
they had been more judicious in the choice of their subjects. 
There was also Sir John Davies, who is chiefly remembered by 
his philosophical poem, JsTosce Teipsum^ in which he has used 
that difficult species of measure called the quatrain, with a hap- 
pier efiRset than either Davenant or Dryden, who attempted the 
same experiment, the former in Gondibert, and the latter in 
Annus Mirabilis. Dr. Donne, also, who was contemporary 
with Davies, was a poet of great strength and deep piercing 
wit, but of studied obscurity, wbo seems to have delighted in 
puzzling his readers, and setting all their faculties upon the 
stretch. 

During the reign of Charles I., the ascendancy of the Com- 
monwealth, and part of the reign of Charles II., the poets 
England are usually divided into two classes, the Metaphysical 
and the Classical. Of the first class were Cowley, Herrick, 
and a host of followers, who abounded in forced illustrations 
and far-fetched conceits, by whidi they endeavoured to aggran- 
dize their ideas in pn^ortion to the toQ they occasioned in 
discovering them. This school was indeed strong, through 
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the powerful genius, fertile imagination, and lively natural 
feeling, of Cowley, by which he consecrated a system that of 
itself would have soon fallen and come to nothing. The clas- 
sical school, the leaders of which were Denham, Waller, and 
Carew, endeavoured to imitate the spirit of the ancient models, 
and refine the harshness of their native language, in which they 
succeeded so happily, as to merit the title of Reformers of our 
poetry. This was certainly high praise, even though they 
cannot lay claim to that of being first-rate poets also. Besides 
these two classes which we have mentioned, the period 
abounded in religious poets, at the head of whom may be 
placed Crashaw, Herbert, Wither, Marvel, and Quarles. It 
was the fashion during the periods of Charles II. and Anne, 
to decry these writers under the name of Puritans— a title 
of which most of them were by no means covetous, as 
they belonged to the opposite party in politics ; but their 
stigmatisers found tlie term convenient, as it was a blighting 
epithet until that of Methodist was invented ; and by deterring 
readers from the perusal of such authors, they could better 
conceal their own numerous plagiaries which they committed 
upon the proscribed pagiis of these religious poets. The most 
talented and imaginative was Crashaw, wdiose transla^^ions, or 
rather paraphrases, from the Italian of Strada, are splendid 
improvements upon the original ; wliile his own poems breathe, 
in many instances, the very spirit of harmony, imagination, and 
feeling. Herbert, Wither, and Quarles, with great liveliness, 
fancy, and strength of intellect, unfortunately attached them- 
selves to (he meta])hyRical school, the style of which, although 
ridiculous enough when applied to subjects of mere earthly 
feeling, was still more unfortunate in the service of religion 
and devotion. In addition also to metajihysical obscurities and 
conceits, they addressed their pioductions to the eye, by mould- 
ing them into the most grotesque forms, so that the verses were 
frequently arranged to represent sand-glasses, altar pieces, and 
wings. But notwithstanding tliese perversities of taste, they 
exhibit not only passages, but whole poems, ])ervaded with the 
full strength and spirit of genuine poetry. 

During this important era in our national history, a voice 
was heard by fits over the whole swell of Knglish song— a 
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voice of mingled grandeur and sweetness even already with- 
out a rival, and which was to rise at last from earth to 
heaven, and fill the universe with its melody. Some of the 
early poems of Milton, and especially his Hymn on the Nati- 
vity, Lycidas, Comus, I i’ Allegro, and II Pcnseroso, while they 
immeasurably. distanced all the works of his contemporaries, 
were only the striking of those commencing notes by which he 
ascertained the compass and harmony of his heaven-bcstowed 
instrument. Even from his earliest years he had laboured stead- 
fastly for “an iinmortalit)’' of fame and oonscious of the power 
that was within him, he had felt an inward prompting that he 
might “leave something so written to after-times as they should 
not willingly let die.” And no man, perhaps, was ever better 
qualified by previous training for so great an achieve merit as 
Milton. He was incontestably the most learned of our English 
poets; he had travelled, when his taste was formed and his 
understanding matured, among the rich and classic scenery of 
Italy, and enjoyed its accomplished and intellectual society; 
and when he returned to England, it was at the call of duty, 
and to mingle in those great national events from which a 
vigorous mind would acquire gi-cater strength, and a generous 
heart a more lofty disinterestedness. Then, too, he mingled in 
common intercourse with the great master-spirits of the age ; 
the patriotic Pym, Ihc upright and gallant Fairfax, the incor- 
ruptible Marvell, and Howe, the learned and eloquent, and 
above all, with Cromwell himself, in whose gigantic intellect 
and correspondent achievements he had a living impersonation 
of those heroes whom he had so deeply studied in his beloved 
records of the classical ages. But even yet the time had not 
arrived to realize the great purpose of his existence. An after 
history followed of persecution, and neglect, and poverty, in 
which his lieart was to be weaned from earthly themes and 
alFections, only to be fixed more intently upon those that were 
correspondent to his character and powers ; and, w’orse than all, 
there was the calamity of blindness, by which the present world 
was extinguished, so that to him there was no home but heaven, 
and no reality but that of the spiritual existence. It was 
natural, therefore, that he should no longer think of his for- 
merly-selected but inferior theme of Prince Arthur, and the 
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deeds of British and Armoric chivalry : the world that is unseen 
was his abode, and thither only, in the language of scripture, 
he could hec away and be at rest.” Thus it was that from 
first to last — in prosperity and adversity — with the clear- 
siglited eyes of study and observation, and amidst the solemn 
starless midnight of remembrance and meditation, he was 
trained by heaven itself to become the earthly laureate of its 
deeds in the work of Paradise Lost. Even the love of present 
**eputation also, that solace which w'ould have been so cheering 
to the heart oi' a blind old man, and which might have tempted 
him to make concessions to the tastes and progress of society, 
could not obtain from him a single sacrifice in return for all it 
could bestow. As Milton sang in darkness, he also sang in soli- 
tude : this he was assured would be his fate when he selected 
such a theme. He knew the state of society too well to anticipate 
its sympathy or approval ; but he was writing for eternity, and 
not for time ; and he knew that every note of his anthem would 
find ail imperishable echo which would sound through future 
ages. And was not such a thought, when he had closed his 
labour of immortality, the richest reward that life could bestow 
— an over-payment for blindness itself, and all the loneliness 
and neglect to which he was abandoned ? 

The anticipations of Milton when he selected such a subject 
as that of Paradise Lost, were \erified by the event. On the 
r(!8toration of Charles II., an access of frantic loyalty had 
taken possession of the public mind, so that the courtiers, arul 
the educated classes in general, who at that time composed the 
aristocracy of England, were too much devoted to Church and 
State to read any thing that had been written by the Latin 
Secretary of Cromwell. It was deemed indeed a marvellous 
stretch of favour, that “the blind old Roundhead’’ was even 
permitted to live. To have relished Milton's poem, would not 
only have required an amount of taste and scholarshij) not \ery 
common at that period, but a purity and elevation of moral feel- 
ing which was still more rarely to be found. Paradise Lost, 
therefore, with tlie exception of a chosen few whom the age had 
been unable to corrupt, was by most readers tlirown aside, or 
overlooked, for tlie mure attractive gaiety and licentiousness of 
such writers as Sedley, Roclieslcr, and Buckingham. The 
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poetry of England was now reduced to a very low ebb. The 
“ribald king and court” regarded poetry, as they did every 
thing else, merely as an instrument tliat could contribute to 
their amusement ; and poets accordingly, who knew no inspi- 
ration but court favour and royal approbation, took their style 
of writing from France, and ^eir themes from the obscenities of 
the day. A correspondent character was also introduced into the 
new drama ; and plays were written in rhyme, and lilled with 
every kind of moral perversity, tn suit the tastes of lordly 
debauchees, and coroneted prostitutes. Such a state of taste 
in poetic composition naturally produced abundance of inanity, 
and there is therefore a mournful satisfaction in rescuing from 
the mass those few names that were not degraded by intel- 
lectual, as well as moral abasement. Of these, tL- re was 
Otway, who wrote several unreadable dramatic pieces, but who 
finally produced Venice Preserved and The Orplian, in '^/hich 
he exhibited a depth of feeling and power of description, that 
promised to raise him next to Shakspeare, and who died at the 
premature age of thirty. There was also Butler, who, in his 
Hudibras, combined the greatest extent of erudition, with a 
drollery and keenness of satire which have never been surpassed. 
Bui the noblest of all the names of this period, next to Milton, 
is that of Dryden, who began the work of poetry in early life, 
improved with every successive effort, and at last, in old age, 
attained to a pre-eminence which no succeeding poet has been 
able to equal. Without either the lofty imagination or the 
delicate susceptibilities that compose the most important 
elements of poetry, lie possessed such a strength of observation, 
vigour of thought, correctness of taste, and mastery of the 
whole range of our language, as constituted him one of the 
greatest of our national poets. He too was most unfortunate 
in the circumstance of having been born in such an age, when 
he was obliged to exert his God-given strength in making sport 
for the Philistines, instead of, like Milton, devoting himself 
to some great work that would have conferred lasting honour 
upon bis country and his own name. But the taste of the age 
demanded other gratification, and he had not self-denial to 
resist. Against his better judgment, he yielded to the call, and 
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left a name wbicli all lovers of poetry will be constrained to 
cherish, but over which Viilue will never cease to weep. 

The great successor of Dryden, and also his rival, was Pope. 
The former, whose cliief strength lay in grasp of intellect and 
vigour of language, endeavoured to excel in that species of 
poetry for which such powers we||g best qualified ; and accord- 
ingly he reasoned in rhyme, and was the poet of philosophy, a 
department in which he stands unrivalled, on account of his 
wonderful command of poetic diction, and his power of express- 
ing the noblest sentiments in simple and familiar language. 
Pope saw, that in this it ^^a8 hopeless to contend with his 
master, and consequently he did not attempt it ; but as he too 
was an etliical poet, he tiied to produce similar effects by 
those faculties in which he most excelled. And no one ever 
took a more judicious measure of his own powers, or turned 
them to better account, than Pope. Without the sublinxity of 
Milton, or the creative fiincy of Spenser, his mind was richly 
stored with the fruits of meditation and study: he had tender- 
ness of feeling, delicacy of perception, and an ear modulated 
for the harmony of language beyond any of his predecessors. 
He wisely, tlierefore, selected for his path the tender and im- 
pressive ill didactic poetry, where the surpassing gi'uce, delicacy, 
and polish, of his language and versification, appeared with 
happiest effect ; and the world was soon charmed with the 
annunciation of moral truths, in a style of ease and harmony 
which Dr^dcn only occasionally reached, but which, in Pope, is 
sustained and consistent. In the choice of his subjects, also, 
he was peculiarly happy; and in conse([uence of this, each 
of his j)oems is a complete, highly finished, and perfect picture. 
Criticism itself finds it difficult to cavil with such productions 
as The Ilai»e of the Lock, the Elegy on the Death of an 
unfortunate Lady, or the Epistle of Eloisa to Abelard : no 
flaw is pcrce})tible ; no excrescence, however slight, upon which 
to lay hold — all is as smooth, and also as bright, as a polished 
surface of spotless marble. Even the faults of Pope arise 
from the excess of this excellence, and his melody is so con- 
tinuous, that the sated ear occasionally longs for a note of 
discord to break the monotony. His system also of ending the 
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sense with the line, and delivering his ideas in couplets, con- 
fines poetry within narrow limits, and gives it too much the 
nature of a mechanical process. These faults, for which Pope 
atoned so richly by his numerous merits, were glaringly 
apparent in the versification of his followers. Without tlie 
taste and delicacy of their master, and his command of variety 
and effect within a limited compass, they constructed verses by 
as artificial a process as brick-making, and built up poems as 
if they were erecting houses. There was the line, with the 
pause ending invariably on the fourth or sixth syllable, and the 
everlasting see-saw of the couplet, while the chief requisite of a 
poet was merely to possess a good ear. As it was so easy to 
manufacture upon this principle, the learned and the unlearned, 
the poetical and the prosaic people of every age, ^.•x, and 
degree, inundated the world with their commodities of v^rse, 
until poetry itself threatened to become nothing but prose 
measured off and rhymed — and the jaded public clamoured for 
something new. 

The period of Queen Anne, which has been commonly 
reckoned the Augustan era of poetry in England, although the 
epithet would be better applied to that of Elizabeth and 
James L, produced a distinguished succession of authors, of 
whom the principal w^ere Prior, Addison, Swift, and Gay. The 
poetry of Prior is that of a gentleman who WTites at ease, and 
who possesses the talents of the arti&t and the scholar; and 
therefore there is an airy, graceful lightness about his poetry, 
combined with correctness, which has rendered it, and espe- 
cially his apologues and tales, deservedly in high favour with 
the public. Of Addison, the best that can be said is, that, like 
his prose writings, his poems exhibited correctness, grace, 
refinement, and some power of fancy ; but they are wholly 
devoid of all the higher attributes of poetry. Swift's principal 
inspiration as a poet is derived, not from the Muse, but Mi- 
santhropy, and his verses exhibit that ferocious eiieigy and 
blistering power of satire, which rendered his prose works so 
terrible. Still, however, he exhibits none of that exclusive 
love towards the divine art which is so necessary to constitute a 
genuine poet ; and he seems to rhyme, merely because it 
afforded a change in the venting of his atrabilious humour. 
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after he had exhausted it in prose. Gay had more imagination 
and a livelier fancy than any of these poets, with the exception 
of Prior, and therefore, without either the ostentatious pomp of 
Addison, or tlie rough and reckless energy of Swift, his works 
have always possessed a wider popularity. 

Didactic poetry, and the delineation of the artificial world, 
which had been confirmed by the powerful authority of Dryden 
and Pope, had now obtained exclusive possession of the public, 
so that a picture of simple nature or powerful passion would 
have been regarded as frivolous or unnatural. But even while 
the established mode was still in the ascendancy, and suc- 
cessive writers were exliausting it to the lees and dregs, a 
healthy re-action began to manifest itself — slowly and gradually, 
indeed, at first, as it was in contradiction to the popular taste, 
but indicative of the dawn of a better day. The first of these new 
poets was Thomson, the author of The Seasons. It was indeed 
a bold and an original attempt at the time, to write so large a 
poem in blank verse wholly devoted to descriptions of nature 
and rural life, and but for one of those favourable accidents 
which so frequently decide the fate of authorsliip, it might 
never have seen the light. But The Seasons was worthy of 
the immortality it obtained, in consequence of its surpassing 
merits. Of late years, the attempts at describing nature had 
been chielly in pastoral poetry ; but the lawns and fields over 
which it expatiated were a sort of Ranelagh or Vauxhall, and 
the shepherds and shepherdesses were fine ladies and gentlemen, 
who carried crooks of ivory bound with ribbons fresh from 
Clieapside or Bond Street. Then there was Goldsmith, who so 
touchingly described “ sweet Aubuni,’' and sketched its prin- 
cipal characters with such graphic power — and Collins, whose 
chief attempt was to avoid the beaten track and hackneyed 
epithets, and the beauty of whose poetry, neglected at first, has 
continued to be more and more appreciated to the present day. 
A powerful mind among these innovators was also that of 
Young, who struck out a new path for himself, and combined 
the highest species of didactic and moral poetry, with deep 
delineations of feeling, and powerful appeals to tlie passions. 
The Night Thoughts, indeed, was a daring experiment upon 
the public taste, in which the author seemed to anticipate that 
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Style of poetry which was afterwards to be ao effeotiYe under 
the more powerful mastery of Byron. Gray, also, the most 
erudite of our poets next to Milton, unfolded beautiful glimpses 
of nature and feeling, which would have been more ample and 
permanent, but for that timidity which fettered him to esta- 
blished rule. But it was reserved for Cowper alone to break 
through all those ti-ammels that had enthralled the spirit of 
poetry, and herald the full emancipation of the nineteenth 
century, the commencement of which he was permitted to 
behold. It was late in life that he commenced the writing of 
poetry, so that he had not the errors and prejudices of youth 
to unicorn : he wrote, not so much for fame, as to mollify 
the anguish of mental disease, and therefore he felt himself 
independent either of popular approbation, or the dread of 
criticism. When the poem was written, his pains were assuaged, 
and having fulfilled its commission, it mattered little to the 
author whether the winds carried it to fame or oblivion. To 
tliose it may be added, that he was severely devout, and wished 
to reform the world which he believed to be lying in error, and 
thus its conventional phraseology had in his eyes none of that 
authority which it had hitherto exercised over less independent 
minds. Hence the matured vigour and sturdy independence 
which his verses so eminently possessed. Men were astonished 
to find themselves addressed in numbers so different in time 
and tune from those to which their cars had been modulated, 
and were at first inclined to turn away in contempt: but they 
were soon lamipellcd to feci, that the spirit of the old English 
poetry hud risen from the dead in all its former flexibility and 
power. Had the career of Cowper been brief, these effects 
might have been transitory" ; but his life extended over a con- 
siderable space, and his writings were numerous, so that he 
lived to complete the dethronement of the established poetry, 
and to prepare the world for the long-forgotten language of 
nature and reality. 

While such was the history of poetry in England during the 
eighteenth century, a similar process of emancipation had been 
going on in Scotland, where a strictly national species of poetry 
was cultivated, which was independent of the dominant mode. 
Ramsay, in his songs, and especially in his Gentle Shepherd, had 
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dai'ingly broke loose from that puling sentimentality of purling 
streams with which the rural scenery of the poets abounded, 
and had delineated real nature, as well as genuine passion, in 
the nervous and flexible dialect of his own romantic land ; and 
Fergusson, who confined himself to city life, exhibited with 
equal truth and fidelity the habits and humours of the town. 
But a poet of Nature's own making succeeded, to startle, subdue, 
and enthral, by the utterance of more intense feelings than the 
cold children of art had dared to express. Burns, to use his 
own beautiful simile, was found by the Muse of liis country, 
like Elisha, at the plough, where she cast her mantle over him, 
and from that moment he sang with an obedient and overflowing 
heart of the peasant’s home, and the peasant’s joys and alTcc- 
tions— all that nature loved and cherished, in language which 
Nature herself inspired, and the spirits of men, borne onward 
by the resistless impulse, could only listen and admire. Thus, 
while Cowper in England was piercing refined society through 
and through with the keenness of his satire, and alternately 
pleading, expostulating, and reproaching, in strains that modu- 
lated themselves to every change of his theme, Burns in Scot- 
land, untrammelled by rule, was pouring forth the rich and 
impetuous tide of song with the vehemence of an inspired 
prophet, while every glen and mountain caught and returned 
the echoes of his glorious melody. Adieu, therefore, to the 
cold formalities and pedantic restraints which the poetry of the 
eighteenth century had so slavishly obeyed! The idol fell, and 
the ritual disappeared, at the approach of a more true and holier 
worship. 
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CHAUCER TO BEATTIE. 



2 CJXfVPEB 

S» dirk 4 c^SMid obiio^ tkk ^ ^ SnvIiMh 

po$tf^ ikittM iritMtkim kdi b«m«b^« to tTMeldi widbi} md he k«i bmn 
alu^dllely i^pMwntwd «• of noMi or ignoble birth, idipidhig to the ci^lic oi 
Ms biograiiben. It ie eortain, hovreror, that be wii horn in Loddili^id 13iR , 
and tharo U some probability that he wai the ton of a iTlntner, who ^ed in ld 4 H 
The young poet appears to have been educated partly at Okfbrd,dad partlv at 
Cambridge , and at the latter place, when only eighlaeii yean ol^ he produoi d 
his Court cf Love His pioAdcnoy aa a Mholar waa wobdertol tor the og< 
and It embraced every department of leaning then eultlTated vniia ht was 
between thirty and forty pears of age, Xdward IIL, prdbably on ifioount ot 
Chanoer'a high reputation as a poet and scholar, appoiated him controller of tin 
custom of wool, an ofltoe/if great honour and trust, but Involving considorabV 
appheation. But the cUef patron of Uie talented and favoured eourtler ana 
John of Gaunt, the powertol duke of Lancaster, to whom Cboueer at length be. 
canw related, by marryutg Philippa Rouet, sister of Catherine, the misiroMs, 
■lidiftirwirdi the w4to df the dc^ 

dtown a foanfod towards the epliiUms of Wtokiiff he 
waa the enemy ^ tbedeif y, end an advocate of eioksiastit reform iCham oi 
■ympatblsed with the prlndples of his patron. In consequence of which ht U ui 
lessly exposed In hu writings the tnlquities of the monka and friars and influii d 
upon them the uttermost of his hostility both In satire and argument ihiM 
powers of annoyance were terrihle weapons, which the assailed were un ilil« 
to resist except by anathemas and clamours and it is perliaps not too miuh 
to consider ( hauctr as a vor} important ttougb reniotf c lunt of tlu Hi forma 
tion in Fngland by the tendiiuy of his worki t( 1 ring tl o Homish burnrcliy 
into contempt, and to ki ep ulivc the spirit of Mie W ickliltllt h Hitherto the 
poet had lived in w< alth, and amid'it tli< luxuries « f n < ourt at ihis tmu th« most 
splendid m Europe, but os tlu nlgn of llichard 11 (ontiniu I Uu fiiM i r ot 
the dula of Lancaster declii id Chaucer in (insi p met of tin changi in thi 
fortunes of his patn n dispose d of his pensions and tii I ing a lit u to llu t ourt 
he ntirrd In 1388 to liih favourite WoodMotk It was a happy SKession fur 
Fnglish literature, for it war there ahm he had naihid at least his sixtieth 
year that he cumiiiontcd his Canterbury laics inionteslibly tho best of his 
produitions 

The diff< rent accounts of tho last years of Chain or s life are so routradirlory 
that it is unnocoBsary to partu ularise tiuni We are assiind honeier that 
although he never rtgretted tin niimy bitter things he had wrltKn against thi 
clergy yet ht grn ved deeply over those portions of ho. corks that had artv ten 
dency to foster a lli entious spirit , and tb it as death approached he frequently 
exclaimed in the anguish of his heart Woe is mt ' woi is me, that I (unnot 
recall and annul them hut alas’ they are now continued firom man to man 
and 1 cannot do what 1 dosire’ To express also his repentance more perma 
nontly he composed those touching lines iiilillod GimkI t minsailo of ( bancor 
Ills death IS supposed to have occurred October 2 UhO win ii 1 1 u is si Tehl% 
two years old 

The writings of Chaucer, that * well of rnglish undefllcd, are loo thoroughly 
appreciated in the present day to require a particular analysis While Uu y in 
dicate in their author a scholar wonderfully accomplished for so early a pt nod 
they abound in such truthful dolineations os well as minute touclios of nature, 
that they show in tho highest degre e the man of observation as well as study I hus 
It IS that Ins Canterbury Pilgrims are living men of flesh and blood, rather than 
passmb shadows We know every article of their costume, and every lineament 
of thoir far< s , and when we hear them speak wo retogmso each speaker, be 
cause lie uses his own peculiar phraseology In this department of dramatic 
power he approai hes more nearly than any other writer our own inimitable 
Shttkspeari 



(IIAUCKH 

I'ON'i n^^IOV OF IMI.AMOV 

C;icn‘ was tlu* day, as I have; told oi this, 

And Theseus, witii idle joye and hlis, 

\\ ilh Ills l]>(»hla, tlie hi^re quein'. 

And Eiiieli«‘, j clothed all in t^reia*. 

On I Hinting ben they ridden really 

And to the grove*, tlint stood ther taste* h} , 

In which ther was an hurt as nion liini tolel, 

Duk Thew'us the slreite way hath hold. 

Anel te) the* lannele he rieh*th him fnl right 
Ther was the hart ywont to ha\e liis llight, 

And e)vor a brooko, and so forth on his wcy. 
l^his duke wol have a cours at him or twe*y 
With houndes, swiche as hin lust to connnannde 
Anel when this duk was eomen to the laninlc, 
Under the sonne he loked, and nne)n 
H e was ware of Areite and Palainon, 

'riiat foughlen hreme, as it were* btdh s twei 
The bright e swe’rdes wenteui to anel fro 
So hidously, that with the leste st'oKc 
It semed that it wudde lelle an ohc- 
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But what they weren, nothing he ne wote. 

Thie duke his courser with his sporres smote. 

And at a stert he was betwix hem two. 

And pulled out a swerd, and cried, Ho ! 

No more, up peine of lesing of your hed. 

By mighty Mars, he shal anon be ded, 

That smiteth any stroke, that 1 may sen. 

But telleth me what mistere men ye ben. 

That ben so hardy for to lighten here 
Withouten any juge, other officere, 

As though it were in listes really.’* 

This Palamon answered hastily. 

And saide: “ Sire, what nedeth wordes ino? 

We have the deth deserved bothe two. 

Two woful wretches ben we, two caitives, 

That ben accombred of our owen lives ; 

And as thou art a rightful lord and juge, 

Ne yeve us neyther mercie nc refuge. 

And sle me first, for seinte charitee. 

But sle my felaw eke as wel as me. 

Or sle him first; for, though thou know it Hie, 
This is thy mortal fo, this is Arcitc, 

That fro thy lond is banished on his bed. 

For which he hath deserved to be ded. 

For this is he that came unto thy gate. 

And sayde, that he highte Philostrato. 

Thus hath he japed thee ful many a yere, 

And tliou liast maked him thy chief scpiiere, 

And this is he, that loveth Enielie. 

“ For sith the day is come that I shall die 
I make plainly my confession, 

That I am thilke woful Palamon, 

That hath thy prison broken wilfully. 

I am thy mortal fo, and it am 1 
TIjat loveth so hot Kmelie the bright, 

That I wold dien present in hire sight. 

Therfore I axe deth and my jewise. 

But sic my felaw in the same wise, 

For both we have deserved to be slain.*’ 

Tliis worthy duk answerd anon again, 

And sayd, “ I'his is a short conclusion. 

Your owen mouth, by your confession 
Hatli damned you, and I wol it recordc. 

It nedeth iidI to peine you with the corde. 

Ye shul he ded by mighty Mars the rede.” 

From The Kn/ghfi”, Tih 
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THE MERCHANT. 

A Marchant was ther with a forked herd. 

In mottelee, and h^he on hors he sat, 

And on his hed a Flaundrish bever hat. 

His bot^s elapsed fa3rre and fetisly. 

His resons spake he ful solempnely, 

Souning alway the encreae of his winning^. 

He wold the see were kept for any thing 
Betwixen Middleburgh and Ore well. 

"Wei coud he in cschanges sheldes sclle. 

This worthy man ful wel his wit besette ; 

There wiste no wight that he was in dettc, 

So stcdefastly didde he his governance. 

With his bargeines, and with his cbevisance. 
Forsotlie he was a worthy man witlialle, 

But soth to sayn, I n’ot how men him calle. 

From Protogne to the Ctmterhury Tatri%. 


EMELIE. 

Thus pasBcth yere by yerc, and day by day, 
Till it felle ones in a morwe of May 
That Emelie, that fayrer was to sene 
Than is the lilic upon liis stalke greno. 

And fresher than the May with flouvcs newe 
(For with the rose colour strof hire hewe ; 

I n’ot which was the finer of hem two), 

Er it was day, as she was wont to do, 

She was arisen, and all redy dight ; 

For May wol have no slogardie a-night. 

The seson priketh every gentil herte, 

And maketh him out of his slepe to sterto. 

And sayth, “ Arise, and do thin observance/’ 

This maketh Emelie ban remembrance 
To don honour to May, and for to rise. 

Yclothed was she freshe for to devise. 

Hire yelwe here was broided in a tresse. 

Behind hire back, a yerde long I gesse. 

And in the gardin at the Sonne uprist 
She walketh up and doun wher as hire list. 

She gathereth floures, partie white mid red. 

To make a sotel gerlond for hire hed, 

And as an angel hevenlich she song. 

Front The h^’tghtrs Tale. 
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EMETRIUS. 

With Arcita, in stones as men find, 

The grct Emetrius the king of Inde, 

Upon a stedc bay, trapped in stele, 

Covered with cloth of gold diapred wele 
Came riding like the god of armes Mars. 

His cote-annure was of a cloth of Tars, 

Couched with perles, white, and round and gret*\ 
His sadel was of brent gold new ybete : 

A mantlet upon his shouldres hanging 
Bret-ful of rubies red, as fire sparkling. 

His crispe here like ringes was yronnc, 

And that was yclwe, and glitered as the Sonne. 
His nose was high, his e 3 ^en bright eifrin, 

His lippes round, his colour w^as sanguin, 

A fewe fraknes in his face yspent, 

Betwixen yelwe and blake soindol ymcint , 

And as a Icon he his loklng caste. 

Of five and twenty yere his age I caste. 

His herd was well begonnen for to spring ; 

1 1 is vois was as a trompc thondering. 

I'pon his hed he wered of lanrer grene 
A gcrlond fresho and lusty for to sene, 

I^pon his hond he bare for his deduit 
An egle tame, as any liley whit, 

An hundred lordes liad he witli him there. 

All armed save hir hedes in all hir gere, 

Fill richely in alle mancre thinges. 

For trustoth wel, that erics, dukes, kinges 
Were gathered in this noble compagnie. 

For love, and for encrese of chevalrie. 

About this king ther ran on every part 
Ful many a tame Icon and leopart. 

From The Knighte^t Tale. 


SIRE THOPAS. 

Sire Thopas was a doughty swain. 
White was his face as paindemaine. 
His lippes red as rose. 

His rudde is like scarlet in grain. 
And I you tell in good certain 
He had a seniely nose. 
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His here, his berde, was like safrouu, 

That to his girdle raught adoun, 

His shoon of cordewane ; 

Of Brugges were his hosen bi*oun ; 

His robe was of ciclatoun, 

ThUt coste many a jane. 

lie coude hunt at the wilde deie. 

And ride on banking for the rivere 
With grey goshauk on honde : 

Therto he was a good archere. 

Of wrastling was ther non his pere, 

Ther ony ram shuld stondc. 

Ful many a maide bright in hour 
Tliey mourned for him jxbr amour ^ 

Wluin hem were bet to slepe ; 

But he was chaste and no lechour, 

And swetc as is the bramble flour. 

That bereth the red hepe. 

From the Rime qf Stre Thopa .. 


GOOD COUNbAII. OF CHAUCER. 

Fie fro the prease, and dwell with soothfastiiesse, 
Siifiisc unto thy good though it be small. 

For horde hath hate, and climbing tikelnesse, 
Prease hath envy, and wele is blent over all, 
Savour no more than thee behove shall, 

Rede well thy selfe that other folke canst rede, 
And Irouth thee shall deliver, it is no drede. 

Paine thee not cch crooked to redressfe 
In trust of her that toumeth as a ball, 

Great rest standeth in little busincssc, 

Beware also to spurn againe a nail. 

Strive not as doth a crocke with a wall, 

Dcmc thy selfe that demest others dede. 

And trouth thee shall deliver, it is no drede. 

That thee is sent receive in buxomesse. 

The wrastling of this world asketh a fall, 

Here is no home, here is but wildernessc, 

Forth pilgrime, forth beast out of thy stall, 

Bookc up on high, and thanke God of all, 

"Weive thy lusts, and let thy ghost thee lede. 

And trouth thee shall deliver, it is no drede. 
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Of John Gowbr, the year In which he wac bom cannot be ascertained. One 
account also makes him a natlre of Kent, while another asserts that he was bom 
in Wales. Hu chief work was the Cot^nio AnumHM, finished probably In IfiDfi, 
in which he serorely reprobated the clergy. Its origin was rather singular. 
As the poet was sailing on the Thames, he was accidentally encountered by 
the royal barge, la which Rlchasd II. was sailing. The king bailed him, held 
a conference with him, and desired him * to booke some now thing j* and The 
Confession was the result. Oower died at an advanced age In 1403. 

FORTUNE UNJUSTLY BLAMED. 

And iietheleBfi yet some men write, 

And sayn fortune is to wite : 

And some men holde opinion. 

That it is constellation, 

Whiche causeth all that a man doothe. 

God wote of bothe whiche is soothe ; 

The worlde, as of his propre kinde 
Was ever untrew ; and as the blinde, 

Improperly he demeth fame : 

He blamoth that is nought to blame, 

And preiseth, that is nought to preise. 

Thus whan he shall the thiiiges peisc, 

Thcr is deceit in his balance ; 

And all is that the variance, 

Of us, that shulde us better avise ; 

For after that we fall and rise, 

The worlde ariste, and falleth with all : 

So that the man is over all 
This owne cause of welc and wo. 

That we fortune clepe so. 

Out of the man himselfc it groweth, 

And who tliat other wise troweth ? 

Beholde the people of Israel ; 

For ever, while thei bidden well, 

Fortune was them debonaire : 

And when thei bidden the contraire, 

Fortune was coiitrariende : 

So that it proveth wele at ende. 

Why that the worlde is wonderfull, 

And maie no while stande full. 

Though that it seme wele besayn ; 

For every worldcs thing is vaine, 

And ever gothe the whele aboute, 

And ever slant a man In doute. 

FoitujM- slant no while still : 

So hatli ther no man his will. 

Als ihr as any man maie knoAve, 

Thei e lasleth notliing but a throwe. 

Ittmi thi' Ptologuc to Confetti AntanUt, 
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Omb of the immediate succoMon of Chaucer, and a voluminous writer^ U 8up> 
posed to have been bom about 1876, and ordained a priest in 1897. Alter he 
had spent some time at Oaford, he travelled in France and Italy, where he 
completed his education | and on returning to England, opened a school In his 
monastery, where be gave lessons In poetry and belles-lettres, to the sons of 
the nobility. During his own day, and indeed for two centuries later, the 
works of Lydgate, enjoyed a popularity that was far beymid their merit; but 
still he deserves the high praise of having amplified and refined the English 
language ; and according to Warton, he was the first of our writers whoso style 
was clothed with that perspicuity in which the English phraseology appears at 
this day to on Engli^ reader. The year of Lydgate's death is uncertain. 


APPEAL IN BEHALF OF MAN. 

Than kiieled downe the seconde lerarchyc, 

And humbly sayd ; “ O soverayne lorde of all, 

Wc be ymadc thy myght to magnefye, 

And to observe thy lawe imperyall, 

As worthy lordes that in gcnerall, 

With bcsy cure eupporten thyn empyre, 

And with knyghthodc obeyen thy dcsyre. 

Hens from us all the proudc Prynce of Derkness, 

As captyve, toke lordes of eelie estate ; 

Then man was made thrugh the hevenly goodnes, 
For to restore tills kyngdoine desolate. 

But, welawaye ! wherto was man create, 

Syth that the lyon of all cruelte, 

In his dcrke lake, of hym hath soverayntc? 

Our worthy lordshippes, and our maners olde, 

O mighty God ! how longe voyde shall they be ? 
TJiyn heyres eke, how longc shall deth witlilioldo ? 
Syth thou arte lyfe, why hath doth soveraynte ? 

If thou be kynge, to thyii honour thou se ; 

So byndc the Fcude, and take man by conquest, 
Unto tliy blysse, and set thy reygne in rest. 

Foure thousande yere is sufiysaunt 
For to punysshe olde Adam for a taste ; 

And, welawaye ! hell is cxuberauiit 

Witli his ofspringes, and our rcalme stondeth wasteu 

Now rewe on man, thou, that all mercy haste, 

For now is tyme of mercy, and of peas ; 

And tyme come that all veiigcaunce sholde seas. 

I'rom The Courtc Sapyene^ 



10 JOHN BAUBOUB, archdeacon of ABERDEEN. 

Notwithst/^ndimo the fame which thli the flnt author of the Scottiahaehool of 
poetry hai Justly acquired os a poet and historian, his personal history is both sooiity 
and obscure. The general idea is, that he was bom at Aberdeen, In Scotland, 
about the year 1316, and In 1367 was appointed Archdeacon of his natire town. 
His thirst for learning was so great that, in 1364, and again in 1363, when already 
adronced in years, he travelled from Scotland to the University of Oxford, to 
perfect the acquirements which he had made in his own country. His chief 
work. The Bruce, was undertaken at the request of David, the successor 
of Robert Bruce, who bestowed upon the Archdeacon a pension for his encou- 
ragement. Barbour died in 1896. 


COMBAT BETWEEN BRUCE AND SIR IfENHY BOHUN. 

Schyr Henry the Boune, the worthy, 

That wes a wycht knycht, and a hardy ; 

And to the erle off Herfurd cusyno ; 

Armyt in armys gud and fyne ; 

Come on a sted, a bow schote ner, 

Belbr all otliyr that thar wer ; 

And knew the king, for that he saw 
Him swa rang his men on raw ; 

And by the croune that wes set 
Alsua upon his bassynet. 

And towart him he went iu hy. 

And quhen the king sua apertly 
Saw him cum, forouth all his feris, 

In hy till him the hors he steris. 

And when Schyr Henry saw the king 
Cum on, for owtyii abaysing, 

Till him he raid in full gret hy, 

He thoucht that he suld wcill lychtly 
Wyn him, and haf him at his will. 

Sen he him horsy t saw sa ill. 

Sprent thai samyn in till a ling. 

Schyr Henry myssit the noble king ; 

And he, that in his sterapys stud, 

WiUi the ax that wes hard and gud, 

With sa gret mayne raucht him a clynt, 

That nothyr hat, na helm, mycht stynt 
The hevy dusche that he him gave, 

That ner the heid till the hamys clave. 

The hand-iix schaft fruschit in twa ; 

And he doanc to the erd gan ga, 

All flallynys ; for him faillyt mycht. 

This wes the fryst strak oif the fycht. 


Front The Bruce. 
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Tub flctloni of poetry have leldom exhibited any thing lo tender, or to tragic* 
as the real history of James I. His elder brother having been murdered by a 
perSdlous uncle, and his own life being menaced by the tame Infamous kins- 
man, he was tent at the early age of twelve years to France, that he might 
escape the threatened danger. But during the voyage, he was intercepted by 
Henry IV,, although a truce at that time subsisted between Scotland and Eng. 
land, and doopied to perpetiial captivity, in consequence of which his aged 
father died broken-hearted. Although the English sovereign had thus violated 
the law of nations, and with such gratultotu cruelty, he caused the education of 
the royal boy to be carefully attended to, and James made such proAciency In 
every branch of learning, as well os graceful accomplishments, os left liule to be 
regretted on the score of his captivity. His prison of Windsor Castle also be. 
came his happy home in consequence of that bright vision which he saw, and 
which he has described in such glowing language In the following verses. When 
the English court at last agreed to liberate the prince, and restore him to the 
throne of his disturbed country, this conciliatory measure was Anally conBrroed 
by the marriage of James witli the beautiful Jane Beaufort, daughter of the 
fluke of Somerset, the lady upon whose charms he had brooded with such de- 
light during his Imprisonment. It was unfortunate that, as king r>f Scotland, 
lus character was too roAned, and bis measures too much in advan^ » of the 
age, to bo ngrocablu to the half savage nobility by whom be was surrounded ; 
and he fell the victim of their resentment, by assassination, on the 20tn of 
February, 1437, in the forty-fourth year of his age, after having reigned tour- 
loen years. As a poet. It Is enough to say that he was not only the contempo- 
rary, but perhaps oven the equal, of Chaucer, whose happiest productions have 
not surpassed the principal work of James, called 'Hie King’s Quolr. 


JANE BEAUPOTIT. 

And tlierewith kest I down myn eye ageyne, 
Quhare as 1 saw walkyng under the Toure, 
Full secretly, new cuinyn hir to pleync 
The fairest or the frcschest young floure 
That ever I sawe, methoght, before that hourc ; 
For whic-'h sodaync abate, anon astert, 

The blude of all my body to my hert. 

And though I stood abaisit tho a lyte, 

No wonder was; for quliy? my wittis all 
Were so ouercome with plesance and dclyte, 
Only through latting of myn eyen fall, 

That sudaynly my hert became hir thrall, 

For ever of free wyll, for of manace 
There was no takyn in hir suete face. 

And in my hedo I drew ryt hastily, 

And eft sones I lent it out ageyne, 

And saw hir walk that verray womanly, 

With no wight nio, bot only women tueyne : 
Than gan I studye in myself and seync, 

“ Ah, Biiete ! are yo a warldly creature, 

Or hevingly thing in likciiesHe of nature i 
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Or are ye god Cupidis owin princesse. 

And cumin are to louse me out of band ? 

Or are ye veray Nature the goddesse. 

That have depa)mtit with your hevinly hand 
This gardin full of flouris, as they stand ? 

Quhat sail I think, allace ! quhat reverence 
Sail I mester to your excellence ? 

Giff ye a goddesse be, and that ye like 
To do me payne, I may it not astert ; 

Giff ye be warldly wight, that dooth me sike, 

Quhy lest God mak you so my derest hert 
To do a Rely prisoner thus smert. 

That lulls you all, and wote of noucht hut wo. 
And, therefore, merci suete, sen it is so,” 

Quhen I a lytill thrawe had maid my mone. 
Bewailing myn infortune and my chance, 
Unknawin how or quhat was best to done. 

So ferre I fallying into lufis dance, 

That sodeynly my wit, my contenanc(*, 

My hert, my will, my nature, and my mynd, 

Was changit dene ryght in ane other kind. 

Of hir array the form gif I sal write. 

Toward hir goldin haire, and rich atyre, 

In fretwise couchit with perlis qiihite. 

And grctc balas lemyng as tlie fyre. 

With inony ane eincrant and faire saphire. 

And on hir hede a chaplet frcsch of hewe, 

Of plumys partit rede, and quhite, and blcwe* 

Full of quaking spangis bricht as gold, 

Furgit of schap like to the amorettis. 

So new, so fresch, so pleasant to behold. 

The plumys eke like to the floure jonettis. 

And other of schap, like to the floure jonettis ; 

And, above all this, there was, wele I wote, 
Beautce eneuch to mak a world to dote. 

About hir neck, quhite as the fyre amaillc, 

A gndelio cheyne of small orfeverye, 

Quhare by there hang a ruby, without faille 
Like to ane hert schapin verily, 

That, ap a Ri)crk of lowo so wantonly 
Semyl birnj ng upon hir quhite throtc. 

Now gif Ihei o was gud pertye, God it wote. 

From The Kiitg'n Quair. 
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This penonsga is better known in his native Seotland by the title of Blind 
Harry, for It appears that he was actually blind. Ko poet, however, has ezer. 
ciaed a greater Inlluenco upon a national character than this sightless wanderer. 
His Wallace, a rude Epic in eleven books, familiarised the minds of hla 
countrymen to the idea of successful resistance to England, and animated their 
eflbrts, like the spirit-stirring notes of a war-trumpet i and even when hla Ian. 
Kuage had become obsolete, the work, in a modernised form, was and li still to 
bo found in every Scottish cottage. Pinkerton has supposed that a.d. 1470 ouqr 
be taken os the date when he appeared in the chargfcter of an author. 


INTERVIEW BETWEEN WALLACE AND BRUCE AFTER THE 
BATTLE OF FALKIRK. 

Wallace commaundyt his osl tharfor to byd ; 

Hys ten he ink, for to meit Bruce thai ryd. 

Sowthwest he past, quhar at the tryst was set ; 

The Bruce full son and gud Wallace is met. 

For loss off Gra3rm, and als for proper teyn, 

He grewyt in ire, quhen he the Bruce had seyn. 

Thar salusyng was bot boustous and thrawiu. 

“ Rewis thow,” he said, “ thow art contrar thin awin?” 
“ Wallace,” said Bruce, ‘‘ rabut me now no mar ; 

Myn awin dedis has bet me wondyr sar.” 

Quhen Wallace hard with Bruce that it stud sua. 

On kneia he fell, far contenans can him ma. 

In armes son the Bruce has Wallace tane ; 

Out fra thair men in consalle ar thai gane. 

I can nocht tell perfytly thair langage ; 

Bot this was it thair men had off knawlage : 

Wallace him prayet ; “ Cum fra yon Sothoroun king.” 
The Bruce said ; “Nay, thar lattis me a thing. 

I am so bouiidyn with wytnes to be leill, 

For all Ingland I wold nocht fals my seill. 

Bot off a thing, I hocht to God and the. 

That contrair Scottis agayn I sail nocht be ; 

In till a feild, with wappynnys that I her, 

In thi porpoB I sail the nevir der. 

Gyff God grantis off us ourhand till haiff, 

I will bot fle myn awin selff for to saiff ; 

And Edward chaip, I pass with him agayn. 

But I throu force be other tane or slayn. 

Brek he on me ; quhen that my terme is out, 

I cum to the, may I chaip fra that dout.” 

Off thair consaiU I can tell yow no mar ; 

The Bruce tuk leyff, and cam till Eduuard fayr, 

Rycht sad in mynd for Scottis men that war lost. 
Wallace in haist providyt son his ost. 


From Wallace, 
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BOIIERT HEK31T80NE. 


Or this Sootitsh poet nothing can bo aicortalned, except that ha waa a lehool- 
maater in IHmformllne. His chief poems are» The Testament of Cresaeld, 
and an amusing popular ballad in dialogue entitled Robeno and Makyne. His 
birth is dated a.d. 1425, and bis death at 1425; but for this there isnoautho. 
rity, except mere conjecture. It is unfortunate, in the early poetry both of 
England and Scotland, that nut only the era of some of the best poets Is un. 
known, but that several distinguished pieces cannot be assigned to any particular 
author. Sucb was the uncertainty of intellectual reputation even during the 
first age of printing! 


DESCRIPTION OF JUPITER AND MARS IN CRESSEID’S VISION. 


Than Juppiter richt fair and amiabill, 

God of the storris in the hrmanient, 

And nureis to all thing gcnerabill ; 

Fra his father Satume far different. 

With biirelic face, and browis bricht and brent ; 
Upon his heid ane garland wonder gay, 

Of fiouiis fair as it had bene in May. 

His voice was clcir, as christal wer his ene, 

As golden wyre so glittcrand was his hair ; 

His garniound and his gyis full of grene, 

With golden listis gilt on everie gair. 

Ane burelie brand about his iniddill hair ; 

111 his richt hand he had ane groundin speir, 

Of his father the wraith fra us to weir. 

Nixt eftcr him came Mars the god of ire, 

Of strife, debait, and all dissensioun ; 

To chide, and fecht als tiers as ony fyre, 

In hard liarnes, hewmound, and habirgeoun ; 
And on liis hanche ane roustie fell fachion, 

And in his hand he had ane roustie sword ; 

Wry thing his face with mony aiigrie word. 

Schaikand his sword befoir Cupide he come, 
With rtdd visage, and grislic glowr, and ene ; 
And at his mouth ane hullar stude of fome ; 
Ijyke to anc hair quhetting his tuskis kene. 

Richt Tiiilyoour lyke, but temperance in tone, 
Ane home he blow with mony bosteous brag, 
CJuhilk all this waild with weir lies maid to wag. 


Ff om ihr Tc.ifnmr?tt qf Crrsscul. 



WTLLIAM DUNBAR. 
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Dunbar, one of the moat eminent of the ancient Scottish poets, was born, as 
IS supposed, about the year 146fi, at Solton In East Lothian. He became a 
travelling novice of the Franciscan order, and in this capacity visited several 
parts of England and France. At what time he resigned this vocation we know 
not ; but the latter part of his life was si>ent in his native country, where he 
died at an advanced age, about the year 1630. His poems, which are chiefly of 
a moral and didactic character, are remarkable for their fancy, originality, and 
harmony of versification. His principal pieces are, The ThrUsLl (Thistle) and 
the Rose, which was written on the nuptials of James IV. with Margaret, eldest 
daughter of Henry VII., in 1004 ; and The Golden Targe. TVif following 
specimen will exhibit a melody of language, us well as a richness of versifi- 
cation, which wo may seek for in vain among the poets of this age. 


SONGS TO THE ROSE. 

A costly crown, with clarefeid stonis bricht, 

This cumly Qucne did on hir hcid inclose, 

Quhylk all the land illuniynit of the lycht ; 

Quhairfuir inethocht the flouris did rejose, 

Crying, attanis, “ Haill be thou richest Rose, 

Ilaill hairbis Empryce, haill freschest Queue of floiiris, 
To thee be glory and honour at all houris.” 

Thane all the birdis song with voce on hicht, 

Quhois inirthfull soun was marvcllus to heir ; 

The mavis sang, “Hail Rose most riche and richt, 
That dois upflurciss under Phebus speir ! 

Haill plant of youth, haill prince’s dochter doir, 

Haill blosome broking out of the bind royall, 

Quhois pretius vertew is imperial.” 

The merle scho sang, “ Haill Rose of most delyt, 

Haill of all lluris queue and soveranc.” 

The lark scho sang, “ Haill Rose both rcid and quhyt, 
Most pleasant flour, of michty coullours twane. ’ 

The nichtingaiU sang, Haill Naturis suflragene 
In bewty, nurtour, and every nobilness, 

In riche array, renown, and gentilness.” 

The common voce upraise of burdis small 
Upon this wys, “ O blissit be the hour 
That thou wes chosen to be our principall ; 

Welcome to be our Princes of honour, 

Our perle, our plesans, and our paramour. 

Our peace, our play, our plane felicite ; 

Christ thee conserf from all adversite.” 


From Tfu' Thr<a»il and thr Rote. 
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GAWIK DOITOIAS. 


Oawin or Gavin Douot>AA was tlie third son of Archibald, 6th carl of Anfftis, 
and m bom at Brechin, in Scotland, in 1474. In 1616, ho waa nominated to 
the biihoprick of Dunkeldg buthia life waa vexed with thoae numeroua feuda 
in which, as a member of the overgrown house of Douglas, he was involuntarily 
involved. He took refbgo in ESngland, and died in Liondoo of the plague in 
1522. He wrote several poetical pieces of distinguished merit; but his chief 
labour waa a translation of the .Ahieid of Virgil. To each book he prefixed a 
prologue abounding in great originality of thought and beauty of expression. 
The translation itself is remarkable for power and fidelity. 


A WINTER MORNINO. 

The sary gled quhissils with inony ane pew, 
Quharby the day was dawing wclc I knew ; 

Bad bete the fyre, and the candyll alicht, 

Syne blissit me, and in my wedis dicht ; 

Ane schot wyndo unschet ane litel on char, 

Persavit the mornyng bla, wan, and bar 
Wyth cloudy gum and rak ouerqiihelmyt the arc. 
The Bulze stiche, hasard, rouch and hare ; 

Branchis brattlying, and bltdknyt schew the bray is, 
With hirstis harsk of waggand wyndit strayis. 

The dew droppis congelit on stibbil and rynd, 

And Bcharp hailstanys mortfundyit of kind, 
Hoppand on the thak and on the cansay by. 

The ficliote I closit, and drew inwart in hy, 
Cheverand for cald, the sessoun was sa snell, 
Schupe witli halt flambis to ileme the fresing fell. 

From the ProU^ue to the Vllth book qf the JRnetd. 


SONG OF THE UIHDS TO THE SUN. 

Welcum the lord of licht, and lampe of day ; 
Welcum fosterare of tender herbis grene; 

Welcum quhikkinnar of fiurist flouris schene ; 
Welcum support of every rute and vane ; 

Welcum comfort of al kind frute and granc ; 
Welcum the birdis beild apoun the brere ; 

Welcum maister, and reulare of the yerc ; 

Welcum welefare of husbandiB at the plewis ; 
Welcum reparare of woddis, treis, and bewis ; 
Welcum depaynter of the blomyt media ; 

Welcum the lyffe of every thing that epreddis ; 
Welcum storare of all kynd bestial ; 

Welcum be thy bricht bemes gladand al. 

Ftmn the Prologue to the Xllth book qf the JFmeid. 



JAMES V. OF BCOTI^AND. 
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Thm accomplished monarch was the son of James IV., who periRlied so 
miserably at lioddeo, and was boni at linllthgow in April, 1512. His popular 
and winning ssaaners, and the fraaknem with which ho associated with all 
ranka procured fbr him ftwm his people Uie title of * King of tbo CommonM.’ 
For the purpose of diversion, as well as from motives of policy, he frequently 
went about disguised, on which occasions the society into which he was fre- 
quently thrown, and the adventures he underwent, may be surmised from 
his two principal poems, Chrystis Kirk on the Groen, and The Oaborlunzir 
Man. In the first of these poems, ho ridicules with much sly humour Uie 
inferiority of his subjects in Archery, a disqualification whicli he endeavoured 
to amend by statutes, as well as poetical satire. He died broken-hearted on the 
13th of Dec. 1542, in consequence of the shameful rout of his army at Solway. 


A RUSTIC COQUETTE. 

Sche scornit Jok, and scrippit at him, 

And morgeound him with mokkis ; 

He wald have luffit hir, sche wald nocht lat him, 
For all his yallow locks : 

He cherist hir, echa bad ga chat him, 

Sche comptit him nocht twa clokkis, 

SchamfiilUe ane schort goun sat him, 

His lymmis was lyk twa rokkis 

Sche said 

At Chrystis kirk on the grenc. 


A COWARD 

Then Lowry as anc lyon lap, 

And sonc a flane can feddir, 

He hecht to perss him at the pap, 

Theron to wed a weddir ; 

He hit him on the wame a wap ; 

It buft lyk ony bledder, 

But 8ua his fortune was and hap 
His doublit wes maid of ledder, 

And saift him 

At Chrystis kirk on the grene. 

The buff so boisterously abaift him 
That he to the eard dusht doun ; 

The uther man for deid then left him 
And fled out of the toune : 

The wyves cam furth, and up they reft him, 
And fand lyfe in the loune ; 

Then with three routis up they reft him, 
And cur’d him of his soune 

Fra hand that day 
At Chrystis kirk on the grene. 
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SIK DAVID DYNDSAY. 


Sir David Lymdsay held the office of L.ion King at Arms under Jamea V., and 
was the esteemed friend, as well as faithfUl servant, of that poetical sovereign. 
He was bom probably about the year 1490, and received his education at the 
university of St. Andrew’s ; after which he entered into public life, and bore a 
considerable part in the negotiations of the Scottish court with England, and 
other countries. The chief subjects of Eyndsay’s poetry are the abuses that had 
crept into religion, and the vices of the Scottish clergy, whom ho lashed with 
such unsparing severity, as well as truth, that the public mind was roused to 
inquiry by his writings, and prepared for the advent of the Reformation. Few 
poets have enjoyed such a national reputation as Sir David. His verses were 
circulated through every cottage and castle, and only ceased to be read when 
the language in which they were written had become in a great measure obsolete. 
The exact period of his death Is uncertain, but it was probably near 15’)7. 


LAMENT FOR JAMES IV. OF SfOTLANI). 

During his tyme, sa justice did prevail!, 

The savage lies tryinblit for terrour : 

Eskdale, Evisdale, Liddisdale, and Annandale, 
Durst nocht rehcll, douting his dintis dour; 

And of his lordis had sic perfyte favour 
Sa for to schaw, that he affeirit not ane ; 

Out tlu'ouch his realme, he wald ryde him ullano. 

And of his court throuch Europe sprang the fame 
Of lustie lords, and lufesuni ladyis yiiig; 
Tryumphand tornayi'>, justing, and knichtly ganu*, 
With all pastime according for ane king. 

He wes the glore of princelie governing, 

Quhilk throuch the ardent lufe he had to France, 
Again England did move his ordinance. 

Of Floddoun feild the rewyne to revolve. 

Or that maist dolent dav ^ tiU depliArey 
I nyll, for dreid that dedour yow dissolve, 

Schaw ^uhow that prince in his triumphand glove 
Distroyit was; quhat neidith proc^ more ? 

Nocht be the vertue. of IngUs ordinance, 

But be his awih wilfull^m^sgovemance. 

Allace! ithat day had'he bene counsolabill, 

He bfd obt;enit laud, glpre, and victorle; 

Quhoae piteous proces^ bene sa lainentahill* 

I nyll ht lenth it pqt memorie. 

I never red in Mg^i^ hor storie, 

At ane tomay sia mony nob^ia slanc, 

For the defence, and lufe of thair soyerane. 

Pratn The CompUtynt qfthe Fapinga, 
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19 


THE COKFESSIONAI. RIDICULED. 

He me absolvit for ane plak, 

Thocht he iia pryce with me wald mak ; 

And mekil Latyne he did mummill, 

I liard na thing hot hummill bummil]. 

He schew' me nocht of Goddia wor<l, 

Quhilk scharper iw than ony sword ; 

He counsalit me nocht till nbstene. 

And lead ane haly lyfe, and clone : 

Of Christis blude na thing he knew, 

Nor of his promissis full trew. 

That safis all that will beleve, 

That Satan sail na never greve. 

He tcchit me nocht for till traist. 

The comfort of the Haly Oaist : 

He bad me nocht to Christ be kynd ; 

To keip his law with hart and mynd. 

And lufe, and thank his greit inercie. 

Fra sin and hell that eavit me ; 

And lufe my nichtbour as my sell, — 

Of this na thing he could me tell. 

From Ktitcft Cof^fetsion 
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8 l li T »OM AS AV A AIT. 


SiH Thomaa W\att waM burn at Alllngton Castle In Kent, in l.'iOa, uud waa 
tlie father of iho person of the same name who was beheaded fur rebellion In 
the reign of Queen Maiy, and with whom he has been somolimes confounded. 
Sir 'I'lionias was a favoured courtier, and one of the brightest ornaments of the 
court of Henry VIII., where congonialitjr of taste and disposition united him in 
close friendship to the noble and aceomplished Earl of Surrey. A romantic, 
and possibly a true, report was prevalent, that the object of Wyatt’s youthful 
aflection was the beautiful Anne Rolcyn, who forsook him for the deceitful 
allureineniH of a crown ; and we know, that when she became the object of 
riilumny and persecution, it was whispered that he was one of the favoured 
loiers. Notwithstanding this re|x>rt he still continued to enjoy the royal favour, 
and vMis repeatedly employed iii honourable and important embassies. Sir 
1 livunus VS yait died in lbl2, iu vbe thirty -ninth year ot his age. 


I 111. I. VDY TO AUNSWERt. UlRETTLY Wl'lll iEA OR NAY. 

M.uhiine, withoiitcn uiany woordes, 

Once, I am sure, you will or no ; 

Anti if you will, then leave your boordes, 

And use your Avit, and shcAV it so, 

Ftn- with a bock you shall inc call ; 

.\nd if of ane, that burnes ahvaye 
Ye have pitie, or ruth at all, 

AunsAvere him faire Avilh yea, or nay. 

If il be nay, frendes as before, 

You shall an other man obtnyiu', 

And I inync OAvn, and yours no more. 


A UENOUNCINt. OE LOVE. 

Farewell loA^e, and all thy lawos for ever, 

Thy bat id liookes shall tangle me no more ; 

So net a and Plato call me from thy lore, 

I'o parfit Avelth my witt for to eiTdever. 

In blind errour Avhen I did perse ver, 

Thy sharp repulse that pricket h aye so sore, 

Taught me in trifles that I set noe store, 

But scape forth thence, since libertie is leiffer. 

Tlierefore, farewell ! go, trouble younger harts. 
And in time claim noe more auctoritie : 

AVith idle youth goe use thy propertie, 

And thereon spend tliy many brittle darts. 

For hit her! o, though I have lost my time, 

Ms list no longer rotten boAves to clime. 



liOKD STTBBfiT. 
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Hbnry Howard, Earl of Sarrey, the friend of Wyatt, and the kwer of 
Geraldine, has been frequently confounded with that Ewl of Surrey wfio gained 
the victory of Flodden. The noble poet was bom about 1610, three yean alter 
the battle took place. Another popular mistake makes him a wandering knlgfaU 
errant through Italy, to uphold the superiority of bis fair Geraldine with sword 
and lance. The Earl was more honourably and usefolly employed in the wart 
of Henry Vlll.*wltb France, in which, with his father, the Duke of Norfolk, he 
held a principal command. The end of the noble Surrey was truly tragic. 
Having fallen under the suspicion of bis tyrannical sovereign, he was tried and 
condemned upon a groundless charge of high treason, and beheaded ok Tower 
Hill in 1546, when he was only in bis thirty-first year. His works were a 
Collection of Songes and Sonnettes, a translation of Solomon's Ecclesiastes, 
and a few of the Psalms of David into rhyme, and portions of the Second and 
Fourth Books of the ^neid. 


DESCRIPTION AND PRAISE OF HIS LOVE, GERALDlNl^. 

From Tuscane came my ladies worthy race ; 

Faire Florence was, sometyme, her auncient seat : 
The western yle whose pleasant shore doth face 
Wild Camber's cliff, did geve her lyvcly heate. 
Foster’d she was with mllke of Irishe breste ; 

Her sire, an Erie ; her dame of princes’ blood : 
From tender yeres in Britaine she doth rest, 

With kinges childe, where she tasteth costly food. 
Honsdon did first present her to myne eyne ; 

Bright is her hewe, and Geraldine she bight ; 
Hampton me taught to wish her first for mine, 

And Windsor, alas I doth chase, me from her sight. 
Her beauty of kinde, her vertue from above, 

Happy is he that can obtain her love. 


DESCRIPTION OF SPRING. WHEREIN ECHE THING RENEWES, 
SAVE ONLY THE LOVER. 

The Boote season that bud and bloome fourth bringes, 
With grene hath cladde the hyll, and eke the vale ; 
The nightingall, with fethers new, she singes ; 

The turtle too her mate hath told her t^e. 

Somer is come ; for every spray now springes ; 

The hart hath hung hys olde head on the pale ; 

The bucke, in brake his winter coate he flynges ; 

The fishes flele with new repayred scale ; 

The adder, all her slough away uie flynges ; 

The swift swallow pursueth the flyes smalle ; 

The busy bee, her honey how she mynges ; 

Winter is worn, that was the floures bale. 

And thus I see, among these pleasant thynges, 

Kche care decayes, and yet rov sorrow sprynges. 

G 
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LOBD YAVXi 


Ucc* Bwaltnw km bMA «E«rriMd In nCntwnc* m Ikn MtMUiTnf tliU ttM 
tedi boi It UttBUtanwiai WUen4 ihi hn wnnTIwwMHi^ tod Vnnnnf IUn 
vowdni. In WorthnmpUiBihttt, nad mn «f Lord Vlelkdlin, Am btron «f Utni 
UiVe, with wYiom hn hat hntn wAntlmM confnandnd. Un min pwUnmmi In 
l&3l,uid UT«dtlUthe«nddf themVfnof QoMaiHaiy* Hit powna, which are 
of a miieellaneoui nalore, are to be found In Totteri Colleetlon, and the Para, 
dlse of Dainty DeTlcei. Hit poem of * I loath that 1 did love,* muit be lote. 
resting to the readers of Sbakspeare, from the circumstance of three stansaa 
being quoted In the play of Hamlet, by the Grave-digger. 


THE AGED LOVER RENOUNCETH LOVE. 

I loath that I did love 

In youth that I thought sweet ; 

As time requires for my behove, 

Methinks they are not meet. 

My lusts they do me leave, 

My fancies all be fled ; 

And tract of time begins to weave 
Grey hairs upon my head. 

For Age with stealing steps 

Hath claw’d me with his croutch ; 

And lusty life away she leaps. 

As there had been none sucL. 

My Muse doth not deliglit 
Me, as she did before : 

My hand and pen are not in plight 
AvS they have been of yore. 

For Reason me denies 

This youthly idle Rliyme ; 

And day by day to me she cries, 

“ Leave ofl' these toys in time.” 

The wrinkles in my brow. 

The furrows in my face. 

Say, ** Limping Age will hedge him now 
Where youth must gjvc him place.” 

The harbinger of Death 
To me 1 see Mm ride : 

The cough, the cold, the gaining breath, 
Doth bid me to provide 

A pick-axe, and a spade, 

’And eke a shrouding sheet, 

A house of day for to be made 
For such a guest most meet. 
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Methinks I hear the clerk. 

That knolls the careful knell ; 

And bide me leave my woful work 
Ere N^ature me compel, 

. My keepers knit the knot 

That Youth did laug'h to scorn ; 

Of mo that clean shall be forgot. 

As I had not been born. 

Thus must I Youth give up, 

"Whose badge I long did wear : 

To them I yield the wanton cup 
That better may it bear. 

LtO, here the bared scull. 

By whose bald sign 1 know 

That stooping Age away shall pull 
"Which youthful years did sow. 

For Beauty with her band 

These crooked cares hath wrought. 

And shipped me into the land 

From whence I first was brought. 

And ye that bide behind. 

Have ye none other trust ; 

As ye of clay were cast by kind, 

So shall ye waste to dust. 
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N1 CHOI. AS OniMOAT.D. 


This port was a native of Iluntingdonsliire. but tiir dato of his birlti ik un- 
known. Hr was chaplain to Ibshop Kidley, and would perhaps have sulfered 
martyrdom with his patron duriofr the iirrseeuliou in the rcifoi of (>urrn Mtiry, 
had he iiol sought inglorious salrty by ti recantation He died about l.')(>3. 
dirimoald'H poetry is reiimikiLble for elegance of language, and smoothness of 
versidcation , and it is worthy ot remark, tiiut he was the tlrst iwct, alter laird 
Surrey, who atti'iupled hiiglish blank ^erse 


HKATII OK ('IcnilO 

When he afar tlio men approach lie Bpioth, 
And of liis foeii the ensi^i doth akiiow ; 


“The chariot turn/' saith 1 h‘ ; “ l(‘l loo'^c tlie reins; 
Run to the undeserved dcatli ; me, h). 

Hath Phadms' fowl, as niesseufjer fort'uaru'd, 

And Jove desires a nctv heu\eirs-man t<i makc- 
Rrutus' and C’assius' souls, li\e jou in bliss? 

In i :ise v.t all the Fates ^ainstiixe ns no» 

Neither shall t\e, perchance, die unre\e!iL’’(*d. 

Now have I ll\e(l, () Rome, cnoui^h foi ne* : 

]My passed life non:;ht sulfereth me to doubt 
Noisornt' oblivion of the hiuth^oine di^ath. 

Slay me; }et all th’ tiffspnny to come shall lvllo^^ , 
And this decease shall hrintf eternal life. 

Yea, and (unless I fail, aiul all in tain, 
lionie, I sometime thy Auteur <; liostui wit",) 

Not evermore shall frh*ridl) fortune thee 
h’a\oui, Aiiloniii''. ()nc»- the day shall eonie 
When her dear wiirhts, h\ cruel sjiite thus slain. 
Victorious Ronir shall at thy haiiiK rcipiire. 

Mclikes, Iherewhile, ^-o soo the Imped heaAen 
Sjieeeh had he left, and thereuith he, ^ood man. 

His tin oat prejiaied, and held his head iinnioM <l 
His hastiiur to tliose fates the very kni^^hts 
lie kith to see, and ra^e rehab*d wlien 
Tim} Ills bare in“i-k beheld, and liis lioar bails: 

Scant could th(‘y hold the fears that forth ^an huiNt, 
And almost fell fiom bloody hands the s^\()ld^ 

Only the stern llerenniiis with grini look, 

“Dastards, why stand you still?” he saitli, and slraifrhl 
Sw.ips off the head with his jnesumptuoiis iron. 



ALl^XANBEIt SCOT. 
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Thia poet, who is justly entitled by Pinkerton, the * Anacreon of old Scottish 
poetry,’ has scarcely left a truce of his personal history. It appears that he 
commenced his authorship about the year 1650, and several of his poems, which 
are distinguislied by correctnoss and elegance of versiflcatlon, and Justness of 
sentiment, are to be found in Lord Hailes’s Collection, and the Bannatyne MS. 


1. AMENT WHEN HIS WIFE LEFT HIM. 

To love unloved it is a pain ; 
t'or she that is uiy sovereij^n, 

Some wanton man so hifjh has set her, 

That I can get no love again, 

But break my heart, and nought the better. 

When that 1 went with that sweet may 
To (lance, to sing, to sport, and play, 

And oft-times in my armis plot her — 

I do now mourn both night and day, 

And break my heart, and nought the better. 

Where I was wont to see her go, 

Right timely pass to and fro, 

With comely smiles when that I met her — 
And now I live in pain and wo, 

And break my lieart, and nought the better. 

What an ane glaikil fool am I 
To .slay myself with melancholy, 

Sen wcill I ken I may not get her ! 

Or what should be the, cause, and why. 

To break my heart , and nought the better ? 

My heart, sen than may not her please, 

Adieu ; as good love comes as gais ; 

Go, choose another, and forget her. 

God give him dolour and disease, 

That breaks his heart, and nought the better. 
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sin PHItir SIDNEY. 


This accomplished scholar, poet, courtier, and soldier, was bom In 1544; and 
during the short period of his life few were so greatly or so generally endeared 
to society by talent and worth os the author of the Arcadia, by which work he 
was chiefly distinguished In hla own day. l*lie principal poetry of 81r Philip 
Sidney is his Astrophel and Stella, comprising a collection of sonnets ad- 
dressed to the lady to whom he gave the latter appellation. His death at 
Zutphen in when ho had only reached his thirty. second year, and the 

heroic rircumstancc-s with which it was accompanied, are too generally known 
to require further mention. 


TO THE MOON 

With how sad steps, O Moon ! thou climb’st the skies ! 
How silently, and with how wan a face ! 

What ! may it be, that, ev*n in heavenly place, 

That busy Archer liis shiU'p arrows tries y 

Sure, if that long-, with Love-acquainted eyes 
Can judge of Love, thou feeFst a lover’s case ; 

I read it in thy looks ; thy languish’d grac^e 
To me, that feel the like, thy state descries. 

Then ev’n of fellowshiji, O Moon, tell me, 

Is constant love deem’d there but want of wit ? 

Arc beauties there as proud as here they he ? 

Do they above love to be loved, and yet 

Tliose lovers scorn whom that love doth possess ? 

Do tlicy call virtue there ungratcfulncs.s ? 

From Astrophel atui St. fin 


TO STEl.LA 

No more, my dear, no more these eounscls try, 

0 give my passions leave to run their race ; 

Let Fortune lay on me her worst disgrace : 

Let folk o’ercharged with brain against me r'ry ; 
Let clouds be dim, my face break in mine c}'!; ; 
Let me no steps then of lost labour trace : 

I^et all the earth W’ith scorn recount my case, 

But do not will me from my love to fly. 

1 do not envy Aristotle’s wit, 

Nor do aspire to Caesar’s bleeding fame ; 

Nor aught do care, though some above me sit : 

Nor hope, nor wish, another course to frame. 

But that which once may win thy cruel heart : — 
Thou art my Wit, and thou my Virtue art. 

Prom Astrophel and Sirflei 



SARL OF DORSET. 
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Tuomar Sackvillb, Earl of Dorset, was bom in Sussex, in 1536. His first 
work was the tragedy of Gorboduc, which he composed while a student of the 
Inner Temple, and the title of which was afterwards changed into Ferrex and 
Porrex. In addition to this, he contributed the Induction and Legend of the 
Duke of Buckingham, to the Mirror for Magistrates. After having been 
employed in several foreign negotiations, he was raised to the ofiloe of Lord 
High Treasurer, on the death of Burghley. The earl died suddenly at the 
council table at 1606. 


REMORSE. 

And first within the porch and jaws of Hell 
Sat deep Kcinorse of Conscience, all besprent 
With tears ; and to herself oft would she tell 
Her wretchedness, and cursing never stent 
Ttj sob and sigh ; but ever thus lament 
With thoughtful care, as she that all in vain 
Would wear and waste continually in pain. 

Her eyes unstedfast, rolling here and there, 

Wliirl’d on each place, as place that vengeance brought, 
So was her mind continually in fear, 

Toss’d and tormented by the tedious thought 
Of those detested crimes which she had wrought : 

With dreadful clieer and looks thrown to the sky, 
Wishing for death, and yet she could not die. 


And next in order sad Old Age we found, 

His heard all hoar, his eyes hollow and blind ; 

With drooping cheer still poring on the ground, 

As on the place Avhere Nature him assign'd 
To rest, when that the sisters had entwined 
His vital thread, and ended with their knife 
The fleeting course of fast declining life. 

Crook’d -back’d he was, tooth-shaken, and blear-eyed. 
Went on three feet, and sometime crept on four; 
With old lame hones that rattled by his side. 

His scalp all pill’d, and he with eld forlore, 

His wither'd fist still knocking at Death’s door ; 
Trembling and driv’ling as he draws his breath. 

For brief, the shape and messenger of Death. 
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PDHUND SPENSER. 


XSM ^BnsUib poet, incomparably the bMt that had appeared since the days of 
tiwSr. Xul Sadthadd, aw lha «mw, abeat iha 

jNfiptr im* "ttlfSodtiil his edimstloii at the onirentty of O wi hrt ^a, wboro 
haDMwtaa'iaMttaka aaMMaMadilp dMr«MMal Htrrair. aaa adw aaaaa 
w«M 4 to llbo poat^oflPheoM aad Boia»,tfaal ha msalyodtlia pcislbOUy of 
raducin)t‘>o|ltrit ^^sMWfasHnh to the old rissiieal gnsiitltisi. Undarthlewron^y. 
haaded dpaosar od odd a sw ei l Ua poecichl aarasr aarf inaiispidouitly, by 
gltampf||^iaio|^Mi trlmker lamMcsi w lia aOon amaii 0 |jp|sd htmsalf htoni 
thfia tmpaiatftsiblatimmmeli, and becama thapnat of In rtb a* ^ aaUira, Hvaty 
raadamjl oar bard a tsore jadictoos serrloa wbsa ha conwaalliid Uio lo laavo Hi 
obasuTf dtnatlon, and gavehimanlnirodud^on ip ttrWdHp HH ia y ,by wboMi ba 
was raoommeiidod to the poirarfbl Earl of Lei ce st er Wb^ raaldHf at tbolM* 
bitatlan of air Philip, at Pwahmaii apeaser pradbead his abaphard*s C aHodar, 
whkb anjoyad a h|^ pofa]i||ty« Notwlihstuidiat its ibirl||ile poaMoalmarit, 
ho^erar.tha padadtie ijHtsMlbiufBiciiadalluitabl of timHAieplif^ thto 
mb. aad iba iinmeatiiiMMl'aiipatlor attry UfaOsas of ibaJfaary i^aan, bant 
thrpira It anttaaly Into tha sbada,a» that It is oe lipgar pooled, aod searealy at 


In IfiSO, tisocd Orey of WQH^babV appalMid Idautcnant of IrslaBd^ 
dpiaaar atcompaniad bl|B tbtthar at aaerotvyi bat too year* aflarwards ha 
l Ol to ad la Mlaad. In rai)|t(Art of Im taoHl of bis patron By the kind 
laadiattonolhbpoaartHftiN^W^^ 1l«Mn SUsahelh 


to the earlfl of Desmond, end was surroimded by lieh and masmifli ent scenery , 
and m thin place, so fitted for sttidv and medltallon, an e« ent oceurred that ought 
to be door t the ntollf < tiom of every loitr of luigliah litaraturc H« was 
viMted by bir Walter Kabigh, at that time a captain In the quean’s army, and 
the retuU of the conft rcnrci of two hut h congenial minds, was the rtwolution of 
Spenser to prepare the first pari of tbt Paory Qikmii tor publication Fhis 
mcasuri rxtosioned hif* t« mporarv ntum to London after an abscriLe of four 
lean, and on his arnvul lu publishtd tb< thric flr^i It04jki> of hli riUbrated 
work Ihis oKurred in I j lO, and nbnut four yean afterward when hih tame 
had attained its muht palmy htat< he mnirnd at Cork a loumri muidi n of 
humble birth. During the six following yiars hr oLtusiouall} rriiMtid Ijik 
land and publittht d portionn of tbf 1 ai r> ^unu and i thtr | >i iiral prod act ions 
besides a very able politi(.al skrteb (»n thi condition of Inland 

liut dark misfortunes clouded the latter dajs of this talented and noble 
hearted poet In Ki'l? he returned for tin last timi to Inland and alnioit 
immediately after his arrival the rebellion under I y rone broke out I hr 
insurgents advanred toward* KlUolman upon which Sprnstr fled with bis 
family , but oni of his children who was left behind in the eunfuiuon perished 
In the destrui tion of tin castlr which was sit im fire »»v the n bel* fipenser 
relumed to London an imp vtnshrd and heartbroken tugitive and dird in 
1 in a stale of eonsiderabli destitution No poe t of 1 ngland oi perhaps any 
other country has equalled Spenser in rithniss of fanev and ft w huvt equalled 
him in those other essentials that constitute a great poet Ills 1 aerv i(}ueen i* 
a mine of thoughts and description* which the most laborloiiN leading cannot 
exhaust, and wrhclber it be perused os u literal tale of tomaiut or a moral 
allegory it is always sure to afford instruction and delight lits ftemonages, 
also besides being eeirrcct allegorical t harae lers are invested with such altri 
buies of real life that we imagine not only their separate identity hut we kn<iw 
also every individual, from the blazonry upon his shield to the niolH in his 
armour We trust the time is not distant when tlic publn taste will revive 
the wntingi of Spenser with a popularity greater than they have ever yet 
ei\Joyed 



SPENSKH 

i.xcorNTKiJ OF s'l’ (jEoit(?r. WITH THL on vooN 

Willi that they heard a roaring hideous sowiid, 

That all the ay re with terror Idled wyde, 

And seemd uiieath to shake the ^tediast ground. 
Eftsooiies that dreadful dragon they cspjde, 

Where strecht he lay upon the sunny side 
Of a great hill, himselfe like a great liill ; 

But all so soone as he from far desciyde 

Those glistring arincs, that heaven with light did fill, 

He rousd himselfe full blyth, and hastned them untill. 

The knight gan fayrely couch his steady speare, 

And lieraely ran at him with rigorous might ; 

The i^ointcd stcele, arriving rudely theare, 

II is harder hyde would nether perce nor bight. 
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SPENSER. 


But glaimcing by, foortli passed forward ri^-ht ; 

Yet sore amoved with so puissaunt push, 

Tlie wrathfull boast about him turned li^ht, 

And him so rudely passini' by did brush 
Willi his long tayle, that horse and man to gi*ound did 
rush. 

Both horse and man up lightly rose againc. 

And fresh encounter towardes him addrest ; 

But th’ ydle stroke yet backc recoyld in vaine, 

And found no place his deadly point to rest. 

Exceeding rage enflam’d the furious beast, 

To be avenged of so great despight ; 

For never felt his imperccable brest 
So wondrous force from hand of living wight, 

Yet had he prov’d the powre of many a puissant knight. 

Then with his waving wings displayed wyde, 

Himselfe up liigh he lifted from tli(‘ ground, 

And with strong flight did forcibly divydt 
IMie ^i(;lding ayre, which night too feeble found 
Her flitting ])arts, and eleniont unsound, 

''I'o heart* HO greale a weight : he cutting way 
With his broad saylcs, abtiut him soai-cd round : 

At last low slouping with unwcldy sway, 

JSnatcht up both horse and man, to bcarc them cpiitc away. 

Tiong ho thorn bore above llic subject plainc, 

So far as cAvghen bow a shaft may send, 

Tdl struggling strong did him at last coiistrainc 
To lot them downe before his flighles end : 

As hagard hauke presuming to contend 
With hardy fowlo, above his hahlo might. 

Ills wearie i»ouncos all in vainc* doth sjieiid 
Tt) trusse the prey too heavy for his flight, 

Which coming down to ground, docs free itsclli by tight 

He so disseized of his griping grosse, 

The knight his thrillant Bpearc againo assayd 
In his bras-plated body to embosse. 

And three mens strength into the etroake he layd. 
Wherewith the stifle beainc quaked as affrayd. 

And glauncing from his sc'.aly necke, did glyde 
Close under his left wing, then broad displayd, 

The percing steele there wrought a wound full Avyde, 
That Avith the uncoutb Bmart the monster lowdly cryde. 
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He cryde as raging seas are wont to rorc, 

When wintry storme his wrathful wreck does threat, 
The roaling billows beat the ragged shore, 

As they the earth would shoulder from her seat ; 
And greedy gulfe does gape, as he would eat 
His neighteur clement in his revenge ; 

Then gin the blustring brethren boldly threat 
To move the world from off his stcdfast henge, 

And boystrouB battaile make, each other to avenge. 


THE BOWEK OF BLISS. 

And over him Art stryving to cornpayre 
With Nature did an arber greene dispied, 

Framed of wanton yvie, flouring fayre, 

Through which the fragrant eglantine did spred 
His prickling armes, cutrayld with roses red, 

Which daintie odours round about them threw ; 

And all within wdth flowres was garnished, 

That when niyld Zephyrus emongst them blew, 

Did breath out bounteous smels, and painted colors shew. 

And fast beside their trickled softly downe 
A gentle streame, whose murmuring wave did play 
Fmongst the pumy stones, and made a sowne, 

To lull him soft asleepe that by it lay : 

The wearie traveller, wandring that way. 

Therein did often quench his thirsty heat. 

And then by it his weoric limbes display, 

Whiles creeping slombre made him to forget 
His former payne, and wypt away his toilsom sweat. 

And on the other syde a pleasaunt grove 
Was shott up high, full of the stately tree 
That dedicated is t' Olympick love, 

And to his sonne Alcidcs, whenas hee 
In Nemus gayned goodly victoree : 

Therein the merry birdes of every sorte 
Chaunted alowd their chearfull harmonee, 

And made emongst themselves a sweete consort, 

That quickned the dull spright with musicall comfort. 
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ANGELIC GUARDIANSHIP. 

.^nd is there care in heaven ? and is there love 
In heavenly spirits to these creatures bace, 

That may compassion of their evils move ? 

There is ; else much more wretched were the cace, 

Of men then beasts : but O th’ exceeding grace 
Of highest God ! that loves bis creatures so, 

And all his workes with mercy dotli embrace, 

That blessed angels he sends to and fro 
To serve to wicked man, to serve his wicked foe. 

How oft do they their silver bowers leave 
To come to succour us that succour want ? 

How oft do they with golden pineons cleave 
The flitting skyes, like flying pursuivant, 

Against fowle feendes to ayd us militant ? 

They for us fight, they watch and dewly ward. 

And their bright squa^ons round about us plant, 

And all for love and nothing for reward : 

O why should hevcnly God to men have such regard *? 


COMBAT BETWEEN BLANDAMOUR AND PAKIDELL. 

Their firie steedes with so untamed forse 
Did beare them both to feU avengers end. 

That both their speares with pitilesse remorse 
Through shield, and mayle, and haberieon, did wend, 
And in their flesh a griesly passage rend. 

That with the furio of their owne afiret 
Kach other horse and man to ground did send ; 

Where lying still awhile, both did forget 

The perUous present stownd in which their lives were set. 

As when two warlike brigandines at sea. 

With inurdrous weaiions arm’d to crucll fight. 

Do meetc together on the watry lea. 

They stemme ech other with so fell despight, 

That with the shocke of their owne hee^esse might 
Their ^ooden ribs are shaken nigh asonder ; 

They which from shore behold the dreadful sight 
Of fiashiiig fire, and heare the ordenance thonder, 

Do greatly stand amazed at such unwonted wonder. 
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At length they both upstarted in amaze, 

As men awaked rashly out of dreme, 

And round about themselves awhile did gaze, 

Till seeing her, that Florimell did seeme, 

In doubt to whom she victorie should deeme, 
Therewith'their dulled sprights they edgd anew. 

And drawing both their swords wifii rage extreme, 

Like two m^ mastiffea, each on other flew, 

And shields did share, and mailes did rash, and helmes 
did hew. 

So furiously each other did assayle, 

As if their soulcs they would attouce have rent 
Out of their brests, that streames of blood did raylo 
Adowne, as if their springs of life were spent, 

That all the ground with purple bloud was sprent 
And all their armours staynd with bloudie gore ; 

Yet scarcely once to breatli would they relent. 

So mortall was their malice, and so sore, 

Become of fayued friendship which they vow’d afore. 


DESCRIPTION OF SIR CALIDORE. 

Of court it seemes men courtesie doe call. 

For that it there most useth to abound ; 

And well beseemeth that in princes hall 
That vertue should be plentifully found, 

Which of all goodly manners is the ground, 

And roote of civill conversation : 

Right so in Faery Court it did redound. 

Where curteous knights and ladies most did won 
Of all on earth, and made a matchlesse paragon ; 

But mongst them all was none more courteous knight 
Then Calidore, beloved over all, 

In whom it seemes that gentlenesse of spright 
And manners mylde were planted naturall ; 

To which he adding comely guize withall, 

And gracious speach, did steale mens hearts away: 
Nathlesse thereto he was full stout and tall. 

And well approved in batteilous affray. 

That him did much renowme, and far his fame display. 
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Ne was there knight, iie was there lady found, 
In Faery Court, but him did deare embrace 
For his faire usage and conditions sound, 

The wliich in all mens liking gayned place, 
And with the greatest purchast greatest grace, 
Which he could wisely use and well apply, 

To please the best, and tli* evill to embase ; 
For he loathd leasing and base flattery, 

And loved simple truth and stedfast honesty. 


SIR CALIDORE’S COURTSHIP OF PASTOKELL. 


So there that night Sir Calidorc did dwell, 

And long while after, whiles! him list remaiiie, 

Dayly beliolding the fay re Pastorcll, 

And feeding on the bayt of his owne banc ; 

During which time he did her entertaiue 
With all kind courtesies he could invent, 

And every day, her companie to gaiiie, 

When to the field slie went, he witli licr went ; 

So for to quench his fire he did it more aiignieiit. 

Dut she, that never had acquainted beenc 
Witli such quient usage, fit for queens and kings, 

Ne ever had such knightly service scene, 

But being bred under base shepheards wings 
Had ever learn’d to love the lowly things, 

Did litle whit regard his courteous guize, 

But cared more for Colin’s carolings 
Then all that he could doe or ev’r devize : 

His layes, his loves, his lookes, she did them all despize. 

Which Calidore perceiving, thought it best 
To chaunge tlie manner of his loftie looke, 

And doffing his bright armes, himselfc addrest 
In shepheard’s weed ; and in his hand he tooke. 

Instead of steele-head speare, a sliepheard’s hooke ; 

That who had scene him then, would have bethought 
On Phrygian Paris by Plexippus brooke. 

When he the love of fayre (Fnone sought, 

What time the golden apple was unto him brought. 
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So bein^ clad, unto the fields he went 
With the faire Pastorella every day. 

And keept her sheepe with diligent attent, 

Watching to drive the ravenous wolfe away, 

The whylest at pleasure she mote sport and play, 

And every ’evening helping them to fold ; 

And otherwhiles for need he did assay 
In his strong hand theii* rugged teats to hold, 

And out of them to presse tlie milke; love so much 
could. 

Which seeing, Coridon, who her likewise 

Long time had loved, and hoped her love to gaine. 

He much was troubled at that straunger’s guize. 

And many gealous thoughts conceived in vaine, 

That this of all his labour and long pained 
Should reape the harvest ere it ripen’d were, 

That made him scoule, and pout, and off eom]:)laine 
Of Pastorell to all the shepheards there, 

That she did love a straunger swayne then him more 
dere. 

And ever when he came in companie. 

Where Culidore was present, he would loure, 

And byte his lip, and even for gcalousie 
Was niadie oft his owne hart to devoure, 

Impatient of any paramoure ; 

AVlio on the other side did seeme so farre 
i'rom malicing or grudging his good houre. 

That all he could he graced him with her, 

Nc ever shewed signe of rancour or of iarre. 

And ofV, when Coridon unto her brought 
Or little sparrowes stolen from their nest, 

Or wanton squirrils in the woods farre sought, 

Or other daintie thing for her addrest, 

He would commend his guift, and make the best ; 

Yet she no whit his presents did regard, 

Ne him could find to fancie in her biest ; 

This new-come shepheard had his market mard : 

Old love is little worth when new is more preluid. 

One day whenas the shepheard swaynes together 
Were met, to make their sports and merry glee, 

As they are wont in faire sunshytie weather, 

The whiles their flockes in shadowes shrouded bee, 
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They fell to daunce ; then did they all agree 
That Colin Clout should pipe, as one most fit, 

And Calidore should lead the ring, as hee 
That most in Pastorellaes grace did sit ; 

Thereat frown'd Coridon, and his lip closely bit. 

But Calidore, of courteous inclination, 

Tooke Coridon, and set him in his place. 

That he should lead the daunce, as was his fashion ; 

For Coridon could daunce, and trimly trace ; 

And whenas Pastorella, him to grace, 

Her flowry garlond tooke from her owne head. 

And plast on his, he did it soone displace, 

And did it put on Coridon's instead ; 

Then Coridon woxe frollicke, that erst seemed dead. 

Another time, whenas they did dispose 
To practise games and maisteries to try, 

They for their iudge did Pastorella chose, 

A garland was the meed of victory ; 

There Coridon forth stepping, openly 
Did chalenge Calidore to wrestling game. 

For he through long and perfect industry 
Therrin well practised was, and in the same 
Thought sure t* avenge his grudge, and worke his foe 
great shame. 

But Calidore he greatly did mistake ; 

For he was strong and mightily stifle pight, 

That with one fall his neck he almost brake. 

And had he not upon him fallen light, 

His dearest ioynt he sure had broken quight. 

Then was the oaken crowne by Pastorell 
Given to Calidore as his due right ; 

But he, that did in courtesie excell, 

Gave it to Coridon, and said he wonne it well. 

Thus did the gentle knight himselfe abeare 
Amongst that rusticke rout in all his deeds. 

That even they, the which his rivals were, 

Could not maligne him, but commend him needs : 

For courtesie amongst the rudest breeds 
Good will and favour ; so it surely wrought 
With this fay re mayd, and in her mynde the seeds 
Of perfect love did sow, that last forth brought 
The fruite of ioy and blisse, though long time deaiely 
bought. 
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Thb hUtory of thli noble, acoompUihed, end UKrequlted penoiiace,ia Coo well 
known to require repetition. He wei bom at Hayee Farm, fti Deronihlre, In 
IMS, and fell a victim to the meanjealouey of Jamea I., by whoae aentenee ho 
was beheaded on the SOth of October, I61S. The superior reputation of Star 
Walter Raleigh as a scholar, philosopher, and enterprising navigator, has eclipsed 
his reputation as a poet, although his versos alone would have procured him dla- 
tinctlon among his contemporaries. It is unfortunate that his fugitive pieces, 
which are scattered among the uncertain poetry of the period, cannot always be 
identified. 


HIS IX)VE ADMITS NO RIVAL 

Shall I, like a hermit, dwell 
On a rock, or in a cell, 

Calling home the smallest part 
That is missing of my heart, 

To bestow it where I may 
Meet a rival every day ? 

If she undervalue me, 

What care 1 how fair she be ? 

Were her tresses angel gold, 

If a stranger may be bold. 
Unrebuked, unafraid, 

To convert them to a braid. 

And witli little more ado 
Work them into bracelets, loo ! 

If the mine be grown so free, 
What care I how rich it be ? 

Were her hand as rich a prize 
As her hairs, or precious eyes, 

If she lay them out to take 
Kisses, for good manners* sake : 
And let every lover skip 
From her hand unto her lip ; 

If she seem not chaste to me, 
What care I how chaste she be ? 

No ; she must be perfect snow, 

In effect as well as show ; 
Wanning but as snow-balls do. 
Not like fire, by burning too ; 

But when she hj change hath got 
To her heart a second lot, 

Then, if others share with me. 
Farewell her, whate’er she be I 
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Tilts satirical poet, who was bom In 11174, at Ashby-de-la^Zoncb, in Leloastar* 
shire, deroted himself to the church, and after several eeclesiasUoal prefermviils« 
was created Bishop of Norwich, by Charles L, In 1041 $ but during the troubled 
times that succeeded he was committed to the Tower, and subjected to aequea. 
tratlon. He died in 1666, at the age of eighty-two, and in the midst of poverty 
and obscurity. The poetry of Hall is distinguished for vigour and harmony, and 
on account of his eloquent lUuatrations of moral duties, he haa often been den<^ 
minated the *' Christian Seneca.*' 


YOUTHFUL DESIRE OF TRAVEL. 

The brain-sick youth, that feeds his tickled ear 
With sweet-sauced lies of some false traveller. 
Which hath the Spanish Decades read awhile, 

Or whetstone leasings of old Mandoville, 

Now with discourses breaks his midnight sleep 
Of his adventures through the Indian deep ; 

Of all their massy heaps of golden mine, 

Or of the antique tombs of Palestine, 

Or of Damascus* magic wall of glass ; 

Of Solomon his sweating piles of brass, 

Of the bird rue that bears an elephant, 

Of mermaids that the southern seas do haunt, 

Of headless men, of savage cannibals, 

The fashions of their lives and govcrnals ; 

What monstrous cities there erected be, 

Cairo, or the city of the Trinity ; 

Now are they dunghill cocks that have not seen 
The bordering Alps, or else the neighbour Rhine : 
And now he plies the news-full Grasshopper, 

Of voyages and ventures to inquire. 

His land mortgaged, he sea-beat in the way. 
Wishes for home a thousand sighs a day ; 

And now he deems his home-bred fare as leif 
As his parch’d biscuit, or his barrell’d beef. 
’Mongst all these stirs of discontented strife, 

O let me lead an academic life ; 

To know much, and to think for nothing, know 
Nothing to have, yet think we have enow ; 

In skill to want, and wanting seek for more ; 

In weal nor want, nor wish for greater store. 

y® monarchs, with your proud excess, 

At our low sail, and our high happiness. 
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THE HOLLOW INVlTA'noN. 

The coiirleous citizen bade me to liis fea^t, 

With hollow words, and overly request : 

“ 0)me, will ye dine with me this holydrky ? ’ 

I yielded, though he hoped I would say niiy : 

For had I inaydcn'd it, as many use ; 

Lioath for tt) grant, but loathcr to refuse — 

“ Alacke sir, I wen; loath; another day, — 

1 should but trouble you; — pardon me, if you may’* — 

No ]>ardoii should I need ; for, to depart 

lie gives rne leave, and thanks too, in his lieart. 

Two words for nionie, Darbishirian wise, 

(That’s one too niani(') is a naughtie guis»*. 

Who looks for double biddings to a feast, 

May dine Jit lionie for an importune guest 
1 went, llieii saw, and found the greate expeiu e ; 

The fare and fashions of our citmuis. 

Oh, C'leoparieul ! what wanteth there 

For curious cost, and wondrous clu>iee ol cheen* 

IhM'te, that erst Hercules held for finest fare : 

Porki! for the fat lloeotian, or the hare 
For Martial ; fish for the Venetian; 

Ooose-lh (‘ 1 * for the likorous Koinune ; 

Til* Athoiiuiii’s goat<; ; quaile. lolan’s cheere ; 

The hen for Ksculape, and the Parthian deere ; 
Grapes for Arcesilas, figs for Pluto’s mouth. 

And chesnuts faire for Aniarillis’ tooth. 

Iladst thou such chcere? wert thou cverc theie hufoi 
Ncmu’. — I thought so : nor come there no inon . 
Come llieie no more ; for so meant all tliat cost : 

hence take me for thy second host. 
h^or whom he means U> make an often guest, 

One dish shall serve ; and welcome make the lost. 


• CONCLUSION TO Ills SATIRES. 

Thus have I writ, in smoother cedar tree, 

So genth; Satires, penn’d so easily. 

Henceforth I write in crabbed oak tree rynde. 
Search they that mean the secret mealiiiig find. 
Hold out ye guilty and y^e galled hides, 

And meet my far-fetch’d stripes with waiting sides. 
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The year of his birth is unccrUin. He was educated for the church at the 
university of Cambridgr, and obtained the living' of Alderston in Sufibllc^ where 
he died in 1G23. His principal work is The Temptation and Victory of Cbriet. 


JUSTICE. 

She was a virgin of austere regard : 

Not as the world esteems her, deaf and blind ; 

But as the eagle, that hath oft compared 
Her eye with heaven’s, so, and more brightly shined 
Her lamping sight *. for she the same could wind 
Into the solid heart, and, with her cars. 

The silence of the thought loud R]>eaking hears, 

And in one hand a pair of even scales she wears. 

No riot of affection revel kept 
Within her breast, but a still apathy 
Possessed all her soul, which softly slept 
Securely without tempest ; no sad cry 
Awakes her pity, but wrongM Poverty 
Sending his eyes to heaven swhnniiug in tears, 

With hideous clamours ever struck her ears, 

Whetting the blazing sword that in her hand she bears. 

The winged lightning is her Mercury, 

And round about her mighty thunders sound : 

Impatient of himself lies pining by 

Pale Sickness, with his kercher’d head up wound. 

And thousand noisome plagues attend her round. 

But if her cloudy brow but once grow foul, 

The flints do melt, and rocks to water roll, 

And aiiT inouiitaiiis shake, and frighted shadows houl. 
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Phimbas Fletcher was th« elder brother of Giles, and like him a succeatftil 
Imitator of Spenser. He selected, howerer, an unfortunate subject for bis 
Muse, which was the Purple Island, where he exhausted all the powers of a 
rich Imagination in endeavouring to make an anatomical treatise poetical. On 
this account the work, notwithstanding Its intrinsic merits, has long sunk into 
universal neglect. 


HAPPINESS OF THE SHEPHERD’S LIFE. 

Tlirice, oh, thrice happy, shepherd’s life and state * 

When courts are happiness, unhappy pawns ! 

His cottage low and safely humble gate 

Shuts out proud Fortune, with her scorns and fawns : 

No feared treason breaks his quiet sleep : 

Singing all day, his flocks he learns to keep ; 

Himself as innocent as are his simple sheep. 

No Serial! worms he knows, that with their thread 
Draw out their silken lives : nor silken pride : 

His lambs’ warm fleece well fits his little need. 

Not in that proud Sidonian tincture dyed : 

No empty hopes, no courtly fears him fright ; 

Nor begging wants his middle fortune bite : 

Hut sweet content exiles both misery and spite. 

Instead of music, and base flattering tongues, 

Which wait to first salute my lord’s uprise ; 

Tlie cheerful lark wakes him with early songs, 

And birds’ sweet whistling notes unlock his eyes : 

In country plays is all the strife he uses ; 

Or sing, or dance unto the rural Muses ; 

And but in music's sports all difference refuses. 

Ilis certain life, that never can deceive him, 

Is full of thousand sweets, and rich content : 

The smooth-leaved beeches in the field receive him 
With coolest shades, till noon-tide rage is spent : 

His life is neither toss’d in boist’rous seas ^ 

Of troublous world, nor lost in slothful ease ; 

Pleased, and full blest he lives, when he his God can please. 

His bed of wool yields safe and quiet sleeps, 

While by his side his faithfvd spouse hath place ; 

His little son into his bos^ creeps, 

The lively picture of his father’s nice : 

Never his humble .hoiase nor state (;Onnenth|m.J 
Less he could 'l^e, if less hui Gkxl'had.scht^hii^f 
And when he dies, ^^een‘ turfs, #!th grassy? 
him. ' 
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SIR JOHN DAVIES. 


Thi§ poet was born In the parish of TIsbury, Wiltshire, la 1670, and was 
educated at Queen's College, Oxford} after which he remored to the Inner 
Temple; but ftom this place he was expelled on account of his riotous conduct. 
One year, bowover, after this unfortunate circumstance, he published hla Na»ce 
Te^pmm, a poem on the Immortality of the Soul, with which James 1. was no 
highly gratlOed, that he honoured the author with his royal patronage on his 
accession to the throne of England. In consequence of tills the rise of Darles 
was rapid, so that in 1626 he was appointed Lord Chief Justice of England } but 
before he could be sworn into office he died suddenly of apoplexy, on the night 
of the 7th of December, in the flfty.sevcnth year of his aga It is worthy of 
remark, that Sir John, after writing so argumentative and religious a poem as 
that on the Immortality of the Soul, at the age of twenty-five, and while he was 
notorious only as a wild yoiug barrister, should have written his Orchestra, or 
the Art of Dancing, when he was a grave statesman and Judge, at flfty-two. 
Besides these works, he wrote Hymns to Astrea, a collection of Acrostics on 
the name of Elisabeth} also two treatises upon the condition of Ireland, which 
were fraught with sound political wisdom. 


VARIOUS DEFINITIONS OF THE SOUL, AND TIIElll 
FRUITLESSNESS. 

One thinks the Soul is air ; another fire ; 

Another blood, difiused about the heart ; 

Another saith, the elements conspire, 

And to her essence each doth give a part. 

Musicians think our souls are harmonics ; 

Physicians hold that they complexions be ; 
Epicures make them swarms of atomics. 

Which do by chance into our bodies flee. 

Some think one general Soul fills every brain. 

As the bright sun sheds light in every star ; 

And others think the name of Soul is vain, 

And that we only well-mixt bodies are. 

In judgment of her substance thus they varj’ ; 

And thus they vary in judgment of her seat ; 

For some her chair up to the brain do carry, 

Some thrust it down into the stomach’s heat. 

Some place it in the root of lile, the heart ; 

Some in the river, fountain of the veins ; 

Some say, she’s all in all, and all in every part ; 
Some say, she’s not contain’d, but all contains. 

Thus these great clerks their little wisdom shew. 
While with their doctrines they at hazard play ; 
Tossing their light opinions to and fro, 

To mock the lewd, as learn’d in this as they. 
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For no crazed brain could ever yet propound, 

Touching the Soul, so vain and fond a thought ; 

But some among these masters have been found, 

Which in their schools the self-same thing have taught. 

God only wise, to punish pride of wit, 

Among men's wits hath this confusion Avrouglit, 

As the proud tower whose points the clouds did hit, 

By tongues* confusion was to ruin brought. 

But Thou which didst man’s soul of nothing make, 

And when to nothing it was fallen again, 

To make it new, the form of man didst take ; 

And God with God, becam’st a man with men 

Thou that hast fashion’d twice this Soul of ours, 

So that she is by double title thine ; 

Thou only know’st her nature and her powers. 

Her subtil form thou only canst define. 

From Tke ImmorMtty qfike Son! 


PRAISE OF DANCING. 

Of all their ways I love Meander’s patli 

Which to the tune of dying swans doth dance, 
SlR:h winding flights, such turns and cricks he hatli, 
Such creaks, such wrenches, and such dalliance ; 
That whether it be hap or heedless chance, 

In this indented course and wriggling play 
He seems to dance a perfect cunning hay.''- 

But wherefore do these streams for ever run ? 

To keep themselves for ever sweet and clear : 

For let their everlasting course be done, 

They straight corrupt and foul with mud appear. 

O ye sweet nymphs that beauty’s loss do fear. 
Contemn the drugs that physic doth devise^ 

And learn of love this dainty exercise. 

See how those flowers that have sweet beauty too 
(The only jewels that the earth doth wear. 

When the young sun in bravery her doth woo), 

As oft as they the whistling wmd do hear, 

Do wave their tender bodies here and there ; 

And though their dance no perfect measure is, 
Yet oftentimes their music makes them kiss. 

From the Orekertra, 


D 
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MICHAEI. DBAYTON. 


This Tolumlnous writer was bom at Athenton, In Warwickshire, as It Is con- 
jectured, In 1563, and In consequence of the poverty of bis parents was edu- 
cated at the expense of Sir Godfrey Goodere. He seems to have been dis- 
tinguished at an early period for poetical talent. On the accession of James 1. 
to tho throne of England, Drayton hastened with the crowd to worship the 
rising sun, and hymned the Joyful occasion ; but the monandi, it would appear, 
iudd no attention to his verses, and the poet was consigned to his original 
penury. His life, after this, was a struggle, in which he supported himself by 
the labours of his pen, while his literary avocations were constantly intermingled 
with quarrels with his booksellers. He died In 1C81. The principal works of 
Drayton are, Moses's Birth and Miracles, The Barons* Wars, Nymphldia, 
and Poly.olbion, in which there is everywhere to be found a rich fund of 
poetical sentiment and description. But unfortunately, his imagination was 
overlaid by his reading, so that the minuteness of the chronicle writer and Uie 
geographer often supersede the ardour of the poet. On this account, his chief 
production, the Poly-olhlon, consisting of about thirty thousand verses, notwitlu 
Ktandmg its great power, and numerous sparkling passages, is universally neg- 
lected. 


HENRY V. AND HIS TROOPS ON THE NIGHT BEFORE THE 
BATTLE OF AGINCOURT. 

The night forerunning this most dreadful day, 

The French that all to jollity incline, 

Some fall to dancing, some again to play, 

And some are drinking to this great design ; 

But all in pleasure spend the night away : 

The tents with lights, the fields with bonfires shine ; 
The common soldiers freemen’s catches sing ; 

With shouts and laughter all the camp doth ring 

The wearied English, watchful o’er their foes. 

The depth of night then drawing on so fast. 

That fain a little would themselves repose. 

With thanks to God do take that small repast 
Which that poor village willingly bestows ; 

And having placed their sentinels at last, 

They fall to prayer, and in their cabins blest, 

T’ refresh llieir spirits then took tliem to their rest. 

In his pavilion princely Henry laid, 

Whilst all his army round about him slept ; 

His restless head upon his helmet staid, 

For careful thoughts his eyes long waking kept. 

“ Great God (quoth he), withdraw not now thy aid, 
Nor let my father Henry’s sins be heapt 

On my transgressions, up the sum to make, 

For which thou may’st me utterly forsake. 
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King Richard's wrongs to mind, Lord do not call, 
Nor how for him my father did offend ; 

From us alone derive not thou his fall, 

Whose odious liie caused his untimely end. 

That by our alms be expiated all : 

Let not ^at sin on me his son descend, 

When as his body I translated have, 

And buried in an honourable grave." 

From The Battle Agincout t 


The sullen night had her black curtain spread, 
J^owering that day liad tarried up so long, 

And that the morrow might lie along abed. 

She all the heaven with d'lsky clouds had hung : 
Cynthia pluck’d in her newly-homed head 
Away to West, and under earth she dung. 

As she had long’d to certify the Sun, 

What in his absence iu our world was done. 

The lesser lights, like sentinels in war, 

Behind the clouds stood privily to pry. 

As though unseen they subtly strove from faa*. 

Of his escape the manner to descry. 

Hid was each wandering as each fixed star, 

As they had held a council in the sky, 

And had concluded with that present night. 

That not a star should once give any light. 

In a slow silence all the shores are hush’d, 

Only the scritch-owl sounded to th’ assault. 

And Isis with a troubled murmur rush’d. 

As if consenting, and would hide the fault ; 

And as his foot the sand or gravel crush’d. 

There was a little whispering in the vault, 

Moved by his treading, sofUv as he went. 

Which seem’d to say, it further’d his intent. 

From The Barone' tFare : Book Hi 


QUEEN MAB'S CHARIOT. 

Her chariot ready strait is made, 

Each thing therein is fitting laid. 

That she by nothing might be stay’d. 

For nought must her be letting : 
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Four nimble gnats the horses were. 

Their harnesses of gossamere, 

Fly Cranion, her charioteer, 

Upon the coach-box getting* 

Her chariot of a snail’s fine shell, 

Which for the colours did excel : 

The fair Queen Mab becoming well, 

So lively was the limning : 

The seat the soft woll of the bee. 

The cover (gallantly to see) 

The wing of a pyed butterflee, 

I trow, ’twas simple trimming. 

The wheels composed of crickets* bones, 

And daintily made for the nonce. 

For fear of rattling on the stones. 

With thistle-down they shod it ; 

For all her maidens much did fear, 

If Oberon had chanced to hear, 

That Mab his Queen should have been there, 
He would not have abode it. 

From Nymphidta : the Court €tf Fa> ry. 


THE BIRTH OF MOSES. 

Yet ’tis so sweet, so amiably fair. 

That their pleased eyes with rapture it behold, 

The glad-s^ parents full of joy and care 
Fain would reserve their infant if they could ; 

And still they tempt the sundry varying hours, 
Hopes and despairs together strangely mixt, 
Distasting sweets with many cordial sours. 

Opposed interchangeably betwixt, 

If aught it ail’d or haplessly it cried, 

Unheard of any that she might it kesp, 

With one short breath she did entreat and chide. 
And in a moment she did sing and weep. 

Three labouring months them flatterer-like beguiled, 
And danger still redoubling as it lasts. 

Suspecting most the safety of the child, 

Thus the kind mother carefully forecasts : 

To Pharaoh’s will she awfully must bow, 

And therefore hastens to abridge these fears, 

And to the flood determines it should go, 

Yet ere it went she’ll drown it with her tears. 

From Momcm'm Birth and Miracle*. 



RAMVEL DANIEL. 
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Thii Witter, who wu of loroe note In hla dny, U now nlmoit wholly and per- 
hapa unJuaUy forgotten. He waa bom at Taimtm, In SomeneUhlre, In 1663, and 
wu the mn of a muale-inuter. At the age of •eventun, be entered Mag^en 
Hall, Oxford, where he made coulderable prolksloney In learning. It ie worthy 
of remark, that after some yean, when the Ehrl of Southampton, the friend of 
the unfortunate Earl of Em^ wu under dligrace, Daniel, who had enjoyed the 
patronage of that nobleman, continued to cling to him In adrerrity, and In aplte 
of the danger of court dlagrace. Daniel succeeded Spenser u Poet Laureate, 
and died In October 1619. Of the estimation in which he wu held u a poet by 
his illustrious contemporartu, the eulogiN written upon him by Spenser, Browne, 
and others, are a sufficient proof. His chief work is a poem in Books, 

entitled A History of the Civil Wars between the Houses of York and Lancuter. 


THE QUEEN OF RICHARD II. AWAITING THE ENTRANCE OF 
HER HUSBAND AND BOLINOBROKE INl'O LONDON. 

Strait towards London, in this heat of pride. 

They forward set, as they had fore-decreed ; 

With whom the captive king, constrained, must ride, 
Most meanly mounted on a simple steed ; 

Degraded of all grace and ease beside. 

Thereby neglect of all respect to breed. 

For th’ overspreading pomp of prouder might 
Must darken weakness, and debase his sight. 

Now Isabel, the young afflicted queen, 

(Whose years had never shew’d her but delights, 

Nor lovely eyes before had ever seen 
Other than smiling joys, and joyful sights : 

Born great, match'd great, lived great, and ever been 
Partaker of the world’s best benefits,) 

Had placed herself, hearing her lord should pasc^ 

That way, where she unseen in secret was ; 

Sick of delay, and longing to behold 
Her long-miss’d love in fearful jeopardies ; 

To whom although it had in sort been told 
Of their proceeding, and of his surprise ; 

Yet thinking they would never be so bold. 

To lead their lord in any shameful wise ; 

But ratlier would conduct him as their king. 

As seeking but the state's re-ordering. 

And forth she looks, and notes the foremost train ; 

And grieves to view some there she wish’d not there. 
Seeing the chief not come, stays, looks again ; 

And yet she sees not him that should appear. 

Then back she stands ; and then desires, as fain 
Again to look, to see if he were near. 

At length a glitt’ring troop far off she spies ; 

Perceives the throng, and hears the shouts and cries. 
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** Lo yonder ! now at length he comes,’ ' eaith she : 

“ Look, my good women, where he is in eight. 

Do you not see him ? Yonder ; that is he ! 

Mounted on that white courser, all in white ; 

There where the thronging troops of people be. 

I know him by his seat : He sits upright. 

Lo, now he bows ! Dear lord, with what sweet grace ! 
How long have 1 long’d to behold that face ! 

O what delight my heart takes by mine eye ! 

I doubt me when he comes but something near, 

I shall set wide the window What care I, 

Who doth see me, so him I may see clear — 

Thus doth false joy delude her wrongfully 
(Sweet lady) in the thing she held so dear ; 

For, nearer come, she finds she had mistook, 

And him she mark’d was Henry Bolingbroke. 

Then envy takes the place in her sweet eyes, 

Where sorrow had prepared herself a seat ; 

And words of wrath, from whence complaints should rise, 
Proceed from eager looks, and brows that threat : 

“ Traitor,” saith she ; “ is’t thou, that in this wise 
To brave thy lord and king art made so great ? 

And have mine eyes done unto me this wrong, 

To look on thee ? For this stay'd I so long ? 

“ Ah ! have they graced a peijured rebel so ? 

Well ; for Uieir error I will weep them out. 

And hate the tongue defiled, that praised my foe ; 

And loathe the mind, that gave me not to doubt. 

What ! have I added shame unto my woe ? 
ril look no more — Ladies, look you about ; 

And tell me if my lord be in this train ; 

Lest my betraying eyes should err again.” • ♦ • 

“ What might he be,” she said, “ that thus alone 
Hides pensive in this universal joy ? 

* * ♦ » 
l.fet me not see him but himself, a king : 

For so he left me, so he did remove. 

This is not he, this feels some other thing ; 

A passion of dislike, or else of love. 

O yes, ’tis he ! I'hat princely face doth bring 
The evidence of majesty to prove : 

That face I have conferr’d which now I see, 

With that within my heart, and they agree.” 



JOHN I>ONNK. 
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John Donnk, who has beeu so highly eulogised by Dryilun, Tope, and our 
most eminent poets, was horn in London, in 1!)73. He entered Lincoln’s Inn, 
intending to qualify himself for tho bar; hut the subject of theology soon occu. 
pying his principal study, he after mature dollboration abandoned the Church of 
Rome, in which he had been educated, and declared his adheHion to the Pro- 
testant faith. Having accompanied the Earl of ]2sKex upon his expedition to 
Cadiz, in 15U(>, he subsequently travelled several year«) in France and Italy, 
after which he was appointed secretaiy to I/.>rd Chancellor I'^orton. Tlie 
friends of Donne, however, being anxious tliat he should devote his talents to 
the church, he at last yielded to their soliritaiiuns, and was flualh appu:utt’<l 
clinplmn to Charles I., and Doan of Kt. Paul's. He died on the Slst Mar(‘h, 1G3I. 
His poems, which arc of a miscellaneous character, suggested by the impulse of 
the inumeni rather than the result of systematic study, consist chiefly of satires, 
elegies, songs, and sonnets ; and although his versification is frequently harsh, 
and lus language pedantic, yet his productions possess an innate vigour and 
freshness which will always secure them a high rank In our English poetry. 


HIS PICTURE. 

Here, take niy picture; Dumgh I bid itirewell. 

Thine in iny heart, where my soul dwells, shall d\v< 11 ; 
’'ris like me now, hut, I deiid, Twill be more. 

When we are shadows both, than 'twas btifore. 

When weather- beuton 1 come back, my hand, 

IVrhaps, with rude oars torn, or sun-beams tann d ; 
My face and breast of hair-cloth, and my head 
With Care’s harsh sudden hoariness o’erspiead ; 

My body a sack of bones, broken within. 

And powder's blue stains scatter’d on my skin ; 

If rival fools tax thee t' have loved a man 
So foul and coarse as, oh ! I may seem lh(;n, 

This shall say what 1 was ; and llion shall say. 

He his hurts ri’ach me t doth my worth drray ’!^ 

Or do they reach his judging mind, that ho 
Should now lo^ e less what he did love to see ? 

That which in him was fair and delicate. 

Was but the milk which in Love’s childisli ‘slate 
Hid nurse it, who now is g’rown strong enough 
To feed on that which to weak tastes seems tough. 

I'lOlh tin Kit lilt s 


THE DISSOLUTION 

She’s dead ! and all which die 
To their first elcmcTits resolve ; 

And we were mutual elements to us. 

And made of one another. 

My body then doth her’s involve, 

And those things, whereof I consist, hcieh) 
III me abundant grow and burdenous, 

And noiiiish not, but smotlier. 
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My fire of passion, sighs of air. 

Water of tears, and earthly sad despair. 
Which my materials be, 

(But near worn out by Love’s security) 
She, to my loss, doth by her death repair ; 
And I might live long wretched so. 

But that my fire doth with my fuel grow. 


What if the present were the world’s last night ? 

Mark in my heart, O Soul ! where thou dost dwell. 
The picture of Christ crucified, and tell 
W^hether his countenance can thee affright ; 

Tears in his eyes quench the amazing light; 

Blood tills his frowns, which from his pierced head fell. 
And can that tongue adjudge thee unto hell 
Which pray’d forgiveness for his foes' fierce spite 
No, no ; but as in my idolatry 
I said to all my profane mistresses. 

Beauty of pity, foulness only is 
A sign of rigour, so I say to thee : 

To wicked spirits are horrid shapes assign’d ; 

This beauteous form assumes a piteous mind. 


BOBEHT BUBTOK. 
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I'ins taletiMd md orlgiiul writer ii better kDowB by his Anatomy of Melaa- 
choly than hla poetry« although he wae attached to the etudy of the latter; and 
the specimen which we have extracted from hla preface to the Analmny la no 
laconalderable proof of hla poetical powera. He waa bom in 1A76. He atudied 
at Braien Noae College and waa made vicar of St. Thomaa, Oxford, where ho 
died In 1639. 


PAINS AND PLEASURES OF MELANCHOLY 

When I lie, sit, or walk alone 
I sigh, I grieve, making great moan, 

In a dark grove, or irksome dcii. 

With discontents and furies, then 
A thousand miseries at once 
Mine heavy heart and soul ensconce. 

All my griefs to this are jolly. 

None 80 sour as melancholy. 

Methiuks I hear, methinks I see 
Sweet music, wondrous melody, 

Towns, palaces, and cities fine. 

Here now, then there, the world is mine ; 
Hare beauties, gallant ladies shine, 
Whate’er is lovely or divine. 

All other joys to this ore folly, 

None so sweet as melancholy. 

Methinks I hear, methinks I see 
Ghosts, goblins, fiends : — my fantasy 
Pret-enta a thousand ugly shapes, 
Headless bears, black men, and llPes* 
Doleful outcries, and ^ac>fti4 
My sad and dismal souliAflHghtB. 

All my griefs to this are jolly. 

None so damn’d as melancholy. 

Methinks I court, kiss, 

Methinks I now embralas ray miss : 

O blessed days, O sweet content ! 

In Paradise my time it spent ! 

SugIi thoughts may itSl my fancy nuM^ 
So may 1 ever be ia Ic^ ! 

All my jqys^to folly, . 

Kougttt so sweefrily y iip Is Beboly., ,,, 
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FRANCIS DAVISON. 


Of this author littlo is known except that he was the son of that Secretary of 
State whom Queen Elisabeth treated so harshly, under the false pretence that 
he had hurried on the execution of the unfortunate Mary Stuart, without her 
privacy or consent. Davison published several poetical pieces In 1602, In a 
Miscellany, of which he was the editor. The following production, which 
appeared in It, was his own, although It has been erroneously ascribed to a 
different author. 


A FICTION HOW CUPID MADE A NYMPH WOUND HERSELF 
WITH HIS ARROWS. 

It chanced of late a shepherd’s swain. 

That went to seek a strayed sheep. 

Within a thicket, on the plain. 

Espied a dainty nymph asleep. 

Her golden hair o’erspread her face. 

Her careless arms abroad were cast, 

Her quiver had her pillow’s place. 

Her breast lay bare to every blast. 

The shepherd stood and gazed his fill, 

Nought durst he do, nought durrt he say ; 

Wlien chance, or else perhaps his will, 

Did guide the god of love that way. 

The crafty boy that sees her sleep 

Whom, if she waked, he durst not see, 

Behind her closely seeks to creep, 

Before her nap should ended be. 

There come, he steals her shafts away. 

And puts his own into their place ; 

Ne dares he any longer stay. 

But, ere she wakes, hies thence apace. 

Scarce was he gone when she awakes. 

And spies the shepherd standing by ; 

Her bended bow in haste she takes. 

And at the simple swain let fly. 

Forth flew the shaft, and pierced his heart, 

That to the ground he ^11 with pain ; 

Yet up again forthwith he start, 

And to the nymph he ran amahu 

Amazed to see so strange a sight, 

She shot, and shot, but all in vain ; 

The more his wounds, the more his might. 

Love yieldeth strength in midst of pain. 
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Her angry eyes are great with tears, 

She blames her hands, she blames her skill ; 
The bluntness of her shafts she fears. 

And try them on herself she will. 

Take heed, sweet nymph, try not thy shaft ! 

Each little touch will prick the heart : 

Alas ! thou know’st not Cupid’s craft. 

Revenge is joy, the end is smart. 

Yet try she will, and prick some bare ; 

Her hands were gloved, and next to hand 
Was that fair breast, that breast so rare. 

That made the shepherd senseless stand. 

That breast she prick’d, and through that breas 
liove finds an entry lo her heart : 

At feeling of this ncw-come guest, 

Lord ! how the gentle nymph doth start . 

Slie runs not now, she shoots no more ; 

Away she throws both shafts and bow : 

She seeks for that she shunn’d before, 

She thinks the shepherd’s haste too slow. 

Though mountains meet not, lovers may. 

So others do, and so do they; 

The god of love sits on a tree, 

And laughs that pleasant sight to see. 


DESIRE’S GOVERNMENT. 

Wlicre Wit is over-ruled by Will, 

And Will is led by fond Desire, 

There Reason were as good be still. 

As speaking, kindle greater fire. 

For where Desire doth bear the sway. 
The heart must rule, the head obey. 

What boots the cunning pilot’s skill. 

To tell which way to shape their course. 
When he that steers will have his will. 
And drive them where he list perforce ? 
So Reason shews the truth in vain 
Where fond Desire as king dr*th reign. 
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WJIililAM DBUMMOND. 


William Drummond, of Hawthornden, son to Sir John Drummond, was bom 
at that romantic seat near Edinburgh, from which he derives his title. In the 
year 15H5. Hu received his education at the High School and University of 
Edinbitrgh, from which he departed to France, where he studied Civil Law for 
four years. On the expiration of that period he returned to his native resU 
dence, where he devoted his time to the study of the Classics. Having funned 
on attachment to an amiable and beautiful lady, the day of marriage was 
appomted, and a bright prospect of happiness lay before him, but her sudden 
sickness and death blasted his expectations. To soften the anguish of this 
bereavement, he once more left his beautiful and classic seclusion, and travelled 
for eight years through Germany, France, and Italy. He returned to Scotland 
at the commencement of the civil war ; and finding in his forty-fifth year a lady 
who resembled her he had lost, he married her, and spent the remainder of hU 
kfe at Hawthomden. He was highly esteemed by his learned and poetical 
contemporaries ; and Ben Jonson, one of the most distinguished of their number, 
walked into Scotland, In 1619, for the purpose of seeing him, and enjoying his 
conversation. He died on the 4th of December, 1649. 


SONNET. 

That learned Grecian who did so excel 
In knowledge passing sense, that he is named 
Of all the after-worlds divine, doth tell, 

That all the time when first our souls are framed. 

Ere in these mansions blind they come to dwell. 

They live bright rays of that eternal light, 

And others see, know, love, in heaven’s great height ; 
Not toil’d with aught to reason doth rebel. 

It is most true, for straight at the first sight 
My mind me told that in some other place 
It elsewhere saw th’ idea of that face, 

And loved a love of heavenly pure delight. 

What wonder now I feel so fair a flame. 

Since I her loved ere on this earth she came? 


O Fate, conjured to pour your worst on me ! 

O rigorous rigour which doth all confound ! 

With cruel hands ye have cut down the tree, 

And fruit with leaves have scatter’d on the ground. 
A little space of earth my love doth bound : 

That beauty which did raise it to the sky, 

Turn’d in disdained dust, now low doth lie, 

Deaf to my plaints, and seuseless of my wound. 

Ah ! did I live for this ? ah ! did I love ? 

And was’t for this (fierce powers) she did excel — 
That ere she well the sweets of life did prove. 

She should (U>o dear a guest) with darkness dwell ! 
Weak influence of heaven ! what fair is wrought, 
Falls in the prime, and passeth like a tliought. 
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CONSOLATION FOR THE DEATH OF HIS MISTRESS. 

If she be dead, then she of loathsome days 
Hath past the line, whose length but loss bewrays ; 
Then she hath left this filthy stage of care, 

Where pleasures seldom, woe doth still, repair. 

For all the pleasures which it doth contain, 

Not countervail the smallest minute's pain. 

And tell me, thou who dost so much admire 
This little vapour, this poor spark of fire, 

Which life is call'd, what doth it thee bequeath. 

But some few years, which birth draws out to death ? 
Which if thou parallel with lustres run, 

Or those whose courses are but now begun, 

In days great number they shall less appear, 

Tliaij with tlie sea wlieii matched is a tear. 

But why should'st thou heie longer wish to be ? 

One year doth serve all nature’s pomp to see. 

Nay, e\cn one day and night: This moon, that sun, 
Thr)se lesser fires about this round which run, 

Be hut the same, which under Saturn’s reign, 

Did tlie serpentine seasons interchain. 

How oi’t doth life grow less by living long? 

And what excellefti but what dieth young ? 

For age, which all abhor (yet would embrace) 

Doth make the mind as wrinkled as the face. 

Then leave laments, and think thou didst not live 
Laws to that fu st eternal cause to give, 

But to obey those laws which He hath given, 

And bow unlo the just decrees of Heaven, 

Whicli cannot err, whatever foggy mists 
Do Llind men in these sublunary lists. 

But what if slm, for whom thou spends those gi'oans. 
And wastes thy life's dear torch in rulhful moans, 

She, for whose sake thou hat'st the joyful light, 

Courts solitary shades and irksome night. 

Doth live ? Ah ! if thou canst, through tears, a space 
Lift thy dimm’d lights, and look upon this face; 

Look if those eyes which, fool, thou didst adore, 

Shine not more bright than they were wont before. 
Jjook if those roses death could aught impair, 

Tliose roses which thou ouce said’st were so fair ; 

And if these locks have lost aught of that gold. 

Which once they had when thou them didst behold. 

1 live, and happy live, but thou art dead. 

And still shalt be, till thou be like me made. 
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Sweet bird, that sing’st away the early hours 
Of winters past, or coming, void of care, 

Well pleased with delights which present are. 

Fair seasons, budding sprays, sweet-smelling flowers 
To rocks, to springs, to rills, from leafy bowers, 
Thou thy Creator’s goodness dost declare, 

And what dear gifts on thee he did not spare, 

A stain to human sense in sin that lowers. 

What soul can be so sick, which by thy songs 
(Attired in sweetness) sweetly is not driven 
Quite to forget earth's turmoils, spites, and wrongs, 
And lift a reverend eye and thought to heaven ? 

Sweet, artless songster, thou my mind dost raise 

To airs of spheres, yea, and to angels’ lays. 


DEDICATION OF A C HURCH. 

Jerusalem, that place divine. 

The vision of sweet peace is named ; 

In heaven her glorious turrets shine, 

II('r walls of living stones are framed, 

While angels guard her on each side, 

Fit company for such a bride. 

She deck’d in new attire from heaven, 

Her wedding-chamber now descends, 
Prepared in marriage to be given 
To Christ, on whom her joy depends. 

Her walls wherewith she is enclosed. 
And streets are of pure gold composed. 
The gates adorn’d with pearls most bright 
The way to liidden glory show ; 

And thither by the blessed might 
Of faith in Jesus’ merits go. 

All these who are on earth distrest 
Because they have Christ’s name profest. 
These stones the workmen dress and beat. 
Before they throughly polish’d are. 

Then each is in his proper seat 
Establish'd by the builder’s care. 

In this fair frame to stand for ever 
So join’d that them no force can sever. 
To God who sits in highest seat. 

Glory and power given be. 

To Father, Son, and Paraclete, 

Who reign in equal dignity. 

Whose boundless power we still adore. 
And sing their praise for evermore. 
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or A BEK. 

O do not kill that bee 
That thus hath wounded thee ; 

Sweet, it was no despite. 

But hue did him deceive : 

For when thy lips did close, 

He deemed them a rose. 

What wouldst thou further crave ? 

He wanting wit, and blinded with delight, 

Would fain have kissM, but mad with joy did bite. 


UPON A BAY TREE, NOT LONG SINCE GROWING IN THE 1 = INs 
OF VIRCaU S TOMB. 

Those stones which once had trust 
Of Maro’s sacred dust. 

Which now of their first beauty spoil’d are seen, 

Thai they due praise not want, 

Inglorious and remain, 

A Delian tree (fair nature’s only plant) 

Now courts, and shadows with her tresses green : 
Sing lo Pa?an, ye of Phoebus’ train, 

Though Envy, Avarice, Time, your tombs throw down, 
With maiden laurels Nature will them crown. 


UPON A GLASS 

If thou wouldst see threads purer than the gold, 
Where love his wealth doth show — 

But take this glass, and thy fair hair behold : 

If whiteness thou wouldst see more white tlian snow, 
And read on wonder’s book — 

Take but this glass, and on thy forehead look. 
Wouldst thou in winter see a crimson rose, 

Whose thorns do hurt each heart? 

Look but in glass how thy sweet lips do close. 
Wouldst thou see planets which all good impart, 

Or meteors divine ? 

But take this glass, and gaze upon thine een. 

No, planets, rose, snow, gold, can not compare 
With you, dear eyes, lips, brows, and amber hair. 
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Gborob Wither wob born m IfiSS, at Bentworth^iMwr doRcended 

from a family of BubHtance and ceiiBldorRliiDn In Buniiditre. At tiM of bIx. 
t(*en, George was sent to the tudnEerUty of bttt^afler n ihoiri BODoum 

there, and wldle he wasJuBt begtenlng to be eniOBUNped Of aelebne, boiraB sum. 
moned home by his ftoher to the oecupeHooB of lbrmlii|v DlsfUilld at thin 
change, he repaired to London In the hope of Bnrqtiding ^ Court i b0|^ when he 
diNcoTered how completely flattery woe necessary hit sooeop In each a region. 
hiB manly spirit loathed the opndltlons. and htai Ibaghotioii broke foi>h in an 
energetic satire, entitled. Abuses Whip! and Strlpt* bi fboio dkys, however. 
It was dangerous to utter oven the most palpable tmths aflobut ooiivtlerB and 
men in power, and the poet was sent to prison, where he oOOMnuOdfor several 
months But here his peh was not Idle, for, among other productions, he 
wrote his Shepherd*! Hunting, a work abounding in much doqi fetdlng, and 
many admirable touches of poetical beauty. Ho alao com p osed In prison hia 
Satire to the King, a poeoa written in a manly, imoomproalsing spirit, which, 
however, procured him hit liberation. After he had been sot at liberty, he pub- 
lisbed the Hymns and Songs of the Church, a Work undertaken under the pro 
tection of James I , and with the sancUon of one of the highest dignitaries of the 
church. But through the factious opposition of Wither's political enemies, and 
the selfishness of the booksellers.^ whom he complalnod, that they were like 
*‘cruel bee-masters, who bum the poor Athenian bees fiiw tbotr honey"- the 
effort was unsuccessful even several of the clergy Interfered with his design, 
and most uiyuBtly branded hia pious and orthodox effusions with the title of 
' needless Bongs and poplSIi rhymes ’* After this, king James died, and W iiher, 
on the demise of bis royal patron, repaired to the Queen of Bohemia, that ho 
might present to her, with bis own bond, e tnaalatloa of the PsaliUs, whit h he 
had been encouraged by bis late sovereign to render into English verse. 

(In the commencement of the civil war, Wither sold his paternal estate, and 
raised a troop of horse for the service of the parliamerii , but he was taken 
prisoner by the enemy, and would have been executed, but for the interfereni e. 
It 18 said, of Denham the royalist piM t Wither was afterwards Major Gineral 
for Surrey, under Oliver Cromwell, and was rewarded for his satriflcch in bclialf 
of the Commonwealth, by a shari of the sequestrations Ihls, unlortiinatclv, 
he was obliged to refund at the Ileatoration hy which lu was reduced to his 
former poverty He indignantly n munstrated against tlie udustice of the 
new government in stripping liim of his property, and for this he was twice 
imprisoned, first in Newgate, and afterwards in the lower Hcr< he con 
tinued, for three years, to write remonstrances and complaints upon the inli|iiity 
with which ho had been treated , and his representations, although Ineflectiml, 
were but too well grounded At length he was released from prison on the 27tli 
of July, 1003, on giving bond to the lieutenant of the Tower for his good be 
haviour, after which we know nothing of his history, except that he died on the 
2d of May, 1067 

It was iinfortunato fnr the poetical reputation of Wither, that he plunged into 
the troubled sea of war and politics , for his earliest productions are his best 
In these he has deph ted nature, and poured forth the amiable feelings of his 
own heart, in beautifbl, energetic, and approprtatt* languago— language which, 
he tells us, flowed forth without study, as he could not " spend time to put has 
meamng Into other words " But party injunos and party principles, when he 
became a polemical writer, too often Jarred the harmony of Ids feelings, and 
expressed tbemsolvis with the some spontaneity, but in a kss happy style 
Still, however, he clung to the Muse in prosperity and adversity, in freedom and 
bondage, and in prison, when even pen and ink were denied him, he wrote down 
his thoughts with red oclire upon his trencher Few authors have also been more 
vilified and ridiculed, both during his life-timo and after his death , but time, 
although tardily, has at length dont justice to his memory, and he is now reuig. 
niscd us a genuine poet, notwithstanding the unmerited satire of Butler, Pope, 
and their contemporanei 
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S<>N<. <>I THl. MI»H 

Gentlt Nwaiii, ^-ood spood boltill th* e. 
And in U)vi‘ still prospei thou . 

Tutiirc times shall haji])^ call thcc, 
Thouf^li thou lie lU'^lecied now. 

Virtue’s lo\ ers shall coiniiiend llu t , 
And perpetual tame attejid Ua e. 

llapjiy are these woody mountains 
In whose shadows thou dost hide: 

And as happy arc those f nintains 
Ily whose murmurs thou dost bide ; 
For contents are here exeelling-. 

More* than in a princ-e's dwelling. 

There Ihy flocks do clothing- bring tlicu* 
And thy food out of the fields : 

Pretty" songs llu* birds do sing the<* ; 
Sweet j>erhimes llie meadow yiehK 
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And what more is worth the seeing. 

Heaven and earth thy prospect being? 

Thy affection reason measures, 

And distempers none it feeds ; 

Still so harmless arc thy pleasures, 

That no other's grief it breeds. 

And if night begets thee sorrow. 

Seldom stays it till the morrow. 

From Titc Mist} css iif Plaltn cfc. 


RESISTANCE TO THE OPPKESSOU. 

Do I not know a great man’s power and might, 

In spite of innocence, can smother right ; 

C^olour his villanies to get esteem. 

And make the honest man the villain seem ? 

I know it, and the world doth know ‘tis true* ; 

Yet I protest, if smih a man I knew, 

That might my country prcjudic,c, or tlicc, 

Were he the greatest or the proudest he 
''I'hat breathes this day ; if so it might be found 
That any good to eithov might redound, 

I, unappalkid, dare in such a case, 

up his foulest crimes l)efore his fae.e, 

Tlioiigh lor my labour I were sjjre to drop 
Into the mouth of ruin without ho])o. 

Ftum a Sitftic, mUin \\i f/ /o tht kmf; 


THE Srr.niWST SliLPIIEltO 

lienee away, thou Siren, leav»‘ me, 
l*isli ! unclasp these wanton arms; 
Sugar’d words c an ne'er deeei^e me 

(Though thou prove a Ihousaml cliarm--). 
Fie, lie, forbear ; 

No eoinmc)!! snare 
Can e\er ni} affeetitui ehain : 

Thy painted baits. 

And jM)or deceits. 

Arc all bestow'd on me in ^aill. 

• 4 ^ 
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Tin no slave to such as you be ; 

Neither shall that snowy breast, 
Rolling eye, and lip of ruby. 

Ever rob me of my rest : 

Go, go, display 
Thy beauty’s ray, 

To some more-soon enamour’d swain : 
Those common wiles 
Of sighs and smiles 
Are all bestow’d on me in vain. 

I have elsewhere vow’d a duty ; 

Turn away thy tempting eye : 

Show not me a painted beauty : 

These impostures I defy. 

My spirit loaths 
Where gaiuly clothes 
And feigned oaths may love obtain : 

I love her so, 

Whose look swears No, 

That all your labours will be vain. 

Can he prize the tainted posies, 

Wliich on every breast are worn ; 

That may plucik the virgin roses 
From their never-touched thorn ? 

I can go rest 

()u her sweet breast, 

Thai is llie j?ride of Cynthia’s train ; 
Then stay thy tongue. 

Thy mermaid song 
Is all bestow’d on me in vain. 


He 's a fool that basely dallies. 

Where each peasant mates with him : 
Shall I haunt the thronged valleys, 
Whilst there’s noble hills to climb ? 
No, no, though clowns 
Are scared with irowns, 

I know the best can but disdain ; 

And those I’ll prove : 

So will thy love 
Be all bestow’d on me in vain« 
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FEANCIS QUAELES. 


FiiANriK Qiiaklls, one of those pools whose reputation is now only emerfflnfir 
from the obloquy under which it was industriously buried, was bom at Stewards, 
near Uomford, in Essex, in the year 1592. He was educated at Christ’s C'Ollege, 
Cambridge, after which he was entered at Lincoln's Inn; but his purpose in 
studying the law was to be able to arbitrate among his friends and neighbours, 
rather than to follow it us a profession. Ho was appointed cup.bearor to tlie 
Queen of Bohemia (daughter of James I.), and was afterwards secretary to 
Archbishop Usher. On the brooking out of the robellion in Ireland, he fled from 
that kingdom, and, in consequence of the nun of the royal cause in England, 
his property was confiscated. Even this he could have borne ; but the ruin or 
dispersion of his books and manuscripts is supposed to have broken his heart 
Ho died in 1G44. 

The poetry of Quarles has been muck and urdustly ridiculed on account nf 
the fonceiU with whu^h it abounds. But the present age is beginning to rescue 
him from the contumely of heartless critics, and to do justice to his exrclleiic«> 
His verses are wonderfully harmonious fur the period in which lie lived, and 
many passages can bo extracted from his writings which display not only great 
polish, hut the utmost energy of diction and strength of imagination. 


FAITH 

Advance thy shield of Patience to thy head, 

And when Grief strikes, 'twill strike the strike! dead. 
In adverse fortunes, be thou strong and stout, 

And bravely win thyself ; heaven holds not out 
Ilis bow for ever bent ; the disposition 
Of noblest spirit doth, by opjiosition, 
lOxaspenite the more ; a gloomy iiiglit 
Whets on tlie morning to return more hriglit. 
lli a\e minds, oppress'd, should, in despite of Fat(‘, 
Look greatest, like the sun, in lowest stalt;. 

But, ail ! shall God thus strive with flesh and blood ? 
Receives he glory from, or reaps he good 
111 mortals’ ruin, that he leaves man so 
To be o’erwhelin’d by this unequal foe ? 

May not a potter, that, from out tlu! ground, 

Hath framed a vessel, search if it be sound ? 

Or if, by furbishing, he take more pain 
To make it fairer, shall the pot complain ? 

Mortal, thou art but clay ; shall not he, 

That framed thee for his service, season thee ? 

Man, close thy lips ; be thou no undertaker 
Of God’s designs : dispute not with thy Maker 
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FROM A somi. 

TO THE TUNE OF * CUCKOLDS ALL A-HOW.* 


If once that Antichristian crew 
Be crush’d and overthrown, 

We’ll teach the nobles how to crou<‘h. 

And keep the gentry down. 

Ciood manners have an ill rci>ort, 

And turn to pride, wc see ; 

We’ll therefore cry good manners down, 
And hey ! then up go w'c ! 

The name of lord shall be abhon‘'tl. 

For every man ’s a brother ; 

No reason why, in church or state. 

One man should rule another. 

But when the change of government 
Shall set our fingers free. 

We’ll make the wanton sisters stoop, 

And hey ! then up go we ! 

Our cobblers shall translate their souls 
From caves obscure and shady ; 

We’ll make Tom T * * as good as my loi^d, 
And Joan as good as my lady. 

We 11 cnish and fling the marriage ring 
Into the* Roman sec ; 

We’ll ask no bands, but e’en elaj) hands, 
And hey ! then uj) go we ! 


EMBLEM I BOOK Ml 
“my soul hath hi sired THEL in the Nir.HT " 

Good God ! what horrid darkness doth surround 
My groping soul ! how are my senses bound 
In utter shades ; and, muffled from the light. 
Lurk in the bosom of eternal night ! 

The bold-faced lamp of heaven can sot and rise, 
And with his morning glory fill the (yes 
Of gazing mortals ; his victorious ray 
Can chase the shaclows and restore the day : 
Night’s bashful empress, though she often wane. 
As oft repents her darkness, primes again ; 
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And with her circling horns doth re-embraco 
Her brother’s wealth, and orbs her silver face. 

But, ah ! my sun, deep swallow’d in his fall, 

Is set, and cannot shine, nor rise at all : 

My bankrupt wain can beg nor borrow light ; 

Alas ! my darkness is perpetual night. 

Falls have their risings; wanings have their primes, 
And desperate sorrows wait their better times : 

Ebbs have their floods ; and autumns have their springs 
All slates have changes, hurried with the swings 
Of cliancc and time, still riding to and fro : 

Terrestrial bodies, and celestial too. 

How often have I vainly groped about, 

With lengthen'd arms, to find a passage out, 

Tliat I might catch those beams mine eye desires. 

And bathe my soul in these celestial fires ! 

Like as the haggard, cloister’d in her mew, 

To scour her downy robes, and to renew 
Her broken flags, preparing t’ overlook 
The timorous mallard at the sliding brook, 

Jets off from perch to perch ; from stock to ground. 
From ground to window, thus surveying round 
Her dove-bcfcather’d prison, till at length 
Calling her noble birth to mind, and strength 
WhercMo her wing was born, her ragged heak 
Nips off her jangling jesses, strives to break 
Her jingling fetters, and begins to bate 
At every glimpse, and darts at every grate : 

E’en so my weary soul, that long has been 
All inmale in this tenement of sin, 

Lock’d up by cloud-brow'd error, which invites 
My cloister’d thoughts to feed on black delights, 

Now suns her shadows, and begins to dart 
Her wing’d desires at thee, that only art 
Tlie sun she seeks, whose rising beams can fright 
These dusky clouds that make so dark a night. 

Shine forth, great glory, shine ; that I may see, 

Both how to loathe myself, and honour thee : 

But if my weakness force thee to deny 
Thy flames, yet lend tho twilight of thine eye : 

If I must want those beams I wish, yet grant 
That I at least may wish those beams I want. 
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THE VIRGIN TO HER CHILD 

Come, come, my blessed infant, and immure thee 
Within the temple <jf my sacred arms ; 

Secure mine arms, — mine arms shall then secure thee 
From Herod’s fury, or the High Priest's harms ; 

Or if thy ’ danger 'd life sustain a loss, 

My folded arms shall turn thy dying cross. 

Put ah ! what savage tyrant can behold 
The bfvauty of so sweet a face as this is 

And not himself be by himself controll’d. 

And change his fury to a th^msand kisses ! 

One smile of tliine is worth more mines of treasure 
Than tliere were myriacls in the days of Ciesar. 

O had the Tc'trarch, as he knt'W thy birth, 

So known thy stock, he had not thought to paddle 

lu tliy dear hlood ; but jirostrate on the earth, 

Had veil’d his crown before tby royal cradle ; 

And laid the sceptre of his glory down. 

And hegg’d a heavenly fur an e.arthly crown. 

Illustrious babe ! bow is tliy handmaid graced 
With a rich armful ! how dost thou decline 

Thy majesty, that v ert so late embraeod 

Til thy great l eather’s arms, and now in mine I 
How humbly gracious art thou to refresh 
with t hy sjiirit, and assume my flesh I 

But must the treason of a traitor’s hail 
Abuse the sweetnesH of these ruby lips ? 

Shall marble-hearted cruelty assail 

These alabaster sides with knotted whips? 

And must these smiling roses entertain 
Thtj blows of scorn, and flirts of base disdain ? 

Ah! must these dainty little springs, that twine 
So fast about thy neck, be pierced and torn 

With ragged nails ; and must these brows resign 
Their crown of glory for a cro'wn of thorn ? 

Ah ! must the blessed infant taste the pain 
Of death's injurious pangs ; nay, worse, be slain ? 

Sweet babe ! at what dear rate do wretched I 
Commit a sin ! Lord, every sin ’s a dart ; 

And every trespass lets a javelin fly ; 

And every javelin wounds thy bleeding heart. 
Pardon, sweet babe, what I have done amiss ; 

And seal that granted pardon 'with a kiss. 

From the Emldeme. 
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George Herbert, who was brother of the celebrated Lord Herbert of Cher- 
bury, WHM horn at Montgomery Castle, in Wales, on April 3rd, 1593, and woe 
eduf-atod at Westminster school, and afterwards at Trinity College, Cambridge. 
His first aim was to succeed in life as a courtier, and for this purpose he lngra< 
tinted himself into Llic favour of James 1., who rewarded his services with a 
sinecure worth 150/. |>er annum. But on the death of the king, and his prin. 
cipnl court patrons, he renounced his ambitious hopes, and resolved to devote 
himsicll to the church, for which purpose he resumed his theological studies, and 
obtained the prebendary of Leighton Bromswold, in the diocese of I Jncoln, and 
subsequently the living of Benierton. After a life of apostolic piety and dili- 
gence in the oflire of a country pastor, he died in February lfi32. The popu- 
larily of Ilerhcrl in his own day won extravagantly great; hut much of this 
may be attributed to his personal character, aiul perhaps still niori' ui it to tiie 
perverted taste of the age which Herbert has in many cases gratified to its 
utmost extreme. Hence the wings and altar-piert^ into wliicii he moulded the 
shape of hiik verses, and the strange parallels which he delighted in establishing. 
Ill consequence of these defects his poetry, althougli often striking and heau- 
tilulj is inferior to that of Quarles, W^itlier, and Crashaw'. 


SIN. 

Lord, with what care hast thou begirt us round ! 

Parents first season us ; then schoolmasters 
Deliver us to laws ; they send us bound 
To rules of reason, holy messengers, 

Pulpits and Sundays, sorrow dogging sin, 
Afflictions sorted, anguish of all sizes, 

Fine nets and stratagems to catch us in, 

Bibles laid open, millions of surprises, 
Blessings beforehand, ties of gralelulruiss, 

The sound of glory ringing in our ears : 
Without, our shame ; within, our consciences ; 
Angels and grace, eternal hopes and fears. 

Yet all these fences and their whole array 
One cunning bosom '•sin blows quite away. 


LOVE. 

Immortal Love, author of this gi-eat frame, 

Sprung from that beauty which can never fade ; 
How hath man parcell’d out thy glorious name. 

And thrown it on that dust which thou hast made. 



KEBBEBT. 


While mortal love doth all the title gain ! 

Which siding with invention, they together 
Bear all the sway, possessing heart and brain 

(Thy workmanship), and give thee share in neither. 

Wit fancies beauty, beauty raiseth wit : 

The world is theirs ; they two play out the game, 
Tliou standing by ; and though thy glorious name 
Wrought our deliverance from th’ infernal pit, 

WIk> sings thy praise ? — only a scarf or glove 
Doth warm our hands, and make them write of love 


APOLOGY FOR SACRED POETRY. 

Who says that fit-tions only and false hair 

Become a verse V Is there in Truth no beauty ? 
Is all good structure in a winding stair? 

May no lines pass except they do their duty 
Not to a true, but j>aiuted chair? 

Is it no verse, except cxchanted groves 

And sudden arbours shadow coarse-spun lines? 
Must purling streams refresh a lover’s loves? 

Musi all be veil'd, while he that reads, divines 
Catching the sense at two removes? 

Shepherds arc honest people ; let them sing : 

Riddle who list, for me, and pull for prime : 

I envy no man’s nightingale or spring ; 

Nor let them punish me with loss of rhyme. 

Who plainly say. My God^ my Kmg, 


EMPLOYMENT. 

If, as a flower doth spread and die, 

Thou wouldst extend me to some good, 
Before I were by frost’s extremity 

Nipt in the bud ; 

The sweetness and the praise were thine : 

But the extension and the room 
Which in thy garland I should fill, were mine 
At thy great doom. 



H£IIBERT. 


Kor as thou dost impart thy grace, 

The greater sliall our glory be. 

The measure of our joys is in this place, 

The stuff with thee. 

Let me not languish then, and spend 
A life as barren to thy praise 
As is the dust, to wliich that life doth tend. 
But with delays. 

All things are busy ; only I 

Neither bring honey with the bees, 

Nor flowers to make that, nor the husbandry 
To watei these. 

1 am no link of thy gi eat chain. 

But all my company is a weed. 

Lord, place me in thy conceit ; give one strain 
To my poor reed. 


VTUTIJI-. 

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright. 

The bri<lal of (he earth and sky, 

Sweet dews shall weep thy fall to-night, 
For thou must die. 

Sweet rose, whose hue, angry and biave. 
Bids the rash gazer wipe his c'yc'., 

Thy root is ever in its grave. 

And thou must die. 

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses, 
A box where sweets eoinpacled lie ; 

My music shows you have your closes. 
And all must die. 

Only a sweet and virtuous soul, 
liike season'd timber, never gives. 

But \vheii the whoh- world turns to coal. 
Then chiefly Incs. 
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Thu poet, It li supposed, was born In London, where his father was a clergy. 
mmn of high reputation. The year in which he was bom is unknown ; but it is 
supposed to have been about 1615. He was educated lat the Charter House, 
imJ afterwards became a Fellow of Peter House, Cambridge ; but from the 
latter place ho was ejected by the Parliamentary army in 1644. He had been 
already distinguished as an eloquent and persuasive preacher ; It is possible, 
however, that the injury he had susUined from the Puritan party acting upon 
on enthusiastic temperament, produced the change that followed ; for he aban. 
doned England for France, and abjured the Protestant faith for tliat of the 
Church of Rome. As he was in a comparatively destitute condition, the Queen 
of Charles 1., who interested herself In his fortunes, advised him to repair to 
Italy in order to better his condition. Ho went thither accordingly, and became 
secretary to a cardinal ; but in consequence of his remonstrances with the mein, 
bers of the cardinal’s retinue on account of their dissolute conduct, his life erui 
menaced, so that to escape their violence hi- was obliged to repair on a pilgrim 
age to I.ioretto. He overheated himself on the journey, and died a few weeks 
after his arrival, not without suspicion of iiaving been poisoned by his enemies. 

Tliere is a richness and melody in the poetry of Crashaw to which we can 
scarcely And a parallel among the religious poets of the period , and in some of 
his descriptions, he seems to have caught the very spirit in which Milton con- 
ceived the brightest passages of his Paradise T<ost. It is unfortunate, however, 
that his fancy was so unconstrained, and his taste so perverted, that he is soldotn 
equal throughout ai)y of his poems ; and even the most beautiful of his ideas 
frequently terminate in a perplexing maze, or sink into absolute bathos. In the 
extract whicli we have given from his uclightful poem. On the Assumption of 
the Virgin, the reader will not foil to remark the zeal of Crashaw for his adopted 
i-rec-d, 011(1 the fam-iful application which he could make of the Song of Solomon 
to sunctiun one of the must untenable dogmas of his church. 


THE nativity 

We saw thee in thy balmy nest 
Bright dawn of our eternal day ! 

We saw thine eyes break from their east, 
And ehase the trembling shades away. 

We saw thee, and we blest the sight ; 

We saw thee by thine own sweet light. 

Poor world (said I), what wilt thou do 
To entertain this starry stranger ! 

Is this the best thou canst bestow, 

A cold, and not too cleanly, manger ? 

Contend ye powers of heav’n and earth 

To fit a bed for this huge birth. 

Proud world (said I), cease your contest. 
And let the mighty Babe alone ; 

The pheenix builds the plioDiiix’ nest, 
Love’s architecture is all one ; 

The Babe whose birth embraves this morn, 

Made his own bed ore he was born. 
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I saw the curl’d drops, soft and slow. 

Come hovering o’er the place’s head. 

Offering their whitest sheets of snow. 

To furnish the fair Infant's bed : 

Forbear (said I), be not too bold, 

Your fleece is white, but ’tis too cold. 

I saw the obsequious Seraphims 
Their rosy fleece of fire bestow, 

For Avell they now can spare their wings. 

Since Heaven itself lies liere below ; 

Well done (said I) ; but are you sure 
Your down, so warm, will pass for pure? 

No, no, your King’s not yet to seek 
Where to repose his royal head ; 

See, see, how soon his new bloom’d ehc'ek 
’Twixt ’s mother’s breasts is gone to bed : 
Sweet clioice (said I), ikj way but so, 

Not to lie cold, yet sleep in snow. 

Yet when young April’s husband showers 
Shall bless the fruitful Maia’s ]jed, 

W e’ll bring the first-born of her flowers 
To kiss tliy feet, and crown thy head. 

To thee, dread Lamb ! whose love must keep 
The shepherds more than they their shi^ep. 

From a Ili/mn of the Nativiti/ 


ON THE ASSUMPTION OF THE VIRGIN MARY. 

Hark ! she is call’d, the parting hour is come : 

Take thy farewell, poor world ! heav’n must go home, 

A piece of heav’nly earth, purer and brighter 
Than the chaste stars, whose clioice lamps come to lighf 
her, 

While through the crystal orbs, clearer than they. 

She climbs, and makes a far more milky way. 

She's call’d. Hark ! how the dear immortal dove 
Sighs to his silver mate. Rise up my love. 

Rise up my fair, my spotless one. 

The winter’s past, the rain is gone : 

The spring is come, the flowers appear, 

No sweets but thou are wanting here. 

Come away my love, 

Come away my dove, 

Cast off delay : 
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The. court of heav’n is come, 

To wait upon thee home ; 

Come, come away. 

The flowers appear. 

Or quickly would, were thou once here. 
Tlic‘ spring is come ; or if it stay, 

’Tis to keep time with thy delay. 


lo J'HE MORNINO SATjSI- ACTION FOR SLEEP. 

Wliat succour can I hope the muse will send. 
Whose drowsiness hath wron^r'd the muse's friend f 
What hope, Aurora, to propitiate thee, 

Iljilt^ss the muse sin^ my apolo^ ? 

( ), in that niorning of my shame when I 
I jay folded up in sleep’s captivity, 

How' at the slight did’st thou draw back thine eyes, 
Inlo thy modest veil? how did'st thou rise 
Twice dyed in thine own blushes, and did'st run 
To draw the curtains, and awake the sun ? 

WHio rousing his illustrious tresses c;ame, 

And seeing the loath’d object, hid for shame 
Ilis head in thy fair bosom, and still hides 
Me fiom Ids patronage ; I pray, he chides : 

And j»oinling to dull Morpheus, bids me take 
My own Apollo, try if I can make 
Ilis luctlie be iny Helicon ; and see 
If Morpheus have a muse to wait on me. 

Hence ’tis my humble fancy finds no wings, 

No nimble rapture starts to heaven and brings 
Enthusiastic flames, such as can give 
INIarrow to my plump genius, makfi it live 
Hrest in the glorious madness of a muse. 

Whose feet can walk the milky way, and choose 
Her starry throne ; w^hosc holy heats can warm 
The grave, and hold up an exalted arm 
To lift me from my lazy urn, to climb 
Upon the stooping shoulders of old time, 

And trace eternity. — But all is dead, 

All tlves^i delicious hopes are buried 
In the deep wrinkles of his angry brow, 

Where mercy cannot find them : but, O ! thou 
Bright lady of the morn, pity doth lie 
So warm in thy soft breast it cannot die. 
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Have mercy then, and when he next shall rise 
O ! meet the angry god, invade his eyes, 

And stroke his radiant cheeks ; one timely kiss 
Will kill his anger, and revive my bliss. 

So to the treasure of thy pearly dew. 

Thrice will I pay three tears, to show how true 
My grief is ; so my wakeful lay shall knock 
At th’ oriental gates ; and duly mock 
The early lark’s shrill orizons, to be 
An anthem at the day’s nativity'. 

And the same rosy-finger’d hand of thine. 

That shuts night’s dying eyes, shall open miin*. 

But thou, faint god of sleep, forget that I 
Was ever known to be thy votary. 

No more my pillow shall thine altar be. 

Nor will I offer any more to thee 
Myself a melting sacriiice ; I’m born 
Again a fresh child of the buxom morn, 

Heir of the sun’s first beams; why threat'st thou so? 
Why dost thou shake thy leaden sceptre ? gf), 
Bestow thy poppy upon wakeful woe, 

Sickness, and sorrow, whose pale lids ne’er know 
Thy downy finger : dwell upon their eyes, 

Shut in their tears ; shut out their miseries. 


THE APOSTOLIC SPIWIT INVOKED. 

O that it were as it was wont to be ! 

When thy old friends of fire, all full of thee 
Fought against frowns with smiles, gave glorious chase 
To persecutions, and against the face 
Of death, and fiercest dangers, durst with brave 
And sober pace, march on to meet a grave. 

On their bold breasts about the world they bore thee, 
And to tlic teeth of hell stood up to teach thee; 

In centre of their inmost souls they wore thee, 

Where racks and torments strived in vain to reach thee. 
Little, alas ! thought they 
Who tore the fair breasts of thy friends, 

Their fury but made way 
For thee ; and served therein thy glorious ends. 



THOMAS CAREW. 


73 


The year of this poet’s birth cancot be ascertained. He was descended from 
the ancient family of Corew, in Devonshire ; and after having spent some time 
at Corpus Christi College, Oxford, he perfected his education by foreign travel. 
At his return, he become a favourite at court on account of bis elegance, wit, 
and talents, and was patronized by Charles L, who appointed him Gentleman 
of the ]*rivy Chamber, and Sower in Ordinary. He was held in high estimation 
by the literary characters of the day, and his merits are honourably recorded by 
Clarendon in his Life and Continuation. Carew died in l(i39. 


TO niE NEW YEAU, FOR THE COUNTESS OF CAULlSLI. 

Give Lucinda pearl nor stone, 

Lend tlu'in li^ht who else lia\'c none : 

Let her beauty shine alone. 

Gums nor spice bring from the east, 

For the Phamix in her breast 
Builds his funeral pile and iK'st. 

No rich ’tire thou canst invent 
Shall to grace her form be sent ; 

She adorns all ornament. 

Give her nothing, but restore 
Tliose sweet smiles which heretofore 
In her cheerful eyes she wore. 

Drive those envious clouds away. 

Veils that have o’ercast my day, 

And eclii)sed her brighter ray. 

Let the royal Goth mow down 
This year’s harvest with his own 
Sword, and spare Lucinda's frown. 

Janus, if, when next I trace 
Those sweet lines, I in her face 
Bead the charier of my grace ; 

Then, irom bright Apollo’s tree, 

Such a garland wreath’d shall be 
As shall crown both her and thee. 
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THE PROTESTATION. 


No more shall meads be deck’d with flowers, 
Nor sweetness dwell in rosy bowers ; 

Nor greenest buds on branches spring, 

Nor warbling birds delight to sing ; 

Nor April violets paint the grove, 

If 1 forsake my Celia’s love. 

The fish sliall in the ocean burn, 

And fountains sweet shall bitter turn ; 

The humble oak iii> flood shall know 
Wlien floods shall highest hills o’erflow ; 
Black l^ethe shall oblivion leave. 

If e’er ray Celia I deceive. 

IjOVC shall his bow and shaft lay by. 

And Venus’ doves want wings to fly ; 

The sun refuse to show his light, 

And day shall then be turn’d to night, 

And in that night no star appear, 

If once I leave my Celia dear. 

Love shall no more inhabit earth. 

Nor lovers more shall love for worth ; 

Nor joy above in heaven dwell, 

Nor pain torment poor souls in hell ; 

Grim death no more shall horrid prove, 

If e’er 1 leave bright Celia’s love. 


THE PRIMROSE. 

Ask me why I send you here 
This firstling of the infant year ; 

Ask me why I send to you 

This primrose all bepearl’d with dew ; 

I straight will whisper in your oars. 

The sweets of love are wash’d with teais. 
Ask me why this flower doth show 
So yellow, green, and sickly too ; 

Ask me why the stalk is weak, 

And bending, yet it doth not break ; 

1 must tell you, these discover 
What doubts and fears are in a lover. 
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ELEGY ON LADY MARIA WENTWORTH, El-DEST DAUGHTER 
or THOMAS, EARL OF ULEVELAND. 

Anti here the precious dust is laid. 

Whose purcly-temper’d clay was made 
So line, that it the guest betray’d. 

Else the soul grew so fast within. 

It broke the outward shell of sin. 

And so was hatch’d a clicrubin. 

Ill height it soar’d to God above, 

In depth it did to knowledge move. 

And spread in breadth to general love. 

Before, a pious duly shined 
To parents ; courtesy, behind ; 

Gii either side, on equal mind. 

Good to the poor, to kindred dear, 

To servants kind, to fricndsliip clear, 

To nothing but herself severe. 

So though a virgin, yet a bride 
Tt) every grace, she justified 
A cliaste polj^gainy, and died. 

Learn from hence (reader) wliat small trust 
We owe this world, where Virtue must, 

Frail as our flesh, crumble to dust. 
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SIR .TOIFN SllCKLINC 


Sill John SiiCKLiNn was born nt WithaVn, in MuIcHorpx, in 1G(K). His early 
life liiid somelliing marvellous in it, aceur JiiiK to his contemporaries, who reluteil 
strimgp instuTif-ps of the precocity of his talents, so that at fifteen he must have 
been u genius of iio common mark. Nor was his youth without enterprise and 
adventure; for before he had finished his twentieth year, he had travelleil 
through u considenible part of Europe, visited its prinripal Courts, and served as 
a volunteer under the great Oustavna Adolphus in several engagements. On 
his return to England, young, gay, and accomplished, and with a high reputa- 
tion, lie nuliirully became a universal favourite, and basked in the smiles of the 
court, until the civil war commenced, when he joined the unfortunate Charles I., 
with a hundred horsemen magnificently equipped ut his own expense. Bui tins 
gay troop was too fine fur active service, and only excited the derision of both 
friends and enemies. He was so active an adherent of the king, however, that 
the House of Commons was about to arrest him, upon which he fled to b'ranee. 
(>n the way to Pans, his servant robbed him at an inn while he slept; and 
knowing the ardent temper of his master, the villain stuck the blade of u small 
knife into one of Sir John’s hoots. When the kniglii awoke, ho booted himself 
in haste to pursue the fugitive ; hut a wound was the consequence, of which 
he duMl on the 7th of Miiv, Kill. 

'J’he poetry of Sir John Suckling is light, gay, and sparkling, like llial which 
w:m afterwards cultivated sit the Ueslorution , but, like It also, il is not mi'ndy 
SI. lined, hut embueJ, with an irreligious and licentious spirit li's productions, 
tlierelure, whn li were universally prized during the period of Charles II., can 
only ullord for the general reading of llie present age a few c.irefuliy selected 
extracts 


SON(J. 


No, no, fair heretic, it needs imisl he 
But an ill love in me, 

And worse for thee ; 

For were it in power 
To love lhet‘ now this hour. 

More than I did tlic last ; 

I would then so fall 

I might not love at all ; 

Tiove that can flow, and can admit increase, 
Admits as well an ehb, and may grow less. 

True love is still the same ; the torrid zones, 

And those more frigid ones 
It must not know; 

For love grown cold or hot 

Is lust or friendship, not 
The thing we have, 

For that’s a flame would die 
Held down, or up too high : 

Thi'ii think I love more tlian I can express. 

And would love more, could I but love thee less. 
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DESCRIPTION OF A BRIDE. 

But wot you what ? the youth was going 
To make an end of all his wooing ; 

The parson for him staid : 

Yet by his leave, for all his haste. 

He did not so much wish all past 

(Perchance) as did the maid. 

The maid— and thereby hangs a tale — 

For such a maid no Whitson ale 

Could ever yet produce : 

No grape that’s kindly ripe, could be 
So round, so plump, so soft, as she, 

Nor half so full of juice. 

Her finger was so small, the ring 
Would not stay on which they did bring. 

It was too wide a peck : 

And to say truth (for out it must) 

It look’d like the gre.at collar (just) 

About our 3^oung colt’s neck. 

Her feet beneath her petticoat. 

Like little mice stole in and out. 

As if they fear'd the light : 

But oh ! she dances such a way I 
No sun upon an Easter Day, 

Is half so fine a sight. 

Her cheeks so rare a white was on, 

No daizy makes comparison 

(Who sees them is undone), 

For streaks of red were mingled there. 

Such as are on a Katherine pear. 

The side that ’b next the sun. 

Her lips were red, and one was thin 
Compared to that was next her chin. 

Some bee had stung it newly. 

But (Dick) her eyes so guard her fact;, 

I durst no more upon them gaze. 

Than on the sun in July. 

Her mouth so small when she does speak, 
Thou’dst swear her teeth her words did break, 
That they might passage get, 

But she so handled still the matter. 

They came as good as ours, or better. 

And are not spent a whit. 
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SIEGE OF A HEART. 

Tis now, since I sat down before 
That foolish fort, a heart, 

(Time strangely spent !) a year and more, 

And still I did my part. 

]Madc my approaches, from her hand 
Unto her lip did rise, 

And did already understand 
The language of her eyes. 

Proeeeded on with no less art, 

My tongue was engineer ; 

I thought to undermine the heart 
By whispering in the ear. 

When this did nothing, I brought down 
Great cannon oaths, and shot 
A thousand thousand to the town, 

And still it yielded not. 

I then resolved to starve the place 
By cutting off all kisses. 

Praising and gazing on her face, 

And all such little blisses. 

To draw her out, and from her strength, 

I drew all batteries in : 

And brought myself to lie at length 
As if no siege had been. 

When 1 had done what man could do, 

And tliought the place mine own, 

The enemy lay (juiet too. 

And smiled at all was done. 

I sent to know from whence and where. 

These hojjcs, and this relief? 

A spy inform’d, Honour was there, 

And did command in chief. 

March, march (quoth I), the word straight give, 
Lict ’s lose no time, hut leave her ; 

That giant upon air will live. 

And hold it out for ever. 

To such a place our camp remove 
As will not siege abide ; 

I hate a fool that starves lier love 
Only to feed her pride. 
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SONG. 

I pr’ythee spare me, gentle boy ! 

Press me no more for that slight toy, 

That foolish trifle of an heart ; 

I swear it will not do its part. 

Though thou dost thine, employ’st thy power and art. 

For through long custom it has known 
The little secrets, and is grown 
Sullen and wise, will have its will. 

And, like old hawks, pursues that still 

Which makes least sport, flies only wherc’t can kill. 

Some youth that has not made h»R story. 

Will think perchance the pain ’s the glory; 

And mannerly sit out Love's feast ; 

I shall be carving of the beat. 

Rudely call for the last course ’fore the rest. 

And oh ! when once that course is past, 

How short a time the feast doth last ! 

Men rise away, anti scarce say grace, 

Or civilly once thank the face 

That did invite ; but seek another place. 


PEIUURY EXCUSED 

Alas, it is too late ! I can no more 
Love now, than I loved before 
My Flora, ’tis my fate, not I ; 

And what you call contempt, is destiny. 

I am no monster sure, I cannot shew 
Two hearths, one I already owe : 

And I have bound myself with oaths, and vow’d 
Oft’ner, I fear, than heaven has o’er allow’d. 
That faces now should work no more on me. 
Than if they could not charm, or I not see. 

And shall I break ’em? shall I think you can 
Love, if I could, so foul a peijured man ? 

Oh no, ’tis equally impossible that I 
Should love again, or you love peijury. 
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This indefatigable author, who waa by turns soldier, projector, theatrical 
manager, and political envoy, wa^ bom at Oxford in 1605, and was the son of 
an inukceppr, who was also mayor of that city. At the age of sixteen, he was 
entered a member of Lincoln College* where poetry allured his attention to the 
exclusion of logic, and other severe branches of scholarship. His stay at the 
University, however, was brief, and, on leaving it, he came to London, like the 
other fortune-hunting youths of that stirring age, in quest of patronage and ad- 
vancement. Here, after several changes, he commenced writer for the stage ; 
and hiH efforts in this department secured him the approbation of the wits of tiie 
day, as well as the patronage of several influential persons, so that after the 
death of Ben Jonson, he was promoted to the Laureateship in 1C38. The civil war, 
however, soon interrupted the tuneful avocations of the poet, and Davenant, 
taking up arms in behalf of the royal cause, behaved so gallantly at the siege of 
Gloucester, that he received the honour of knighthood. C>n the rum of liis 
party lie flod to France, and was employed as an envoy between the tjueen and 
Charles I. At lust, by the advice of her Majesty, he collected a body of unem- 
ployed artifleors, with whom ho embarked for the loyal colony of Virginia ; but 
he was intercepted by an English ship of war, and sent prisoner to Cowes Custle 
in the Isle of Wight, with the disagreeable prospect of being arraigned, and 
executed as a trailor. Such, however, was his energy of character, that with 
death luntinually confronting him, he employed the hours of captivity in con- 
tinuing the heroic poem of Oondibert, the two first books of which he had pre- 
viously written in Pans At the earnest Intercession of several influential 
persons of the Republican party, to whom he had shown kindness during the 
civil war, he received a full pardon ; and on being set at large, he reaiimed his 
dramatic occupations of theatrical manager and dramatic author, which he con- 
tinucd till his death lie died on the 7th of April, I COS, and wius interied in 
Westminster Abbey The pociual reputation of I>avcnanl chiefly depends 
upon his Crondibert, an unfinished heroic or rather romantic poem, a work rich 
in poetical lieuutics, but which has been suffered to full into neglect on account 
of the measure in whidi it is written, and the eccentriciticB of sentiment and 
style witli which it is often disfigured 


BENEFIT OF POKl'in 

By what bold passion am I ludely led, 

Like Fame’s too curious and officious spy, 

AVhere I these rolls in her dark closet read. 

Where worthies wrapp’d in Time’s disguises lie ? 

Why should wc now their shady curtains draw, 

Who by a wise retirement hence are freed, 

And gone to lands exempt from Nature's law, 

Where Love no more can mourn, or Valour bleed ? 

Why to this stormy world from their long rest, 

Are these recall’d to be again displeased, 

Where, during Nature’s reign, we arc opprest. 

Till we by Death’s high privilege are eased ? 
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Is it to boast lhat verse has chemic pow’r. 

And that its rage (which is productive heat) 

Can these revive, as chemists raise a flow’r. 

Whose scatter’d parts their glass presents complete 

Though in these worthies gone, valour and love, 

Did chastely as in sacred temples meet. 

Such revived patterns us no more improve 

Than How’rs so raised by chemists make us sweet. 

Yet wlien the soul’s disease we desp’rate find, 

Poets tlie old reiiown’d phj'‘^icians arc. 

Who for the. sickly habits of the mind. 

Examples as the ancient cure prepare. 

And bravely then physicians honour gain, 

When to the world diseases cureless seem. 

And they (in sciciiee valiant) ne’er retrain 
Art’s war with nature, till they life redeem. 

But poets their accustom’d task have long 
Forborne (who for examples did dispers<i 

The heroes’ virtues in heroic song). 

And now think virtue sick, past (;ure of verse. 

Yet to this desp’rate cure I will proceed, 

Such patterns show as shall not fail to move ; 

Shall teach thee valiant patience when they bleed. 
And hapless lovers constancy in love. 

As rivers to their ruin hasty be. 

So life (still earnest, loud, and swift) runs post 

To the vast gulf of death, as they to sea. 

And vainly travels to be quickly lost. 

From Gundtbert : Book /. Canto IF, 


DESCRiei'lON OF A LF.ADF.R, 

For aid of action he obedience taught. 

And silent patience for affliction’s cure ; 

He praised my courage wlien I boldly fought. 

But said, they conquer most, that most endure. 

The toils of diligence as much approved 

As valour’s self, or th’ arts her practice gains ; 
The care of men, more than of glory , loved ; 
Success rewarded, and successless pains. 

F 
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To joyful victors quenching waters sent, 

Delightful wine to their lamenting slaves ; 

For feasts have more brave lives than famine spent, 
And temp'rance more than trench or armour saves. 

Valour his mistress, Caution was his friend ; 

Both to their difTreiit seasons he applied ; 

The first he loved, on th’ other did depend ; 

The first made worth uneasy by her pride. 

Ho to Bubmiss devotion more was giv’n 

After a battle gain'd, than ere ’twas fought ; 

As if it nobler were to thank high Heav’n 

For favours past, than bow for bounty sought. 

From GomUbert : Book 1. Canto VI. 


CONSCIENCE 

For though the plain judge, Conscience, mokes no show. 
But silently to her dark session comes, 

Not as red law docs to arraignment go, 

Or war to execution with loud drums ; 

Though she on hills sets not her gibbets high, 

Where frightful law sets her's ; nor bloody seems 
Like war in colours spread, yet secretly 

She does her work, and many men condemns. 

Choaks in the seed, what law till ripe ne’er secs ; 

What law would punish, conscience can prevent ; 

And so the world from many mischiefs frees ; 

Known by her cures, as law by punishment. 

From^Uondibert . Book II. Canto /. 


SONG. 

The lark now leaves his wat’ry nest. 

And, climbing, shakes his dewy wings ; 
He takes this window for tlie east ; 

And to implore your light, he sings. 
Awake, awake, the morn will never rise, 
Till she can dress her beauty at your eyes. 
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The merchant bows unto the seaman’s star, 

The ploughman from the sun his season takes ; 
Blit still the lover wonders what they arc, 

Who look for day before his mistress wakes. 
Awake, awake, break through your vails of lawn ! 
Then dtaw your curtains, and begin the dawn. 


EPITAVH ON MRS. KATHERFNE CROSS, BURIED IN FRANCE. 

Within this hallow’d ground this seed is sown. 

Of such u flow’r, though fall’n ere fully blown, 

As will when doom (the saint’s first spring) appears, 

Be sweet as those which heaven’s choice bosom wears. 
Sweeter in wither’d death than fresh flow’rs are ; 

A iid through death’s foul and frightful vizard fair ; 

As calm in life as others in death’s shade: 

So silent, that her tongue seem’d only made 
For precepts, weigh’d us those in wisest books: 

Yet nought that silence lost us ; for her looks 
Persuaded more than others by their speech; 

Yet more by deeds than words she loved 1o teach. 

This fair flower’s seed let none remove till doom ; 

No, though to make some gi’cat dead princess room. 
The world’s triumphant courts prefer high birtli ; 

But saints in death’s low palace, under earth, 

May claim chief place ; she was a stranger here, 

And born within opinion’s giddy sphere ; 

A land where many, whilst they are alive, 

Profanely for the style of saintship strive 
From others, and themseh es as saints esteem ; 

Yet sainting after death, profaneness deem ; 

Thence, young, she from the sinful living fled 
For safety here among the sinless dead. 

Near to this blessed stranger’s lowly tomb. 

Who dares for neighbourhood presume to come ? 
Unless, as her religious proselyte. 

Her mother challenge a just tenant’s right. 
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Hb was born In St. Dunttan'i pulih, London, In 161^, and waa the aon of a 
citizen, who died before the birth of aon; but tbiaberearement of the future 
eminent poet was compensated by the care of Cowley's mother, who strained her 
scanty means to procure him a liberal education. For this sacriflee she was well 
rewarded, aa she lived long enough to witness the dlatlnctlon with which her son 
was ultimately crowned. The flrat impulse which the mind of Cowley received 
towards poetry, was from an accidental circumstance. In the window of his 
mother's apartment lay a copy of Spenser’s Faery Queen ; and over the pages 
of this work the young boy pored with such^enthuslasm, that, as he tells us, he 
became Irrecoverably a poet. And tliis spirit was not long in manifesting itself, 
for a volume of bis poems was written and printed in his thirteenth year, among 
which was the trogicsl History of Pyramus and Thlsbe, composed when he was 
only ten years old. While a mere school-boy, also, he produced a comedy colled 
I^ive's Riddle, which was not published until he had removed'to tlie University 
of Cambridge. At this seat of leamlt^, his love of poetry continued to grow 
and strengthen, so that while still a young student, he composed the greater part 
of his DavldeLs,awork In which the literary materials alone indirate a high state 
of scholarship, and great diligence and application. At Cambridge, also, at the 
age of twenty, he published, besides Love’s lliddle, a l,atlii comedy, cntitlod 
Nat^firagium Joculare. Thus, at a period when other poets ore only beginning 
to try their powers, he had produced several works of great mt>-it, and entitled 
himself to a distinguished station among the poets of England. 

A period of public trouble and eaertion ensued, that pervaded the peace- 
ful haunts of learning, as well as the noisy courts of politiial controversy; 
aud in 1C43, Cowley, who was now Master of Arts, was ejected from the univer. 
sity by the parliament, on account of his adherence to the ro>al cause. In 
reward of this attachment to loyal principles, he obtained the iuvnur of the 
cliief royalists, and was appointed secretary to Lord Jermyn, ui Turls, in 
consequence of which tho letters between Charles 1. and the Queen, passed 
through his hands As his ofncial duties expired in lie roturiicd to London, 
but shortly after h is arrival he was appreheuded and tJiroi^n into prison Ho 
submitted however to the ruling pouers, and was released. At the dissolution 
of the Protectorate, Viy the death of Oliver Cromwell, Cowley relumed to France, 
and remained there till the Itestoration, an event Iroin which he expected a re- 
ward fur all his labours and troubles. But this was ilie era ot oblivion, and past 
benefits, as well as past injuries, were in a gri-at ineusure forgotten. He retired 
with II spirit embittered by disapiHiiiitment, first to Burn-elms, and afterwards 
to Chertsey, m Surrey. It is graltlying however to add, that after a short inter- 
val, he procured, through the uiterest of the Earl of St. Alban’s (formerly Lord 
Jermyn) and the Duke of Buckingham, a lease of the Queen’s lands upon such 
easy terms, as aflurded him a comfoTlable revenue for the rest of his days. Ho 
died at the I’orcli House, in Chnrtsey, on, the 28th of July, lGG7,and was interred 
with great pomp in Westminster Abbey, a miiltiliidu of uoblus attending the 
procession. Charles II., by whom the devoted poet had been so ungratefully 
requited, might bo said to pronounce bis funeral eulogium when he declared. 
That Cowley had not left a better man behind him in England. 

Tho poetical works of Cowley, besides those already mentioned, were, Tho 
Mistress, The Chronicle, The Miscellanies, The Book of Plants, and Anacreontics. 
He belonged unfortunately to the metaphysical school of poetry, a class that 
appeared about the beginning of the seventeenth century, and whose produc- 
tions abounded with far-fetched conceits and extravagant hyperboles, rather 
than truth and simplicity. This perversity, indeed, would of itself have been os 
ihorulived us it was unnatural, had it not boon for tho sanction which it received 
from our poet, who exerted the utmost of his ingeiniity to gratify and confirm 
the prevailing taste . But notwithstanding these defects, with which Cowley is 
frequently chargeable, there is a fund of real nature and feeling, as well as of 
grandeur and beauty in his productions, which will always give them an eminent 
rank in the poetry of England. 
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THE HEART FLED AGAIN 

r^'alsL', foi>lish heart ! didst thou not say. 

That thou wouid’st never leave nu‘ more 
Behold ! again ’tis tied away, 

Pled as far from me as before. 

I strove to bring it back again ; 

1 cried and hollow'd after it in vain. 

Kv’n so the gentle Tyrian dame. 

When neither grief nor love prevail, 

Saw the dear object of hci flame, 

Th’ ingrateful Trojan, hoist his sail : 

Aloud she call'd to him to stay ; 

Thf' wind bore him and her lost words away. 
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The doleful Ariadne bo. 

On the wide shore forsaken stood: 

“ False Theseus, whither dost thou go ? ” 

Afar false Theseus cut the flood. 

But Bacchus came to her relief : 

Bacchus himself *8 too weak to ease my grief. 

Ah ! senseless heart, to take no rest. 

But travel thus eternally ? 

Thus to be froz’n in every breast ! 

And to be scorch’d in eveiy eye ! 
Wandering about like wretched Cain, 
Thrust out, ill-used, by all, but by none slain ! 

Well, since tnou wilt not here remain. 

I’ll e’en to live without thee try ; 

My head shall take the greater j>ain. 

And all thy duties shall supply : 

I can more easily live, I know. 

Without thee, than without a mistress thou. 

From The 


THE CHKONICLE: k Ballad. 

Margarita first possest. 

If I remember well, my breast, 
Margarita first of all ; 

But when a while the wanton maid 
With my restless heart had play’d, 
Martha took the flying ball. 

Martha soon did it resign 

To the beauteous Catharine. 
Beauteous Catharine gave place 
(Though loth and angry she to part 
With the posso.ssioii of iny heart) 

To Eliza’s conquering face. 

Eliza till tluB hour might reign, 

Had she not evil counsels ta’eii. 
Fundamental laws she broke. 
And still new favourites she chose, 

Till up in arms my passions rose. 

And cast away her yoke. 
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Mary then, and gentle Anne, 

Both to reign at once began ; 
Alternately they sway’d ; h. 

And sometimes Mary was the fair. 

And sometimes Anne the crown did wear. 
And sometimes both I’ obey’d. 

Another Mary then arose. 

And did rigorous laws impose ; 

A mighty tyrant she ! 
l^ong, alas ! should I liavc been 
Dnder that iron-sceptred queen. 

Had not Rebecca set me free. 

When fair Rebecca set me free, 

’Twas then a golden time with me : 
Rut soon those pleasures fled ; 

For the gracious princess died, 

In her youth and beauty's pride, 

And Judith reigned in her stead. 

One month, three days, and half an hour, 
Judith h(‘ld the sovereign power: 
'Wondrous beautiful her face ! 

Rut so weak and small her wit, 

That she to go^ern was unfit. 

And so Susanna took her place. 

Rul wlien Isabella came. 

Arm’d with a resistless flame. 

And th’ artillery of her eye ; 

W^liilst she proudly mareh’d about, 

Cirealer conquests to find out, 

Slic* beat out Susan by the bye. 

Rut ill licr place I then obey’d 

Rlae-k-eyed Bess, her \iceroy-maid ; 
To whom ensued a vacancy : 
Thousand worse passions then ])ObBe8t 
Tlie interregnum of my breast ; 

Bless me from such an anarchy ! 

Gentle Henrietta then. 

And a third Mary, next began ; 
Then Joan, and Jane, and Audria ; 
And then a pretty Thomasine, 

And then another Katharine, 

And then a long et Cfvtera, 
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But sliould I now to you relate, 

The strength and riches of their state ; 
The powder, patches, and the pins, 
The ribbons, jewels, and the rings. 

The lace, the paint, and warlike things. 

That make up all their magazines ; 

If I should tell the politic arts 

To take and keep men’s hearts ; 

The letters, embassies, and spies. 

The frowns, and smiles, and flatteries. 

The quarrels, tears, and perjuries, 

(Numberless, nameless, mysteries !) 

And all the little limci-twigs laid. 

By Machiavcl the waiting-maid — 

I more voluminous should grow 
(Chiefly if I like them should tell 
All change of weathers that befell) 

Than Holmshed or Stow. 

But I will briefer with them be. 

Since few of them were long with me. 
An higher and a nobler strain 
My present Emi>eress does claim, 

Ileleonora, first o’ th’ name ; 

Whom God grant long to reign ! 

From Sylva. 


THE EPICURE 

Underneath this myrtle shade. 

On flowery beds supinely laid. 

With odorous oils my head o’er-flowing. 
And around it roses growing, 

What should I do but drink away 
The heat and troubles of the day ? 

In this more than kingly state 
liove himself shall on me wait. 

Fill to me. Love, nay fill it up ; 

And mingled cast into the cup 
Wit, and mirth, and noble fires. 
Vigorous health and gay desires. 

The wheel of life no less will stay 
1 n a smooth than rugged way : 
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Since it equally doth flee. 

Let the motion pleasant be. 

Why do we precious ointments shower V 
Nobler wines why do we pour ? 

Beauteous flowers why do we spread. 

Upon the monuments of the dead ? 

Nothing they but dust can show, 

Or bones that hasten to be so. 

Crown me with roses whilst I live, 

Now your wines and ointments give ; 

After death I nothing crave, 

JiCt me alive my pleasures have — 

All are Stoics in the grave. 

Ft uni AnacreotUu'^. 


DESTRUCTION OF TTIE FIRST-BORN OF EGYPT 

Of God's dreadful anger these 
Were but the first light skirmishes ; 

The shock and bloody battle now begins, 

The plenteous harvest of full-ripen’d sins. 

It was the time when the still moon 
Was mounted softly to her noon. 

And de%vy Sleej), which from Night’s secret springs arose, 
Gently as Nile the land o'crtlows. 

When lo ! from the high countries of refined day, 

The golden heaven without allay— 

Whose dross, in the creation purged away, 

Made up the sun’s adulbn atc ray — 

Michael, the warlike prince, does downwards fiy. 

Swift as the journeys of the sight. 

Swift as the rays of light. 

And with his winged will cuts through the yielding Nky. 
He pass’d through many a star, and, as he past, 

Shone (like a star in them) more brightly there 
Than they did in their sphere. 

On a tall pyramid’s pointed head he stopp’d at last, 

And a mild look of sacred pity cast 
Down on the sinful land where he was sent, 

T’ inflict the tardy punishment. 

“ Ah ! yet,” said he, “ yet, stubborn king ! repent, 
Whilst thus unarm’d 1 stand. 

Ere the keen sword of God fill my <'ommanded hand ; 
SuflTer but yet thyself, and thine to live ; 
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Who would, alas ! believe 
Tiiat it for man,’* said he, 

“ So hard to be forgiven should be, 

And yel for God bo easy to forgive ! ’* 
lie spoke, and downwards flew, 

And o'er his shining form a well-cut cloud he throw, 
Made of the blackest fleece of Night, 

And close-wrought to keep in the powerful light. 

Yet wrought so fine it hinder’d not his flight; 

But through the key-holcB and the chinks of doors, 

And through the narrow’st w^alks of crooked pores, 

He past more swift and free. 

Than in wide air the wanton swallowB flee. 

He took a pointed Pestilence in his hand ; 

The spirits of thousand mortal poisons made 
The str(jngl3^-temper’d blade, 

The sharpest sword that e’er was laid 
Up in the niaga/Anes of God to scourge a wicked land. 
Through Egypt's wicked land his inarch he took, 

And as he march'd the sacred first-born strook 
Of every womb ; none did be spare, 

None, from the meanest beast to Ceiichre’s purple; hoir. 

The sw ift a})j)roach of endless night 
Breaks ojic tljc wounded sleepers' rolling ej’cs ; 

They aw^akc the rest with dying cries. 

And darkness doubles the affright ; 

The mixed sounds of scatter’d deaths tlu.y liear. 

And lose theii parted bouIs ’twixt grief and fear. 

Louder than all, the shrieking women’s voice 
Pierces this cIukjs of confused noise ; 

As brighter lightning cuts away 
Clear and distinguish’d through the day. 

With less complaints the Zoan temples sound, 

When the adored heifer ’s drown’d, 

And no true-mark'd successor to be found. 

W^liilst health, and strength, and gladness, doth possess 
The festal Hebrew cottages ; 

Tlie blest Destroyer comes not there, 

To interrupt the sacred cheer 
That new begins iheii well-reform<;d year : 

Upon their doors he read and understood, 

God’s protection, writ in blood ; 

Well was he skill’d i’ Ih’ characU;r Divine ; 

And, though he pass’d by it in haste. 

He* bow’d and worshipp’d, as he past, 

The mighty mystery through its humble sign. 

Front The Plagues of Egypt. 
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THE BARGAIN. 

Take heed, take heed, thou lovely maid. 

Nor be by glittering ills betray’d; 

Thyself fur money ! oh, let no man know 
The price of beauty fall’n so low ! 

"What dangers ought’st thou not to dread. 
When love, that ’s blind, is by blind Fortune led ? 

The foolish Indian, that sells 

HLs precious gold for beads and bells, 

Dties a more wise and gainful traffic hold. 

Than thou, who sell’st thyself for gold. 

What gains in such a bargain are ? 

He'll in thy mines dig better treasures far. 

Can gold, alas ! with thee compare ? 

The sun, that makes it, ’s not so fail* ; 

The sun, which c:an nor make nor ever see 
A thing HO beautiful as thee, 

111 all the journeys he does j)ass, 

Though the sea served him for a looking-glass. 

Bold was the wretch that cheapen’d tliee ; 

Since Magus, none so bold as he ; 

Tliou'rt so divine a thing, tliat thee to buj* 

Is to be counted simony ; 

Too dear he’ll iind his sordid price 
lias forfeited that and the Benefice. 

If it be lawful thee to buy, 

Theie ’s none can pay that rate but I ; 

Nothing on earth a fitting price can he. 

But what on earth ’s most like to thee ; 

And that my heart does only bear; 

For there thyself, thy very self is tliere. 

So much thyself does in me live, 

That, when it for thyself I give, 

’Tis but to change tliat piece of gold for this. 
Whose stamp and value equal is ; 

And, that full weight too may be had. 

My soul and body, two grains more, I’ll add. 

Frotu The Mistrc* 
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THE DAUGHTERS OF SAUL. 

Like two bright eyes in a fair body placed, 

Saul’s royal house two beauteous daugbte^ra graced : 
Merab the first, Michal the younger, named ; 

Both equally for different glories famed. 

Merab with spacious beauty fill'd the sight, 

But too much awe chastised the bold delight : 

Like a calm sea, which to th* enlarged view 
Gives pleasure, but gives fear and reverence too. 
Michal's sweet looks clear and free joys did move, 

And no less strong, though much more gentle, love : 
Like virtuous kings, whom men rejoice 1’ obey 
(Tyrants themselves less absolute than they). 

Merab appear’d like some fair princely tower ; 

Michal, some virgin-queen’s delicious bower. 

All Beauty’s stores in little and in great ; 

But the contracted beams shot fiercest heat. 

A clean and lively brown was Merab’s dye. 

Such as the prouder colours might envy : 

Michal’s pun: skin shone with such taintless ■white. 

As scatter'd the weak rays of human sight; 

Her lips and cheeks a nobler red did shew, 

Than e’er on fruits or flowers heaven’s pencil drew ; 
From Merab’s eyes fierce and quick lightnings came — 
From Michal’s, the sun’s mild, yet active, flame : 
Merab’s long hair was glossy chesnut brown ; 

Tresses of palest gold did Michal crown. 

Such was their outward form ; and one might find 
A difference not unlike it in the mind. 

Merab with comely majesty and state 

Bore high th’ advantage of her worth and fate; 

Such humble sweetness did soft Michal show. 

That none who reach so high e’er stoop’d so low. 
Merab rejoiced in her -wrack’d lovers* pain, 

And fortified her virtue with disdain : 

The griefs she caused, gave gentle Michal grief 
(She wish’d her beauties less, for their relief) ; 

Ev’n to her captives chil ; yet th’ excess 
Of naked virtue guarded her no less. 

Business and power Merab’s large thoughts did vex ; 
Her wit disdain’d the fetters of her sex : 

Michal no less disdain’d affairs and noise, 

Yet did it not from ignorance, but choice. 

In brief, both copies were more sweetly drawn ; 

Merab of Saul, Miehal of Jonathan. 


Front tAc Davtdrts. 
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Sir John Denham viaa burn at Dublin, in 1015, and was Uie only son of Sir 
John Denham, Chief Baron of the Exchequer in Ireland. When only two yean 
old the future poet was brought to England, and after having received the 
elements of education in London, he was sent in 1631 to Oxford. In 1642 be 
published the Stiphy, a work that strongly excited the public attention, and in 
the following year his Cooper’s Hill, that tended still more highly to exalt his 
reputation. Sir John’s station in life obliged him to take a share in public 
aOalrs, and on the discomfiture of the royal cause, he was appointed, in 1648, to 
convey James, the young Duke of York, from London to France, an office which 
he safely accomplished. While he resided in the latter country with the royal 
family of England, ho helped to enliven their melancholy with his occasional 
verses. At the Bestoration, he was one of the few suffering Loyalists who be. 
iieflted by the change, os he was decorated with the Order of the Bath, and ap- 
pointed Surveyor of the King's Buildings. Ho died on the li>th of Murrj. 166H, 
and WON burled by tlie side of his fricrifi, ('owley. 

Sir John Denham, os a poet, is not only of a superior order, hut he has aho 
the distmguislied merit of being one of the Fathers of English verse, on account 
of the regularity and hartiiony of which ho first set the example. 


THE TIlAMhlS. 

Parting’ fnnn thonce *twixt anger, shame, and fear, 
Those lor wliat 's past, and lliis for what ’s too near, 
My eye descending from the hill, surveys 
Wliore Thames among the wanton valleys strays : 
Thames, the most loved of all the Ocean's sons 
By his old sire, to his embraces runs ; 

Hasting to pay his tribute to the sea, 

Bike mortal life to me<;t eternity. 

Though with those streams he no resemblance hold. 
Whose foam is amber, and their gravel gold ; 

His genuine and less guilty wealth t’ explore. 

Search not his bottom, but survey his shore ; 

O’er which lie kindly spreads his spacious wing, 

And hat ches plenty for th* ensuing spring. 

Nor then destroys it with too fond a stay, 

Like mothers which their infants overlay. 

Nor with a sudden and impetuous wave, 

Like profuse kings, resumes the wealth he gave. 

No unexpected inundations spoil 

The mower’s hopes, nor mock the ploughman’s toil : 

But god-like his unwearied bounty flows ; 

First loves to do, then loves the good he does. 

Nor aie his blessings to his banks confined, 

But free and common, as the sea or wind ; 

When he, to boast or to disperse his stores 
Full of the tributes of his grateful shores, 

Visits the world, and in his flying towers 
Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours ; 
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Finds wealth wlierc ’tis, bestows it where it wants, 
Cities in deserts, woods in cities plants. 

So that to us no thing, no place is strange, 

While his fair bosom is the world’s exchange. 

O could I flow like thee, and make thy stream 
My great example, as it is my tlicme ! 

Though deep, yet clear ; though gentle, yet not dull ; 
Strong without rage, without o’ertiowiug full : 

Heaven her Eridanus no more shall boast, 

Wliosc fame in thine, like lesser current, ’s Icjst; 

Thy nobler streams shall visit Jove’s abodes, 

To shine among the stars, and bathe the gods. 

Frmn Cooper's Htll 


A SON(; 

Morplieus, the humble God, that dwells 
In cott ages and smoky cells, 

IIat(!S gilded roofs and beds of down ; 
And though h(' fears no prince’s frown, 
Flies from the ciiclc of a crown. 

Come, 1 say, thou powerful God, 

And thy leaden charming rod, 

Dipt in the Lethean lake, 

O'er his wakeful templcjs shake. 

Lest he should sleep, and never wake. 

Nature (alas), why ai’t thou so 
Obliged to thy greatest foe ? 

Sleep that is thy best repast, 

Yet of death it bears a taste, 

And both are the same thing at last. 


ON THE OAME OF CHESS. 

A tahkit stood of that abstersive* tree, 

Where .dEthiop’s swarthy bird did build her nest, 
Inlaid it was with Libyan ivory. 

Drawn from the jaws of Afric’s prudent beast. 
Two kings like Saul, much taller than the rest, 
Their equal armies draw into the field ; 

Till one take th’ other prisoner they contest ; 
Courage ajid fortune must to conduct yield. 
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This game .the Persian Magi did invent, 

The force of Eastern wisdom to express ; 

From thence t(3 busy Europeans sent, 

And styled by modern Lombards pensive Chess : 

Yet some that fled from Troy to Rome report, 
Penthesilea Priam did oblige ; 

H(jr Amazons, his Trojans taught this sport, 

To pass the tedious hours of ten years’ siege. 

There she presents herself, whilst kings and peers 
Look gravely on whilst fierce Bellona fights ; 

Yet maiden modesty her motions steers. 

Nor rudely skips o’er bishops’ heads like knights. 


HOMER. 

I can no niOi^e believe old Homer blind. 

Than those, who say the sun hath never shined ; 

The age wherein he lived w^as dark, but he 
Could not want sight, who taught the world to see ; 
They who Minerva from Jove’s head derive, 

Might make old Homer’s skull the Muses’ hive ; 
And from his brain that Helicon distil 
Whose racy liquor did his offspring fill. 

Nor old Anacreon, Hesiod, Thcocrite, 

Must we forget, nor Pindar’s lofty flight. 

Old Homer’s soul, at last from Greece rethed. 

In Italy the Mantuan swain inspired. 

Fi iWi The Prof'rr^',!! qf l.eat uittg^ 


COWLEY. 

Old mother Wit, and Nature, gave 
Shakspeare and Fletcher all they have ; 

In Spenser, and in Jonson, Art 
Of slower Nature got the start ; 

But both in him so equal are. 

None knows which bears the happiest share ; 

To him no authcir was unknown, 

Yet what he wrote was all his own; 

Horace’s wit, and Virgil’s state, 

He did not steal, but emulate ! 

And when he would like them appear, 

Their garb, but not their clothes, did wear. 

From the Elegy on Mr. Abraham Coivley*s Death, and 
Bunal amonget the anetent Poets. 
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This bout of bis oouptfy, who; with Homor ud Vlrgll,|0omp1«tM Ifao poetical 
triumvirate which Nature took thr^ thousand yevi to produce, wu the son of a 
respectable scrlTener In Xondon, whore he wu bom cm the ^ df 2>ecembcr, 
1608. He wu dlstlnffuished in hb eariy days for a love of leamiBtf, ha which be 
made great proficiency ; and ueo whOe still a youth, he wrote uvenal poetical 
pieces of dlsUngaished (pceellence. But theses eompared with bis fhture pro. 
ductions, and upecially wl& his Favadtoe Lost, were like the first filghu of the 
young eaglh before It leuiu to ascend above the clouds, and Icmk steadily upon 
the sun. In his sixteenth you, he^wu sent to Cfakist^s College, Cambridge, 
where he took the degreu of Bailor and Muter; but the system of discipline 
which prevailed at that time excHed his disgust : ha aoeordlngly left the Uni- 
versity, and returned to hia fathef^ house, where he perfseted hlmamf In classi- 
cal literature by Intanu ulf-appUeetian. During this period, als^ be produced 
the mask of Comus, the elegy of Z^cldas, and probably AirtoadU. .After this, ho 
left England in 16%, for a coatineoHM mur, during the oouru of whleh he visited 
Paris, Florence, ^enna, Rome, oml'Naples, and Intenided to have continued his 
travels through Sicily and Greece, whm the tmublu in that preceded 

the cinl war obliged him to alter Ids intentions ; and being an ardent admirer 
of civil liberty, he returned to London after an absence of fifteen months, to aid 
bis countrymen In contending for their rights. IVlth this view, ha. sacrificed fur 
a time his more congenial poetical pursuits for political .oentroveny, and pub- 
lished several powerful pamphlets, in which he successfbUy reftited the argu- 
ments of tha Royalist party. 

During this period, Milton taught a school, by which he wu enabled to sup- 
port his relations, who had been Impoverished by the civil war. He was after- 
words appointed Latin Secretary to the Puliament, in which capacity he was 
employed to. defend the establishasent of the new Commonwealth, and Justify 
its measures, a labour which he pursued so earnestly, that in ids celebrated con. 
truversy with Salmasius he lost hia eyeslglit. He was continued in oftlcc by 
Oliver Cromwell, and notwithstanding his blindness, was still able to pursue his 
official and controversial duties. In this manner he laboured to his forty- 
seventh year, when he retired from the bustle of politics, to meditate iifion that 
groat attempt which he had never lost sight of, and which was of more im- 
portance than a thousand political controversies — the composition of an Epic 
poem that would redound to the glory of his country. His choice for a long 
time seems to have wavered between the History of Prince Arthur, and the sub- 
ject of Paradise Ixist, when, happily for the world and his own fame, he decided 
upon the latter, and began 

“ lliings unattempted yet in prose or rhyme.” 

After so prodigious on eflbrt of genius as the production of Paradise l/>st, the 
active mind of Milton did not repose upon its past labours. When this great 
Epic was finished, he had shown it to Elwood the quakcr, who observed to him — 

* lliou hast said a great deal upon Paradise Lost ; what hast thou to say upon 
Paradise found ?’ Upon this liiut thu poet resumed his labours, and in 1667 a]i. 
peared Piurudise Regained, and Samson Agonistes. After this period, his time 
was chiefly occupied in writing treatises upon miscellaneous subjects until he 
had reached his slxty-sixlli year, when his constitution wns broken under re- 
peated attacks of the gout, and he died on the 10th of November, 1G74. 

The fate of Paradise Lost, at the period of its publication, and for some time 
afterwards, is generally known. The poet sold the copy of this immortal work 
for 15/ , and yet the bargain threatened to he a losing one to the publisher, 
from the very tardy sale that followed. During tlic reign of Charles II., the 
royalist and literary taste that predominated equally eschewed religious and 
republican poetry ; and it was only after the lapse of time, and through the 
recommendatory criticlBins of such leaders of the popular mind as Dryden and 
Addison, that public attention was awakened in its behalf. But this once 
secured, tho success of Paradise Lost could no longer be retarded. The eyeo 
iliat were opened were compelled to see the light; and Milton, by common 
consent, was recognised and acclaimed os the great national poet of his country. 




Mll.TON. 

iwi'r'Ai ION oi coMiTs JO 'I'lii: 

Why Jin* you vtxl , I-iady? wlo do 3011 frown? 
Here dwell no frowns, nor un«^*er ; from these 
Sorrow lUes far; Se.e here he all the pleasures 
That fancy can he^ct on youthful thoughts, 
When the fresh hlood grows liAel3\^ and rcMurns 
llrisk as the April huds in primrose sc*ason. 

And first behold this cordial jule]> li(*re, 

That fiaines, and dances in his c-s^’stal bounds. 
With spirits of balm, and fragrant syrups mix’d. 
Not that Nepenthes, which the wife of Thone 
In Kgypt gave to •love-born Helena, 

Is of such power to stir up joy us this. 

To life so friendly, or so cool to thirst. 
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Why slioiild )<>u he so cruel to yourself. 

And to those dainty limbs wliich Nature lent 
gentle usage, and soft delicacy? 

Jdut you invert the covenants of her trust, 

And harshly deal like an ill borrower 
With that which you received on other tcrniP, 
Scorning the unexempt condition 
liy which all mortal frailty must subsist, 
Refreshment after toil, ease after pain, 

Tliat have been tired all da^'^ without repast. 
And timeh" rest have w^anted ; but, fair Virgin, 
Thi" N\ill restore all soon. 

Frotn Cotnus^ a 


SAMSON S LAMENTATION FOR HIS BLINI^NESS 

O loss of sight, of thee I most complain ! 

Rliiid among enemies, O worse than chains, 
Dungeon, or beggary, or decrepit age ! 
l^ight the prime w'ork of God to me’ is extinct, 

And all her various objects of delight 

Annuird, which might in part my grief ha\e eased, 

Ird'erior to the vilest now become 

(If man or worm ; the vilest heu' (‘xetd me, 

They crecj), yet s<*e, 1 dark in light (*xposcd 
To daily fraud, contemjit, abuse, and wrong, 
Within doors, or without, still as a fool, 

In pou ej- of others, im;yct in iiiy own ; 

Scarce half 1 seem to liv(‘, dead mure than half. 

() dark, dark, dark, amid the hla/e of noon, 

Ii recoverable dark, total eclipse 
Without all hope of day ! 

O first-created Ream, and thou great W^ord, 

“ la't Ihercj be light,” and light was over all ; 

Why am I thus bereaved thy prime decree ? 

The siin to nn; is dark 
And silent as the moon, 

Wlien she deserts the night 
Hid ill her vacant inlcrlunar cave. 

Since light so necessary is to life, 

\nd almost life itself, if it be true 
That light is in the soul, 

She all in every part ; why was the sight 
'l\) such a tender ball as th’ eye eunfined, 

^VJ ohvdous and so easy to be quench’d 

* 
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And not, as feeling, through all parts diilused, 

That she might look at will through every pore? 
Then had 1 not been thus exiled from light. 

As in the land of darkness yet in light, 

To live a life half dead, a living death. 

And buried ; but O yet more miserable ! 

Myself, my sepulchre, a moving grave, 

Buried, yet not exempt 

By privilege of death and burial 

From worst of other evils, pains and wrongs, 

But made hereby obnoxious more 
To all the miseries of life. 

Life in captivity 
Among inhuman foes. 

F}afn Samitm Agonisftt^ 


HYMN ON THE NATIVITY. 

It was the winter wild, 

While the Heav’n-bom child 

All meanl}^ wrapt in the rude manger lies ; 

Nature in awe to liim 
Had doffl her gawdy trim. 

With her great Master so to sympathize : 

It was no season then for her 

To wanton with the sun her lusty paramour. 

Only with speeches fair 
She WOOS the gentle air 

To hide her guilty front witli innocent snow. 

And on her naked shame, 

Pollute with sinful blame. 

The saintly veil of maiden white to throw, 
Confounded, that her Maker’s eyes 
Should look so near upon her foul deformities. 

But he her fears to cease. 

Sent down the meek-eyed Peace ; 

She crown’d with olive green, came softly sliding 
Down through the turning sphere 
His ready harbinger. 

With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing. 
And waving wide her myrtle wand, 

She strikes an universal peace through sea and land. 
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No war, or battel’s sound 
Was board the world around : 

The idle spear and shield were high up hung. 

The hooked chariot stood, 

Unslaiird with hostile blood. 

The trumpet spake not to the armed throng. 

And kings sat still with awful eye. 

As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by. 

But peaceful was the night. 

Wherein the Prince of light 

His reign of peace upon the earth began : 

The winds with wonder whist 
Smoothly the waters kist, 

Wliispering new joys to the mild ocean. 

Who now hath quite forgot to rave, 

While birds of cidm sit brooding on tiie charmed 
wave. 

The stars with deep amaze 
Stand fix’d in stedfast gaze. 

Bending one way their precious influtmee. 

And will not take their flight, 

For all the morning light. 

Or Lucifer that often warn’d them thence ; 

But in their glimmering orbs did glow. 

Until their Lord himself bespuke and bid them go. 

And though the shady gloom 
Had gi\eri day her room, 

Tlie sun himself witldicld his wonted speed. 

And hid his head for shame. 

As his inferior flame 

The new enlighten'd world no more should need ; 

He saw a greater sun appear 

Than his bright throne, or burning axletrce, could bear. 

The shepherds on the lawn, 

Or e’er the point of dawn. 

Sat simply chatting in a rustic row ; 

Full little thought they then. 

That the mighty Pan 

Was kindly come to live with them below; 

Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep, 

Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep. 
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When such music sweet 
Their hearts and cars did greet. 

As never was by mortal finger strook. 
Divinely-warbled voice 
Answering the stringed noise. 

As all their souls in blissful rapture took : 

The air, such pleasure loth to lose, 

With thousand echoes still prolongs each heav’nly close 

Natun*- that heard such sound, 

Bimeath the hollow round 

Of Cynthiia’s seat, the aer\ region thrilling, 

Now was almost won 
To think her part was done. 

And that her reign had herti its last fulfilling ; 

She knew such harmony alone 

Could hold all Heav'n and Earth in happier union. 

At last surrounds their sighi 
A globe of cii'oular light, 

That with long beams the shame-faced uigJit ar- 
ray’d ; 

The helmed Cherubim, 

And s worded Seraphim, 

Are seen in glittering ranks with wings display'd, 
Harping in loud and solemn quire. 

With iincxpressive notes 1o Heaven's new-bt>rn Heir. 

Such music (as ’tis said) 

Before was never made, 

But when of old the sons of morning sung. 

While the Creator great 
His constellatiouB set, 

And the well-balanced world on h'nges hung. 

And cast the dark foundations deep, 

And bid the welter iiip- waves tlieir oozy channel keep. 

King out, ye crystal Spheres, 

Once bless our human ears 

(If ye have power to touch our senses so). 

And let your silver chime 
Move in melodious time. 

And let the base of Heaven’s deep organ blow. 

And with your ninefold hannony 

Make up full consort to th’ angelic symphony. 
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For if Buch holy song 
Iiiwrap our fancy long, 

Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold. 

And speckled Vanity 
Will sicken soon and die, 

And leprous Sin W'ill melt from earthly mold, 

And Hell itself* will pass away, 

And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day. 

Yea, Truth and Justice then 
Will down return to men, 

Orb’d in a rainbow : and, like glories wearing, 

Mercy will sit between, 

Throned in cel(;stial sheen, 

With radiant feet the lissned clouds down steering. 
And Heav’n, as at some festival. 

Will open wide the gates of her high palace hall. 

But wisest Fate says no, 

This must not yet be so, 

The bab(* lies yet in smiling infancy, 

Thai on the bitter cross 
Must redeem our loss ; 

So both himself and us lo glorify : 

Yet first to those ychain’d in sleep, 

The wakeful trump of doom must thunder through the 
deop, 

With such a horrid clang 
As on mount Sinai rang. 

While the red fire and smouldering clouds outbrake: 
The aged earth aghast, 

Witli terror of that blast, 

Shall from the surface to the centre shake ; 

When at the world’s last session. 

The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread his throne- 

And then at last our bliss 
Full and perfect is, 

But now begins ; for from this happy day 
Th’ old Dragon under ground. 

In straiter limits bound. 

Not half so far casts his usurped sway, 

And wroth to see his kingdom fail, 

Swinges tlie scaly horror of his folded tail. 
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The oracles are dumb. 

No voice or liideous hum 

Runs through the arched roof in words deceiving ; 
Apollo from his shrine 
Can no more divine, 

With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving. 

No nightly trance, or breathed spell, 

Inspires the pale-eyed priest from the prophetic cell. 

The lonely mountains o’er 
And the resounding shore, 

A voice of weeping heard and loud lament ; 

From haunted spring and dah‘ 

Fdged with poplar pale, 

Tlic parting Genius is with sighing sent , 

With flower-inwo\'cn tresses torn 

The Nymphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets mo\irn. 


Ill consecrated earth. 

And on tlie lioly heartlL, 

The Lars and Lcinures moan with midnight plaint ; 
In urns, and altars round, 

A drear and dying sound 

Affrights the riamcns at their service quaint ; 

And the chill marble seems to sweat, 

While each peculiai' power foregoes his wonted scat 

Poor and Baalim 
Forsake their temples dim, 

With that twice-batter’d God of Palestine ; 

And mooned Ashtaroth, 

Heav'n’s queen and mother both, 

Now sits not girt with tapers’ holy shine ; 

The Fybic Hammon shrinks his hoin, 

In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded Thammuz 
mourn. 


And sullen Moloch fled, 

Hath left in shadows dread 

His burning idol all of blackest hue ; 

In vain with cymbals’ ring 
They call the grisly king, 

In dismal dance about the furnace blue ; 
The brutish Gods of Nile as fast, 

Isis and Orus, and the dog Anubis, haste. 
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Nor is Osiris seen 
In Memphian prove or green, 

Trampling the unshowcr’d grass with lowings loud ; 
Nor can hr. be at rest 
Within his sacred chest, 

Nought but profoundest Hell can be his shroud ; 

In vain with timbicird antliems dark 

The sablc-stoled sorcerers bear his worshipt ark. 

He feels from Juda*s land 
The dreaded Infant’s hand, 

The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyiie ; 

Nor all the Gods beside 
Longer dare abide. 

Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine : 

Our babe, to show his Godhead true. 

Can in his swadling-bands control the damut‘d crew. 

So when the sun in bed. 

Curtain’d with cloudy red, 

Pillows his chin upon an orient wave, 

The docking shadows jialc 
Troop to the infernal jail, 

Each fetter’d ghost slips to his several grave, 

And the yellow-skirted Fays 

Fly after the night-steeds, leaving their moon-loved maze. 

But sec the Virgin blest 
Hath laid her Babe to rest, 

Time is our tedious song should here have ending : 
Heaven’s youngi’st teemed star 
Hath fix’d her polish’d car, 

Her sleeping Lord with handmaid lamp attending: 
And all about the courtly stable 
Bright-harnest Angels sit in order serviceable. 


SATAN ADDRESS1N<^ THE EALLF.N A NO ELS. 

Thus far these beyond 
Compare of mortal prowess, yet obscrvi'd 
Tludr dread commander : he above the rest 
In shape and gesture proudly eminent 
Stood like a tow’r ; his form had yet not lost 
All her original brightness, nor appear’d 
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Less than Arch-Angel min’d, and the cxceBs 
Of glory obbcured; as when the sun new risen 
I-^ooks llu’ough the horizontal misty air 
yiiorn of his beams, or from behind the moon 
In dim eclipse disastrous twilight sheds 
On half the nations, and wdth fear of change 
rVr]>lexcs monarchs. Darken’d so, yet shone 
Above tliem all th* Arth-Angel : but his face 
l)t‘cp scars of thunder had intrench'd, and care 
Sat on his fadt;d cheek, but under brows 
Of dauntless couiage, and considt^rate piidc 
Waiting revenge : cruel his eye, but cast 
Signs ol' remorse and passitui to behold 
Tlie fellows of his crime, the followers rather 
(b'ar other once beheld in bliss), condemn'd 
I'Vir ever now to liaA e their lot in jiain, 

Millions of Spirits for his fault ainerctid 
Of Heav'n, and from eternal splendors flung 
b''or his rtivolt, ycl faitliiul how they stood, 

'rheir glory wither'd: as when Heaven’s fire 
Hath scatli'd the forest oaks, or mountain pines. 
With singed top their stately grow'th though bare 
Stands on the blasted heath. lie now prepared 
I’o speak ; wlnu'eat their doubled ranks they bend 
From wine- to wung, and half inclose him round 
With all his jieeis: attention held them mute. 

TJirice ht assay 'd, and thrice in spite of scorn 
T(?ars, such as Angels weep, burst forth : at last 
Words interwove with sighs found out their way. 

From 2*aradt^e LmL 


TANDEMONIUM. 

Anon out of the earth a fabric huge 
Kose like an exhalation, with the sound 
Of dulcet symphonies and voices sweet, 

Built like a temple, where pilasters round 
Were set, and Doric pillars overlaid 
With golden architrave ; nor did tlierc want 
Cornice or freeze, with bossy sculptures graven ; 
The roof was fretted gold. Not Babylon 
Nor great Alcairo such magnificence 
Equall’d in all their glories, to iiishrine 
Belus or Serapis their Gods, or seat 
Their kings, when Kgypt with ..^ssj’ria strove 
111 wealth and luxury. Th’ ascending pile 
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Stood iix'd her stately hightli, and strait the doors 
Ojjcning their brazen folds discover wide 
Within, her ample spaces, o’er the smooth 
And level pavement : from the arched roof 
Pendent by subtle magic many a row 
Of starry lamps and blazing cressets fed 
With Naphtha and Asphaltus yielded light 
As from a sky. 

From Fariuitif 


OPENING OF THE GATES OF HELL 

Thus saying, from her side the fatal key. 

Sad instrument of all our woe, slje took ; 

And tow’ards the gate rolling her bestial train, 
Forthwith the huge portcullis high up drew, 

Which but herself not all the Stygian Powers 

Oould once have moved ; then in the key-hole turns 

Th’ intricate wards, and every bolt and bar 

Of massy iron or solid rock with case 

Unfastens : on a sudden open lly 

With impetuous recoil and jarring sound 

Th’ infernal doors, and on their hinges grate 

Harsh thunder, that the lowest bottom shook 

Of Erebus. She ojieii’d, hut to shut 

Excell’d her power ; the gates wide oj>cn stood, 

That with extended wings a banner'd host 
Under spread ensigns marching might pass tluough 
With horse and chariots rank’d in loose array; 

So wide they stood, and like a furnace’ mouth 
Cast forth redounding smoke and ruddy flame. 

Before their eyes in sudden view appear- 
The secrets of the hoary deep, a dark 
Illimitable ocean, without bound. 

Without dimension, where length, breadth, and highth. 
And time, and place, are lost; where eldest Night 
And Chaos, ancestors of Nature, hold 
Eternal anarchy, amidst the noise 
Of endless wars, and by confusion stand. 

For hot, cold, moist, and dry, four champions fierce, 
Strive here for mast’iy% and to battle bring 
Their embryon atoms ; they around the flag 
Of each his faction, in their several clans, 

Light-arm’d or heavy, sharp, smooth, swift or slow. 
Swarm populous, un-number'd as the sands 
Of Barca or Cyreiie’s torrid soil, 
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Levied* to side mth warring winds, and poise 
Their lighter wings. To whom these must adhere, 
He rules a moment ; Chaos umpire sits, 

And by decision more embroils the fray 
By which he reigns : next him high arbiter 
Chance gf)verns all. Ii\to this wild abyss, 

The Avoriib of nature and jierhaps her grave. 

Of neitlier sea, nor shore, nor air, nor fire. 

But all these in their pregnant caustss mix'd 
Coiifus’dly, and which thus must ever fight, 

Unless th’ Almighty Mak('r them ord.iin 
His dark materials to create more worlds ; 

Into this wild abyss the wary Fiend 
Stood on the bl ink of Hell and look'd a while, 
Pond'ring his voyage ; for no narrow frith 
He had to cross. 

From rurada^e Lost. 


SATAN’S SOLILOQUY ON FIRST BEHOLDING ADAM AND EVE. 

O Hell ! what do mine eyes with grief behold ! 

Into our room of bliss thus high advanced 
Creatures of other mold, earth-born perhaps. 

Not Spirits, yet to heavenly spirits bright 

Little inferior; whom my thoughts pursue 

With “wonder, and could love, so lively shines 

In them divine resemblance, and such grace 

The hand that form'd them on their shape hath pour'd. 

Ah gentle pair, ye little tliink how nigh 

Your change approaches, when aU these delights 

Will vanish and deliver ye to woe. 

More woe, the more your taste is now of joy ; 

Happy, but for so happy ill secured 

Long to continue, and this high seat your Heaven 

III fenced for Heav’n to keep out such a foe 

As now is enter’d ; yet no purposed foe 

To you, whom I could jiity thus forlorn, 

Though I unpitied : League with you I seek. 

And mutual amity so strait, so close, 

That I witli you murt dwell, or you with me 
Henceforth ; my dwelling haply may not please, 

Like this fair Paradise, your sense, yet such 
Accept your Maker’s work ; he gave it me. 

Which I as freely give ; Hell uhall unfold, 

To entertain you two, her widesf gates. 

And send forth all her kings ; there will be room, 
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Not like these narrow limits, to receive 
Your numerous offspring ; if no better place, 
Thank him who puts me loath to this revenge 
On you who wrong me not for him who wrong’d. 
And should 1 at your harmless innocence 
Melt, as I do, yet public reason just, 

Honour and empire with revenge enlarged, 

By conqu’ring Uiis new world, compels me now 
To do what else though damn’d I should abhor. 

So spake the Fiend, and with necessity, 

The tyrant’s plea, excused his devilish deeds. 

From Paradvte Lost. 


EVE’S FIRST AWAKEVINO TO LIFE 

That day I oft remember, when from sh^ej* 

I first awaked, and found myself reposed 
Under a shade on flow’rs, much wond'ring where 
And what I was, whence thither brought and how 
Not distant far from thence a murm’riug sound 
Of waters issued from a cave, and spread 
Into a liquid plain, then stood unmoved 
Pure as th’ expanse of Heav’n ; I thither went 
With unexperienced thought, and laid me down 
On the green bank, to look into the clear 
Smooth lake, that to me seem’d another sky. 

As I bent down to look, just oi)posite 
A shape within the watery gleam appear’d, 
B(;nding to look on me : I started back, 

It started back; but ])leased I soon return’d ; 
Pleased it return’d as soon with answ’ring looks 
Of sympathy and love : there I had fix’d 
Mine eyes till now, and pined with vain desire, 
Had not a voice tluis warn’d me, "What thou seest. 
What there thou scest, fair Creature, is tliyself ; 
With thee it came and goes ; but follow me. 

And I will bring thee where no shadow stays 
Thy coming, and thy soft embraces, he 
Whose image thou art ; him thou shall enjoy 
Inseparably thine, to him shall bear 
Multitudes like thyself, and thence be call’d 
M other of human race. What could I do, 

B\i1 follow strait, invisibly thus led ? 

Till I espy’d thee, fair indeed and tall, 

Under a platan ; yet methought less fair. 

Less winning soft, less amiably mild, 



MILTON. 


109 


Than that smooth watery image : bac k I turn’d ; 
Tliou following cry’dst aloud. Return fair Eve, 

« « 

My other half. With that thy gentle hand 
Seized mine ; I yielded, and from that time see 
How beauty is cxcell’d by manly grace 
And wisdom, which alone is truly fair. 

Fram Paradtse Lovr. 


ADVIVI’S FIRST AWAKFV’IXG TO LIFE 

As new waked from roundest sleep 
Soft on the flow'ry lierb I found me laid 
In balmy sweat, which with his beams the sun 
Soon dry'd, and on the reeking moisture fed. 

Strait toward IIeav‘n my wond’ring eyes I turn’d. 
And gaz(*d a while the ample sky, till raised 
Ey quick instiiiclive motion up I sprung. 

As tliitherward endeavouring, and upright 
Stood on my fct.'t ; about me round I saw 
Hill, dale, and shady woods, and sunny plains, 

And liquid lapse of murin’ring streams ; by iIk^sc, 
C’rcaturoB that li\od and moved, and walk’d or flow, 
Birds on the branches w^arblirig; all things smiled, 
With fragi'ancc and wdth joy ni} lujart o’erflo\v‘d. 
Myself I then jx iuse.d, and limb by limb 
Surxey'd, and soiuctiraes went, and soiiK'times ran 
With supple joints, as li\ely vigor led : 

But w^ho I was, or wliere, or from what cause. 

Knew' not ; to speak I try’d, and forthwith spake ; 

tongue obey’d, and readily could name 
Whate'er I saw. Thou Sun, said I, fair light, 

And thou enlighten’d Earth, so fresh and gay. 

Ye Hills, and Dales, ye Rivers, Woods, and l^lains. 
And ye that live and move, fail I’reatures! tell, 
Tell, if ye saw^, liow' came I thus, how here ? 

Not of myself; by some great Maker llicn, 

In goodness and in pow’r preeminent ; 

Tell me, ho\^ may I know him, how adore. 

From w'hom I have that thus I move and live. 

And feel that I am happier than I know. 

While thus I call’d, and stray'd I knew not wdiilher. 
From where I first drew air, and first beheld 
This happy light, when answer none return’d, 

On a green shady bank profuse of flowers 
pL*i!si\c I sat me down. 


Frinn Pat ai.tt T.nU. 
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TEMPTATION Ol' Al>AM IJV FAT-: 

'I'his tree* is not as wo are told, a tree 
Of dunmor tasted, nor to' evil unknown 
Openin;^ the way, but of divine ctfeot 
To cjpon eyes, and malu; Ibeni Oods who taste ; 

And hath boon tasted sueh ; the serpiTit wis*\ 

Or not restrain'd as we, oi not obo^in^-. 

Until oaten of the fruit, and is boconie, 

Not dead, as \v<‘ are throatcirfl, hut llioneefort h 
Indued with hiitnau \oieo and hiiinaii sense, 
lioasoniiiir to admiration, and w itli me 
Persuasi\el> liath so prc*\aird, that I 
Have also tasted, and haAo also found 
Tir etfoets to eorrespoiid : o])enor mine oac's. 

Dim erst, dilated spirits, ami>ler heart, 

And ^row'iny uj> to (Jodhead ; whieh foi 1 het 
(Miietly I sought, without thee can desj^ise. 
h\>r bliss, as tluni ha'>l l»art, to nn- is bliss, 

^r<*dious, unshared witli th(‘e, and odious soon 
Thou therefore also ta*-.1e, that eipial lot 
May Join us, capial Joy, as ecpial love. 

I'unn {‘itt initial- J ,i\ 
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TfiiB popt, w]io shares with Denham the fflory of hnring harmonliod the ror- 
fliflcation of England, was bom at Colshill in Hertfordshire, In 1G()A He studied 
at Kind’s College, Cambridge, and was admitted into parliament so early as his 
eighteenth, some oven say his sixtoonth, year. It is more gratifying, huwerer, to 
contemplate his poetical, than his political career, for in the latter he to 

have been nothing m<jre than a time-server, veering firom the king to the par. 
llunienl, and from the parliament to the king, as each might happen for the time 
to possess tho ascendancy. But his crowning delinquency was his betraying his 
felluw.conspirators to save hia ovrn life, when their plot for the restoration of 
monarchy was detected. Although he thus meanly escaped tho deoth to whlrh 
they were scnteuced, he was not set free till after the most abject submisRlon, 
hcNides the payment of a penalty of ten thuusnnd pounds. His subsequent con- 
sistency was worthy of his former career He wrote a panegyric upor ^3rom- 
well, which is one of his best prodiictn'ns and also a poem on his deaiw , and 
upon the arrival of the Restoration, he composed a palinode in praise of Charles 
II. After having lived to a great age. he dii»d on liu* ‘2tstof October, 
ills poetry, notwithstanding the celclinty it attained during his own age, ond 
when the principles ol hurmomuus versiflcation were still imperfect, is too trivial 
III Its Kubjeds, as well ns too nerveless m its geni«ral character, to be much 
•ippreciuled in the present dav His rank perhaps may bo best designated by 
tlic term of a third-ruli* iMiet 


ON HIS MA.IESTY’S (CIIAREES I) RECEIVINti THE NEWS OE 
THE DUKE OK BUCKINGHAM’S DEATH 

So cariH’st with thy God! Can no m^w care, 

No sfnse of danger, interrupt prayer? 

The sacred sviestler, till a hlcssiiig given, 

Quits not his hold, hut halting conquers Heaven ; 

IVtir was the stream of thy dc\otion stopp'd, 

When from tin* body such a limb was lopp’d, 

As to thy pieseut state* was no less maim ; 

Though thy wdse choice has since repair’d the same. 
Bold Homer durst not so great virtue feign 
In liis best pattern : of Patroclus slain. 

With such amazement as weak mothers use. 

And frantic gesture, he receives the news. 

Yet, fell his darling by th’ impartial chance 
Of war, imposed by royal Hector’s lance : 

Thine in full peace, and by a vulgar hand 
Torn from thy bosom, left his lu^ command. 

The famous painter could allo^ no place 
Por private sorrow in a Prince’s face : 

Y"cl, that his piece might not exceed belief, 

He cast a veil upon supposed grief. 

’Twas want of such a precedent as this. 

Made the old heathen frame their Gods amiss. 

Their Pheebus should not act a fonder part 
For the fair boy, than ho did for Ins hart : 

Nor blame for Hyacintlius’ fate Ids own, 

That kept from him wish’d death, badst thou been known. 
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He that with thine shall weigh good David's deeds. 
Shall find his passion, nor his love, exceeds : 

He curst the mountains where his brave friend died, 
But let false Ziba with his heir divide : 

Where thy immortal love to thy blest friends. 

Like that of Heaven, upon their seed descends. 

Such huge extremes inhabit thy great mind, 
God-like, unmoved ; and yet, like woman, kind ! 
Which of the ancient poets had not brought 
Our Charles’s pedigree from heaven ; and taught 
How some bright dame, comprest by mighty Jove, 
Produced this mix’d Divinity and Love ? 


SONG. 

Behold the brand of beauty tost ! 

See how the motion does dilate tlic flame ! 
Delighted Love his spoils does boast, 

And triumph in this game. 

Fire, to no place confined, 

Is both our wonder, and our fear ; 

Moving the mind, 

As lightning hurled through the air. 

High heaven the glory docs increase 
Of all her shining lamps, this artful way : 

The sun in figures, such as these, 

Joys with the moon to play : 

To the sweet strains they advance. 
Which do result from their own sjdieres ; 

As this nymph’s dance 
Moves with the numbers which she hears. 


UPON THE DEATH OF THE LORD PROTECTOR 

We must resign ! Heaven his great soul doth claim 
"^n storms, as loud as his immortal fame ; 

His dying groans, his last breath shakes our isle ; 
And trees uncut fall for his funeral pile : 

About his palace their broad roots are tost 
Into the air. — So Komulus was lost ! 

New Rome in such a tempest miss'd her king ; 

And, from obeying, fell to worshipping. 

On CBta's top thus Hercules lay dead. 

With ruin’d oalis and pines about him spread. 
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The poplar too, whose bough ho wont to weaj' 

( )ii his '\^ctorious head, lay prostrate there. 

Those his last fury from the mountain rent : 

Our dying hero from the continent 

Kavish’d whole towns ; and forts from Spaniardt reft, 

As his last legacy to Britain left. 

The ocean, which so long our hopes confined, 

Could give no limits to his vaster mind ; 

Our bounds* enlargement was his latest toil ; 

Nor hath he left us prisoners to our isle : 

Cnder the tropic is our language spoke. 

And part of Flanders hr.th received our yoke. 

From civil broils he did us disengage ; 

Found nobler objects for onr martial rag#* : 

And, with wise conduct, to his countiy show'd 
The ancient way of eompicring abroad. 

Ungrateful then ! if w’C no tc;ais allow 
To him, that gave us peace and empire too. 

Princes that fear’d him, gricive ; eoneern'd to see 
No pitch of glory from the grave is frt*#*. 

Nature herself took ijoliet* of his death. 

And, sighing, sw'eH’d the sea Avith such a breath. 
That, to remotest shores her billows roll d, 

Th’ approaching fate of their great ruler told. 


TO THJ niTrnK.^s oi okluans, whfn siif. was taking 
LKAVE OF THE tOUKT A I' I)0\ ER 

Tliat sun of b(*auty did amoiig ns ii.?e, 

Kngland fiist saw tlie light of your fair eyes. 

In Kiiglish too your early wit was shown : 

Favour that language! which Avas then your OAAm, 
When, though a child, through ^-uards }’ou made your 
way ; 

What flc;et, or army, could an angel stay? 

Thrice happy Britain! if she could retain, 

Whom she first bred within her ambient Main. 

Our late-burnt I>ondon, in apparel ncAv, 

Shook off her ashes to have treated you : 

But we must see our glory snatch’d aAvay, 

And Avith warm tears increase tJie guilty sea : 

No wind can favour us ; hoAve’ec it bloAVS, 

We must be wreck’d, and our dear treasure lose ! 

Sighs will not let us half our sorroAvs tell 

Fair, lovely, great, and best of r^mphs, farewell! 
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Tins nobleman wns the son of Henry, Earl of Rochester, and was bom at 
Dilchlpy, Oxfordshire, m 1047. After haring finished his studies at the Unircr 
sity with reputation, he travelled into France and Italy. In 1GG5, he went to sea 
with Earl Sandwich, and distinguished himself in two instances during the war 
with Holland by remarkable courage and daring. On returning home, however, 
he helled these tokens by symptoms of cowardice, frequently involving his 
companions in street quarrels, and afterwards leaving them to shift for them- 
selves. His life was a career of the most reckless intemperance, chequered with 
transient fits of study; smd with a mind naturally of considerable power, his 
poetical productions were for the must part of such a licentious character, that 
even the profligate age m which they were produced was nut hardy enough to 
save them from oblivion. He died from an exhausted constitution in IGHU, at 
the early age of thirty-four, and during Ins lost days his penitence was os 
remarkable as his profligacy. 


UPON DRINKING IN A BOWL 

Vulcan, contrive me such a cup 
As Nestor used of old ; 

Show aU thy skill to trim it up, 
Damask it round with gold. 

Make it so large, that, iillVl with sack 
Up to the swelling brim, 

Vast toasts on the delicious lake. 

Like ships at sea, may swim. 

Lngi'ave not battle on his cho(‘k ; 
With w^ar I’ve nought to do; 

I’m riono of those that took Micstrick, 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 

Let it no name of planets tell, 

Fix’d Ktiu-s, or constellations : 

F<ir 1 am no Sir Sidrophcl, 

Nor none of his relations. 

But carve thereon a spreading vine : 
Then add two lovely boys ; 

Their limbs in amorous folds intwine. 
The tyj)e of future joys. 

Cupid and Bacchus my saints are. 
May drink and love still reign ! 

With wine I wash away my cares. 
And then to Love again. 
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UPON NOTHING. 

Nothing ! thou elder brother ev’n to Shade, 

That hadst a being ere the world was made, 

And (well fixt) art alone of ending not afraid. 

Ere Time and Place were. Time and Place were not. 
When primitive Nothing Something straight begot, 
Then all proceeded from the great united — What ? 

Soniething, the general attribute of all, 

Severed from thee, its sole original. 

Into thy boundless self must undistingiiish’d fall. 

Yet something did thy mighty power command. 

And from thy fruitful emptiness’s hand, 

Snatch'd men, beasts, birds, tire, air, and land. 

Matter, the wicked’ st offspring of thy race, 

By Form assisted, flew from thy embrace, 

And rebel Light obscured th}*^ reverend dusky face. 

With Form and Matter, Time and Place did join; 
Body, tliy foe, with thee did leagues combine, 

To spoil thy peaceful realm, and ruin all thy line. 

But turn-coat Time assists the. foe in vain, 

And, bribed by thee, assists thy short-lived reign. 

And to thy hungry womb drives back thy slaves again. 

Though mysteries are burr'd from laic eyes. 

And tlie divine alone, with warrant, i>rh-s 
Into thy bosom, where the truth in private lies : 

Yet tliis of thee the wise may freely say, 

Thou from the virtuous nothing tak’st away, 

And to be part with thee the wicked wisely pray. 

Great Negative ! how vainly would the wise 
Inquire, define, distinguish, teach, devise? 

Didst thou not stand to point their dull jihilosophies. 

Is, or is not, the two great ends of Fate, 

And, true or false, the subject of debate. 

That perfect or destroy the vast designs of Fate ; 

When they have rack'd the politician’s breast, 

Within thy bosom most securely rest. 

And, when reduced to thee, are least unsafe and best. 
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But Notliinj?, why docs Something still permit 

That sacred monarchs should at council sit 

With persons highly thought at best for nothing fit? 

Wliilst weighty Something modestly abstains 
from princes’ coffers, and from statesmen’s brains, 

And nothing there like stately Nothing reigns. 

Nothing, who dwell’ st with fools in grave disguise, 

For whom they reverend shapes and forms devise. 

Lawn sleeves, and furs, and gowns, when they like thee 
look wise. 

French truth, Dutcli prowess, British policy, 

Hibernian learning, S(;otch civility, 

Spaniards’ dispatch, Danes’ wit, are mainly seen in thee. 

The great man’s gratitude to his best friend. 

Kings’ promises, whores* vows, towards thee tliey bend, 
Flow swiftly into thee, and in thee ever end. 


LOVE AND LIFE: A SONO 

All iny past life is mine no more, 
The flying hours are gone : 

Like transitory dreams given o’er, 
Whose images are kept in store 
By memory alone. 

The time that is to come is not; 

How can it then be mine ? 

The present moment ’s all my lot ; 
And that, as fast as it is got, 
Phillis, is only thine. 

Then talk not of inconstancy, 
False hearts, and broken vows; 
If I, by miracle, can be 
This live-long minute true to thee, 
’Tis all that heaven allows. 
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Tiiim upriRht, vincomprumlsinR patriot, and honoured fViend of Milton, wai 
lifim at Hull, ib 1620. At the aftc ol fifteen, young Marvell, while pursuing 
hts Btudies at Cambridge, was allured from the College by the JeHiiits, who 
marked his promising Ulents, and wished to secure him as a proselyte. His 
father, however, followed him to Loudon, rescued him from their nouhuuu 
tinns, end sent him back to the University. Having lost tbts careful parent in 
1(i4(), through a melancholy accident, Marvell was adopted by a wealthy lady, by 
whose kindness he was enabled to perfect his education, and mako a tour through 
a large part of Europe ; in the course iif which he resided tor some time at 
('onstantmople, as Secretary to the English embassy. In 1653, ho was employed 
by C'roniwcll, first as giiardiun to a Mr Dutton, and afterwards as Assistant 
Latin Secretary to Milton, a year and a half before the deatli of the latter. 
Marvell, in 16G0, and as long as he lived, sat in Parliament ns the re\.res<'nta. 
tivc of hiH native town of Hull Ills zealous attendance upon his du > in 
the House of Commons was so consteiir and unwcaiicd, as to excite the tidmu 
ration of all parties, while his disinterestedness and ludifterenre to wealth i i 
an age of venality, and while his means were extremely limited, would hip o 
ranked him among tlie noblest i imructers of uiieienl tireeei or Itome. He died 
in 1678 He left few poetical pieces , but they are viiluahle os the spontaneous 
outpoiirnu-s ol a pure, warm, affeetionute heart, refined by extcuslvo leariiing 
and a good natural taste. 


THE NYMPH COMPLAININO FOR THE IiEATll OF JlEli FAWN 


Tbp wanton troopers riding by 
Have shot my fawn, and it will die. 

U ngentle men ? they cannot thrive 
Who kill’d thee. Thou ne'er didst alive 
Them any harm ; alas ! nor could 
Thy death to them do any good. 

I'm sure I never wish'd them ill; 

Nor do I for all this ; nor will : 

But, if my simple prayers lauy yet 
Prevail with heaven to forget 
Thy murder, I will join my tears, 

Rather than fail. But, O my fears ! 

It cannot die so. Heaven's king 
Keeps register of every thing, 

And nothing may wc use in vain ; 

Ev'n beasts must be with justice slain 


Inconstant Sylvio, when yet 
I had not found him countci feit, 
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One morning (I remember well), 

Tied in this silver chain and bell, 

Gave it to me : nay, and I know 
What he said then: I’m sure I do. 

Said he, “ Look how your huntsman here 
Hath taught a Fawn to hunt his Deer.” 
But Sylvio soon had me beguiled : 

This waxed tame while he grew wild, 
And, quite regardless of my smart. 

Left me his Fawn, but took his heart. 
Thenceforth I set myself to play 
My solitary time away 
With this, and very well content 
Could so my idle life have spent ; 

For it was full of sport, and light 
Of foot, and heart ; and did invite 
Me to its game ; it seem’d to bless 
Itself in me. How could I less 
Than love it? Oh, I cannot be 
Unkind t’ a beast that loveth me. 

Had it lived long, I do not know 
Whether it too might have done so 
As Sylvio did ; his gifts might be 
Perhaps as false, or more, than he. 

But I am sure, for aught that I 
Could in so short a time espy, 

Thy love was far more better than 
The love of false and cruel man. 

With sweetest milk and sugar first 
I it at my own fingers nursed ; 

And as it grew, so every day 
It wax’d more white and sweet than they 
It had so sweet a breath. And oft 
I blush’d to see its foot more soft 
And white, shall I say than my hand ? 
Nay, any lady’s of the land. 

It is a wondrous thing how fleet 
’Twas on those little silver feet ; 

With what a pretty skipping grace 
It oft would challenge me the race ; 

And when ’t had left me far away, 
’Twould stay, and run again, and stay ; 
For it was nimbler much than hinds, 

And trod as if on the four winds. 

I have a garden of my own. 

But so with roses overgrown. 
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And lilips, that you would it gMu^ss 
To be a little wilderness. 

And all the spring time of* the year 
It only loved to be there. 

Among the beds of* lili<;s I 
Have sought it oft where it should lie, 
Yet could not, till itself would rise. 
Find it, although before mine eyes ; 
For in the flaxen lilies" shade 
It. like a bank of lilies laid ; 

Upon the roses it would feed 
Until its lips e’en seem'd to hleetl ; 
And then to me ’t would boldly tri]>. 
And print those roses on rny liji 
I3ul all its (!liit!l‘ delight was still 
On n)s<;s thus itself to fill. 

And its pure viigin limbs to fold 
In whitest sheets of lilies cold 
Had it lived long, it would ha^ e l>€‘(‘n 
Idlies without, roses within. 
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The ccli'brated author of Hudibras wa« bom at Strensham In Worcertershiro, 
in nil 2. Jt cannot be aacertained whether he enjoyed a Unlveralty education 
or not, but it is ovident that his scholarsliip, however acquired, was lK)th 
various and profound. It was fortunate, also, that the services in which hr 
was Huccesslvoly employed were favourable for the development of liih love of 
study, the first of these being the employment of clerk to Mr. Jefferys, an 
eminent magistrate in Worcesterriiire, where he enjoyed ample leisure for 
reading and meditation ; and the second, an offire In the household of the' 
Countess of Kent, where he had the use of an ample library, and the soeiety 
ol the learned Seldcn, tlie friend and instructor of poets We next find him 
in the employ of Sir Samuel Luke, one of Cromwell’s officers, when* he hud 
abundiuit opportunities of studying the manners of the Puritans ; ami here, it 
Is supposed, he conceived the first idea of his satirical epic of Hutlibrns, and 
collected the principal materials. 

On the accession of Charles 11. at the Restoration, Butler hoped that tin* 
loyalty he had evinced In evil times would not pass unremembered ^ but oh 
this oecasion he found, like many others who had si'll stronger claims upon 
royal gratitude, that Charles hod extended the Act r>f Oblivion to frlemte as 
well as foes. Although, on the publication of the first part of Hudibras in 
1663, the work became the delight of the court, and was frequently quoted by 
the king, the poet reaped nothing but this empty applause, os the reward of 
his gonlus and labours. In the following year the second part was published, 
but with the same results. Wc are also told, that Butler had been taught to 
expect much from the patronoge of the Duke of Buckingham, who engaged 
to recommend the poet to lus imdestj j but as tliat volatile nobleman was ns 
heartless and thoughtless as his royal master, the promise was never fulfli'od. 
Butler, however, still continued lo write amidst obscurity and dJsrouragoment, 
and in 1676 the third part of Hudibras appeared. The elasticity of spirit, 
however, which had hitherto lent such a ebamo to the work, had been greatly 
impaired from the above.mcni toned causes, so that tbls part is eonsiderably 
inferior to the other two. Butler’s death followed in 1680, when he was buried 
ut the solo expense of a fri<‘n«l. m the churchyard of Govern Garden, aftoi ;i 
place of interment in Westminster Abbey had been refiiM*d 

'Hie poem of Hudibras was evidentlv suggested by the adve ntures of I>oii 
^uixotte. Cervantes, in sending lii.*i lu io upon a chivalrous enisude to right 
wrongs, redress grievances, and make all mankind coniosv that DuUinen del 
Tobosa was the iieerless beauti oi the world, intended lo portniy (’buries V. 
and his wars to right the tluxrch, and tiring all sects and opinions to one w ay of 
thinktaff, Charles, huffled in his attempt, retired to u cell, and there discovi*rei| 
how hopeless It was to tone the whole world to think and act alike; imd 
accordingly the knight of l.n Mancha, after being cudgelled and dujied, rrtiies 
lo his peaceful home, becomes a sobcr.th inking man, and discovers that chiialry 
IS 11 delusion. In the same manner, Butler intended to display the career of J 
ptritanlsmduring liie peri ojl tiLtbe civil wars, ite ““ amuseinems/ 

its gloom.'Tiypocnsy, and duplicity , ami foF tills purpose ho iin personated it nil 
Sir Hudibras, v^ho went forth “a colonelling ” against bear.hailmg, and every I 
popular sport, and ended by being a cheat and a dupe He Ims accoutred tin/ 
hero with every reqiiiNite, and thru.sL liitn into every adventure, by which such 
a picture could be illustrated, while the singularity of figures, language, 
measure, and rhyme, in which the narrative is embodied, adds poignam y to the 
original conception. Like Cervantes, also, Butler has brought to the task an 
amount of learning, and a depth of observatinn, that indicate the labour and 
tlKiught of years, rather than the easy and spontaneous overflow of un author 
writing merely to amuse. We must add, however, that the I’uritan of Butler 
is an aggruvaU?d caricature, rather than a faithful portrait; and that, Iik«.too 
many wits, who ondoavour to apply the test of rldh ule to religious errors, he 
has frequently confounded a conscienlliius prccisrnesM with alter tat ion, and 
religious f«r\our with hypocri'sy. 




BUTT.EK. 

i)F:srHii’'i u>N oi' III mint AS. 

When ri\il dudj4:oon first ^rcw 
And men fi;ll out they kii<*'v not wliy . 

\Vlicii Imrd words, jealousies, and fein -., 

S(d folks together by the ears, 

And made thorn fight, like mad oi di iiuk, 
For T)amc Religion, as for punk ; 

Whose lionesty the^^ all durst swear for. 
Though not a man €>f thom knew- w hor*»l<jr<* : 
^Vhen Gospel-tr unipeter, surrounded 
With long-ear’d rout, to battle sounded ; 

And nulpit., drum ecclesiastic. 

\V as beat with fist instead of a ■ 

Then did Sir J\ night abanaon dwelling, 

■And out he rode a oolonellin:?*. 
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A wij^ht he was, whose very si^ht would 
Kntitle him Mirror of Knighthood, 

That never bow’d his stubborn knee 
To any thing but Chivalry, 

Nor put up blow, but that which laid 
High! "Worshipful on shoulder-blade ; 
Chief of domestic knights and errant, 
Either for chartel or for warrant; 

Great on the bench, great in the saddle. 
That could as well bind o'er as swaddle ; 
Mighty he was at both of these. 

And styled of W^ar, as well as Peace : 

(So some rats, of amphibious nature. 

Are either for the land or water :) 

But here our authors make a doubt 
Whether he were more wise or stout : 
Some hold the one, and some the othci. 
But, howBoe’er they make a pother, 

The diflereiice was so small, his brain 
Outweigh’d his rage but half a grain ; 
"Which nuide some take him for a tool 
That knaves do work with, call'd a Fool. 
For 't has been hold by many, that 
As Montaigne, playing with his cat, 
Complains she thought him but an ass. 
Much more she would Sir Hudibras 
(For that 's the name our valiant Kniglit 
To all his challenges did write) ; 

But they ’re mistaken very much ; 

’Tis plain enough he was no such. 

We grant, although he had much wit, 

H’ was very shy of using it, 

As being loth to wear it out, 

And therefore bore it not about ; 

Unless on holy-days, or so. 

As men their best apparel do. 

Beside ’tis known he could speak Greek 
As naturally as pigs squeak ; 

That Latin was no more difficile, 

Than to a blackbird ’tis to whistle : 

Being rich in both, he never scanted 
His bounty unto such as wanted ; 

But much of either would affonl 
To many that hod not one word. 

For Hebrew roots, although they're found 
To flourish most in barren ground. 
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He had such plenty, as sufficed 
To make- some thii^ him circumcised. 


For his religion, it was fit 
To match his learning and his wit : 

’Twas Presbyterian true blue ; 

For he was of that stubborn crew 
Of errant saints, whom all men grant 
To be the true Church Militant ; 

Such as do build their faith upon 
The holy text of pike and gun ; 

Decide all controversies by 
Infallible artillery; 

And prove their doctrine orthodox 
By apostolic blows and knocks ; 

Call fire, and sword, and desolatiork, 

A godly, thorough Information, 

Which always must be carried on, 

And still be doing, never dontj ; 

As if Religion were intended 
For nothing else but to be mended : 

A sect whose chief devotion lies 
In odd perverse antipathies ; 

In falling out with that or this, 

And finding somewhat still amiss ; 

More peevish, cross, and splenetic. 

Than dog distract, or monkey sick ; 

That with more care keep holy-day 
The wrong, than others the right way ; 
Compound for sins they are inclined to. 

By damning those they have no mind to : 

Still so perverse and opposite. 

As if they worshipp’d God for spite : 

The self-same thing they will abhor 
One way, and long another for : 

Free-will they one way disavow. 

Another, nothing else allow : 

All piety consists therein 
In them, in other men all sin : 

Rather than fail, they will defy 
That which they love most tenderly ; 

Quarrel with minced pies, and disparage 
Their best and dearest friend, plum-pomdge ; 
Fat pig and goose itself oppose, 

And blaspheme custard through the nose. 
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Thus was lie gifted and accoutred. 

We mean on th* inside, not the outward : 
That next of all we shall discuss ; 

Then listen. Sirs, it follows thus. 

His tawny beard was th’ equal grace 
Both of his wisdom and his face ; 

In cut and dye so like a tile, 

A sudden view it would beguile ; 

The upper part whereof was whey. 

The nether orange, mix’d with grt'j'. 

« « « Ilk 

His back, or rather burthen, show’d 
As if it stoop’d with its own load : 

For as -^neas bore his sire 

Upon his shoulders tlirough the fin*, 

Our Knight did bear no loss a jiack 
Of his own buttocks on his back ; 

Which now had almost got the upper - 
Hand of his head for want of crupper : 

To poise this equally, he bore 
A paunch of the same bulk before, 

Which still he had a special care 
To keep well cramm’d with thrifty fare ; 

As white-pot, butter-milk, and curds. 

Such as a country house affords ; 

W’ith other victual, which anon 
We farther shall dilate upon, 

When of his hose we come to treat, 

The cupboard where hcj kept his meat. 

His doublet was of sturdy bufl', 

And though not sword, yet cudgel-proof, 
Whereby *twas fitter for his use. 

Who fear’d no blows but such as bruise. 

His breeches were of rugged woollen. 
And had been at the siege of Kullen ; 

To old King Harry so well known. 

Some writers held they were his own : 
Through they were lined with many a piece 
Of ammunition bread and cheese. 

And fat black puddings, proper food 
For warriors that delight in blood : 

For, as we said, he always chose 
To carry vittle in his hose. 

That often tempted rats and mice 
The ammunition to surprise ; 
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And when he put a hand but in 
Thr one* or t’ other magazine. 

They stoutly in defence on 't stood, 

And from the wounded foe drew blood. 

And till th" were storin’d and beaten out. 

Ne’er left the fortified i*edouht : 

And though knights-errant, as some think. 

Of old did neither oat nor drink, 

Heeause when thorough deserts vast. 

And regions desolate, they past, 

Whojv' belly-timber above giound. 

Or under, was not to be liamd. 

Unless they grazed, tliere ’s not one word 
Of their provision on ree.ord ; 

Wliich made some confidently write, 

Tliry hud no stomachs but to fight : 

’Tis filsii ; li>r Arthur wore in hall 
Kniind tabic like a farthingal. 

Oil whu;h, with shirt pull'd out behind. 

And tike before, his good knights dined; 
Though 'twas no table some suppose, 

UliL a huge pair of round trunk hose. 

In which he carried as much meal 
As he and all the knights could eat. 

When laying by ibeir .swords ami truncheons. 
They took their breakfasts oi their ntinchcon.^. 
But let that pass at present, lest 
VVe should forget where we digrest. 

As learned authors use, to whom 
Wc leave it, and to th' purpose come. 

His puissant sword unto his side. 

Near his undaunted heart, was tied, 

With basket-hilt that would hold broth. 

And serve for fight and dinner both ; 

In it he melted lead foi bullets 
To shoot at foes, and sometimes pullets, 

To whom he boro so fell a grutch. 

He ne er gave quarter to any such. 

The trenchant blade, Toledo trusty, 

For want of fighting was grown rusty, 

And ate into itself, for lack 
Of somebody to hew and hack ; 

The peaceful scabbard, where it dwelt. 

The rancour of its edge had felt ; 

For of -Ite lower end two handfiil 
It had devoured, ’twas so manfxil, 

H 
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And 60 much scorn’d to lurk in cose. 

As if it durst not show its face. 

In many desperate attempts 
Of warrants, exigents, contempts. 

It had appear’d with courage bolder 
Than Serjeant Bum invading shoulder : 

Oft had it ta’en possession. 

And prisoners too, or made them run. 

This sword a dagger had, his page. 

That was but little for his age. 

And therefore waited on him so. 

As dwarfs upon knights-errant do : 

It was a serviceable dudgeon. 

Either for fighting or for drudging : 

"When it had stabb’d, or broke a head. 

It would scrape trenchers, or chip bread ; 
Toast cheese or bacon ; though it were 
To bait a mouse-trap, ’twould not care ; 
’Twould make clean shoes, and in the earth 
Set leeks and onions, and so forth : 

It had been ’prentice to a brewer, 

"Where this and more it did endure, 

But left the trade, as many more 
Have lately done on the same score. 

In th’ holsters, at his saddle-bow, 

Two aged pistols lie did stow. 

Among the surplus of such meat 
As in his hose he could nut get : 

These would inveigle rats with Ih’ scent, 

To forage when the cocks were bent. 

And sometimes catch them with a snap. 

As cleverly as th’ ablest trap : 

They were upon hard duty still, 

And every night stood sentinel. 

To guard the magazine i’ th* hose 

From two-legg’d and from four-legg’d foes. 


FORTUNE OF HUDIBRAS IN BATTLE. 

For Colon, chusing out a stone, 

Levell’d so right, it thump’d upon 
His manly paunch with such a force. 

As almost beat him off his horse. 
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He loosed his whinyard, and the rein, 

But laying fast hold on the inane, 
Preserved his seat : and as a goose 
In death contracts his talons close. 

So did the Knight, and with one claw. 

The tricker of his pistol draw. 

The gun went off ; and as it was 
Still fatal to stout Hudibras, 

In all his feats of arms, when least 
He dreamt of it to prosper best, 

So now he fared : the shot, let fly 
At random ’mong the enemy. 

Pierced Talgol’s gabardine, and grazing 
Upon his shoulder, in the passing 
Lodged in Magnano's brass habergeon. 
Who straight, A surgeon cried, a surgeon ; 
He tumbled down, and as he fell. 

Did Murther, Murther, Murther, yell. 


COMBAT BETWEEN TRUIXA AND HUDIBRAS. 

This said, he jogged his good steed nigher. 
And steer’d him gently towards the Squire, 
Then bowing down his body, stretch’d 
Hip hand out, and at Kalpho reach'd ; 

When Trulla, whom he did not mind, 
Charged him like lightening behind. 

She had been long in search about 
Magnano’s wound, to find it out. 

But could find none, nor where the shot 
That had so startled him was got : 

But, having found the worst was past. 

She fell to her own work at Iasi, 

The pillage of the prisoners, 

Wliich in all feats of arms was her’s ; 

And now to plunder Ralph she flew, 

When Hudibras’s hard fate drew 
To succour him ; for as he bow’d 
To help him up, she laid a load 
Of blows so heavy, and placed so well, 

On th’ other side, that down he fell. 

Yield, scoundrel base (quoth she), or die ; 
Thy life is mine, and liberty ; 

But if thou think’ St I took thee tardy. 

And dar'st presume to be so hardy 
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To try tliy fortune o’ei* afresh, 

I'll wave my title to thy flesh. 

Thy arms and baggage, now my right. 

And, if thou liast the heart to try ’t. 

I’ll lend thee back thyself a while. 

And once more, for that carcase vile. 

Fight upon tick. — Quoth Hudibras, 

Tliou otfer’st nobly, valiant lass, 

And 1 shall take thee at thy word. 

First let me rise and take my sword ; 

That sword which has so oft this day 
Through squadrons of my foes made way. 
And some to other worlds dispatcht. 

Now with a feeble spinster match t. 

Will blush, with blood ignoble stain’d, 
lly which no honour 's to be gain’d : 

But if thou’lt take m’ advice in this. 
Consider, whilst thou may’st, what ’tis 
To interrupt a victor’s course, 

B’ opposing such a trivial force : 
l*\jr if with conquest I come off 
(And that I shall do sure enough), 

Quarter thou cans! not have, nor grace, 

By law of arms, in such a case ; 

Both whitdi I now do ofl’er freely. 

I scorn (quoth she), thou coxcomb silly, 
Quarter or counsel from a foe ; 

If thou canst force me to it, do : 

But lest it should again be said. 

When I have once more won thy head, 

1 took Dice naiiping, unprepared, 

Arm, and betake thee to thy guard. 

This said, she to her tackle fell, 

And on the Knight let fall a peal 
Qf blows BO fierce, and press’d so home. 

That he retirtid, and follow’d ’s bum. 

Stand to 't (quoth she), or yield to mercy ; 

It is not fighting arsie-versie 

Shall serve thy turn. — ^This stirr’d his spleen 

More than the danger he was in. 

The blows he felt, or was to feel. 

Although th’ already made him reel ; 

Honour, despite, revenge, and shame. 

At once into his stomach came ; 

Which fired it so, he raised his arm 
Above his head, and rain'd a storm 
Of blows BO terrible and thick. 
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As if 1* meant to hash her quick : 

But she upon her truncheon took them, 

And by oblique diversion broke them, 
WaitiiifT an opiJortunity 
To pay all back with usury. 

Which long she fail'd not of ; for now 
The Knight with one dead-doing blow 
Resolving to decide the fight. 

And she with quick and cunning sleight 
Avoiding it, the force and weight 
He charged upon it wa? so great. 

As almost sway’d him to the ground : 

No sooner she th’ advantage found. 

But in she flew ; and seconding. 

With home-made thrust, the heavy swing. 
She laid him flat upon his side, 

And, mounting on his trunk astride, 

Quoth she, I told thee what would conic 
Of all thy vapouring, base scum ; 

Say, will the law of arms allow 
I may have gi’aco and quarter now ? 

Or wilt thou rather break thy word, 

And stain thine honour, than thy sword? 

A man of war to damn his soul, 

In basely breaking his pai ole ; 

And whtjn befort; the fight, th’ had’st vow’d 
To give no quarter in cold blood ; 

Now thou hast got me for a Tartar, 

To make me against iny will take quartei , 
W'hy dost not put me to the sword, 

But cowardly fly from thy word ? 

Quoth Hudibras, The day’s thine own ; 
Thou and thy stars have cast me down : 

My laurels are transplanted now. 

And flourish on thy conquering brow ; 

My loss of honour 's great enough, 

Thou need'st not brand it with a scoff : 
Sarcasms may eclipse thine own, 

But cannot blur my lost renown : 

1 am not now in Fortune’s power, 

He that is down can fall no lower. 

The ancient heroes were illustrious 
For being benign, and not blustrous 
Against a vanquish'd foe : their swords 
'Were sharp and trenchant, not their words; 
And did in fight but cut work out 
T’ employ their courtesies about. 
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Quoth slie. Although tliou Jiasl deserved. 
Base Shibberdegullion, to be serNed 
As thou didst vow to deal witli me. 

If thou liadst got the vh’tory ; 

Yet I shall rathc;r act a part 

'Fhat suits iiiy tame, than thy desert. 

Thy arms, thy liberty, beside 

All that 's oil tir outside of thy hide, 

Aix' mine b}" military law. 

Of which I will not bate one straw ; 

The rest, thy life and limbs, once inoie, 
Though doubly forfeit, I restore. 

* * * * * 

This said, the Knight did straight submit 
And laid liis weapons at her feet 
Next he disrobed his gabardine. 

And with it did himself lesign. 

She took it, and forthwith divesting 
The inanth* that she wort*, said, j<‘sting. 
Take that, and wear it. foi in\ sakt.* : 

Then threw it o’er his sturdv hack 
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Wentworth Dillon, Earl of Roscoramon, was born in Ireland about the 
year 1(133, during the lieutenancy of the Earl of Strafford, his maternal uncle. In 
that kinKdoni , and by whom he was sent to Yorkshire at nn early period, when 
the Irish disorders menaced the safety of the Protcstiuit nobles and their f'lmihos. 
When Strafford himself was about to be impeached, Dillon was sent t'> Caen, 
being then only nine years old. After studying there for some years, and pertrcting 
himself in classical attainments, the tn^ublod state of England deterred him from 
returning, and Uosi-ommon travelled into Italy, where he grallflod his love of 
antiquity by collecting valuable ancient relics, and especially medals, in whicli 
he was a dislinguished connoisseur. On the Restoration, he returned to England, 
threw himself headlong into the frivolities and vices of the times, and impo- 
verished InniHelf by gaming and other exeeHses. He afterwards marne 1, and 
deviated himseir more closely to literature, until his death, whirh took plii.-e in 
]()H4. 'J'he poems of tins Earl are few, but ins versos are dtstinguisheu I 'lieir 
liohsli, and, waai is more, by their mor.Llii\ — a rare quality for the ago in i^inch 
he lived 

“ In all ('Imrles’ dayh 

liosLuininon only botists inis)ioltcd lays *' — Pon 


COMrAIIlSON BETWEEN FUENCfl AND ENfiLlSII TH ANSJ, \TORS 
OE T'OETKV. 


When France had breathed after inteistine broils. 

And peace and coiupiest crown'd lier torcign toils, 

3'her(3 (cultivated by a royal baud) 

Learning j^revv fast, and spreiul, and blest the land ; 

The choicest books ibat Home or Grei'ce have known, 
Her ('xcelleiit tmiislabirs made her ovmj : 

And Eurojjc still c onsiderably prains, 

Both by their pcKid exaiinde and I heir ]>ains- 
Froni hence our generous emulation came, 

We uinlerlook, and we perform'd the same. 

But now, we show tlie world a nobler way. 

And in translated verse do more than Ihe^ ; 

Serene and clear, harmonions Horace flt^ws, 

With sweetness not to be exprest in prostj : 
l^t'grading prose explains his meaning ill, 

And shows the stuff*, hut not the w ^rkman’s skill : 

I (wlio have served him more than twenty years') 

?earci3 know my master as he there ajipears. 

Vain are our mdghbours’ hopes, and vain their c.ires, 
The fault is more their language's than theirs ; 

'Tis courtly, florid, and abounds in words 
Of softer sound than ours perhaps affords ; 

But who did ever in French authors see 
I'he comprehensive English energy ? 

The weighty bullion of one sterling line. 

Drawn to French wire, would through whole pages shine. 
I 8]ieak my private, but impartial sense, 

With freedom, and (I hope) w'ithou* offence; 
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For I ’ll recant, when France can show me wit 
As strong as ours, and as succinctly writ. 

From An Essay on Translated Verse. 


ODE UPON SOLITUDE. 

Hail, sacred Solitude ! from this calm bay, 

1 view the world's tempestuous sea. 

And with wise pride despise 
All those senseless vanities ; 

With pity moved for others, cast away 
On rocks of hopes and fears, I see them toss’d 
On rocks of folly, and of vice, I see them lost 
Some the prevailing malice of the great. 

Unhappy men or adverse Fate, 

Sunk deep into the gulphs of an afflicted state. 

But more, far more, a numberless prodigious train, 
Whilst Virtue courts them, but alas in vain, 

Fly from her kind embracing arms, 

Deaf to her fondest call, blind to her greatest charms ; 
And, sunk in pleasures and in brutish ease, 

They in their shipwreck'd state themselves obdurate please. 

Hail, sacred solitude ! soul of my soul. 

It is by thee I truly live. 

Thou dost a better life and nobler vigour give ; 

Dost each unruly appetite control ; 

Thy constant quiet fills my peaceful breast 
With unmix’d joy, uninterrupted rest. 

Presuming love does ne’er invade 
This private solitary shade : 

And, with fantastic wounds by beauty made. 

The joy has no allay of jealousy, hope, and fear. 

The solid comforts of this happy sphere : 

Yet 1 exalted Love admire, 

Friendship, abhorring sordid gain. 

And purified from Lust’s dishonest stain : 

Nor is it for my solitude unfit. 

For I am with my friend alone. 

As if we were but one ; 

’Tis the polluted love that multiplies. 

But friendship does two souls in one comprise. 

Here in a full and constant tide doth flow 

All blessings man can hope to know ; 

Here in a deep recess of thought we find 
Pleasures which entertain, and which exalt the mind ; 
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Pleasures which do from friendship and from knowledge 
rise, 

Which make us happy, as they make us wise : 

Here may I always on this downy grass, 

Unknown, unseen, my easy minutes pass : 

Till with a gentle force victorious death 
My solitude invade, 

And, stopping for a while my breath, 

With ease convey me to a better shade. 


THE CONFIDENT (JUACK 

A quack (too scandalously mean to name) 

Had, by man-mi dwilcry, got wealth and fame : 

As if l ucina had forgot her trade, 

The labouring wife invokes his surer aid. 
Well-seasoird bowls the gossijj’s spirits raise, 

Who, while she guzzles, chats the doctor’s praise ; 
And largely, what she wants in words, supplies, 
With maudlin-eloquence of trickling eyes. 

But what a thoughtless animal is man ! 

(How very active in his own trepan !) 

For, greedy of physicians’ freqmml fees. 

From female mellow praise he takes degrees ; 

Struts in a new unlicensed gown, and then 
From saving women falls to killing men. 

Another such had left the nation thin, 

In spite of all the children he brought in. 

His pills as thick as hand-granadoes flew , 

And where they fell, as certainly they slew ; 

His name struck every where as great a damp. 

As Archimedes through the Roman camp. 

With this, the doctor’s pride bega-i to cool; 

For smarting soundly may convince a fool. 

But now repentance came too late for grace : 

And meagre Famine stared him in the face : 

Fain would he to the wives be reconciled, 

But found no husband left to own a child. 

The friends, that got the brats, were poison’d too ; 

In this sad case, what could our vermin do? 

Worried with debts and past all hope of 'bail, 

Th’ unpitied wretch lies rotting in a jail : 

And there with basket-alms, scarce kept alive, 

Shows how mistaken talents ought to thrive. 

From An on Trantlatai f’erw. 
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C 11 AHI.RN CuTiuN was. born in 1C30 After studyinK at Cambridge, and travel- 
ling abroad, hi> mamed at his return to England the daiighter of Sir Thomas 
Oiv thorp As, however, he mherlted a heavily encumbered estate, and possessed 
extravrigant habits, he was obliged to embrace the military profession as a means 
of subsistence , and he went as a eaptain to Ireland, where he married his s4*eond 
wife, Marv, Countess Dowager of Ardgluss. Cotton still continued to indulge 
Ills reckless liahits of cx|H;nNe, and died insolvent at Westminster, m l(iH7. Of 
his [>oetry, his chief production is, A Voyage to Ireland, in burlesque, In which 
there is considerable comic humour, delivered in an unconstrained and lively 
manner, lie also wrote a disgusting burlesque translation of part of the .£neid. 


A HOST AND HOS'l’ESS. 

“A hay!” quoth the foremost, ho ! who keep.s tlie 
house ? ” 

Whifli said, out an host comes as brisk as a louse ; 

His hair ctnub'd as sleek as a barber he 'J heen, 

A cravat with black ribbon tied under his chin ; 

Tliou^h by what I saw in him, I straight 'f^an to fear 
That knot would be ont* t!ay ^li])p’d under his t ar. 

Quoth he (with low con^c). “ What lack yon, my lord 
“ The best liquor,” qutitb I, “ that the house will alibrd.'’ 
“You shall Btrai^^ht,” quoth he; and then calls out, 
“ Mary, 

Come quickly, and bring us a quart of C'anaiy.” 

“ Hold, hold, my spruce host ! for i’ th' morning so early, 
I never drink liquor but what’s made of barley.” 

Which words were scarce out, but, vvliich made me admire. 
My lordshi]) was presently turn'd into ’squire : 

“ Ale, 'squire, you mean? ’ quoth he nimbly again, 

“ Wliat, must it be purl'd?” — “ No, I love it best plain.” 
“ Why, if you ’ll drink ale., sir, pray take my advice, 
Here 's the best ale i’ th’ land, if you ’ll go to the price ; 
Ilettcr, I sure am, ne'er blew out a stopple; 

Ihit then, in plain truth, it is sixpence a bottle.” 

“ Why faith,” quoth I, “ friend, if your liquor be such, 
For the best ale hi Fiiigland, it is not too much ; 

IjCt *s have it, and quickly.” — “O sir ! you may slay; 

A pot in your pate is a mile in your way : 

Come, bring out a bottle here presently, wife, 

Of the best Cheshire hum he e’er drank in his life.” 
Straight out conies the mistress in waistcoat of silk, 

As clear as a milkmaid, as white as her milk, 

YVith visage as oval and sleek as an egg, 

As straight as an arrow, as right as my leg : 

A curtsey she made, as demure as a sister, 

I could not forbear, but alighted and kiss’d her : 
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Then duckhijjr another with most modest mien, 

Tlie first word she said, was, “ Will ’t please you walk 
in?" 

1 thank’d her; but told her, I then could not stay, 

For the haste of niy bus’ness did call me away. 

Slic said, slie was sorry it fell out so odd, 
liut if, when aj^ain I should travel that road, 

1 would stay there a nig’ht, she assured me the nation 
Should no where afibrd better accoiumodation. 

Fi om ji t'oi/offe to li eland . C,wf I. 


corroN s account of himsfli 

Suppei bein^ ended, and things awaj taken, 

]Vla^.ler mayor's curiosity ’)?un to awaken; 

Wht'refore making me draw something nearer liis chair, 
fie will'd and required m*; there to declare 
My country, my birth, my estate, and my parts, 

And wliethcr I was not a master of arts; 

And eke w hat I he huss’ness was had brought me tiutlicM*, 
AN'itli what J was going about now, and wdiither ; 
f in ing me caution, no lie should escape me, 
b’or if I sli('uld trip, lie should certainly trap me. 

I answer'd, my eoiintr} was famed StaH'ordshire ; 

That in deeds, bills, and bonds, I w^as e\<Twrit squin* : 
'riial of land I liad botb sorts, some good, and some evil, 
Ihit that a great part on ’t was pawn'd to the Devil; 

Thai us foi my jiarts, they were sneh as he saw; 

That, indeed, I had a small sinatt’ring of Jaw, 

Which 1 lately liad got inoie by puc^iee tbiiii reading 
Dy sitting o’ tli’ bench, whilst others were jdcadmg ; 

Diit that arms I bad ever more studied than arts. 

And was now U) a ea])tain raised by my desert. ; 

That the business which led me through Palatine ground 
Into Ireland wtis, whitlier nowr I was bound; 

Wliiire his wairship’s great favour I loud will proclaim, 
And in all other places wherever I came. 

He said, as to that, I might do what I list, 

But that I was welcome, and gave me his fist; 

W'^hen having tny fingers made era -ik with his gripes, 

He call’d to his man for some bottles and i>ipes. 

From A i nt^unv tv It eland . CarUo II, 
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CUARLBS Sackvillb, Earl of Doraet, was bom January 24th, 1637. He was 
educated under a private tutor, and afterwards he travelled into Italy, fVoin 
which he returned a little before the Restoration. He soon became a favourite 
of ('harles II., and distinguished himself as a leader in the profligacy and excesses 
of the courtiers. In the naval war with the Dutch, he attended the Duke of York 
as a volunteer. In 1665, was present at the victory obtained on the 3d of June, and, 
os the report was generally currimt, composed the song, “ To all you ladies now 
at land,*' on the evening preceding the engagemeuL After being employed in 
political business during the reigns of Charles 11. and James 11., Lord Dorset 
took a decided part in favour of the Revolution, and became a favourite witli 
William, by whom he was appointed lord-chamberlain of the household. His 
lordship died January 19th, 1706. His poetry consists of only a few fugitive 
pieces. 


JO MR EDWARD HOWARD. ON HIS INCOMPARABLE, INCOM- 
PREHENSIBLE POEM. CALLED THE BRITISH PRINCES. 

Come on, ye Critics, find one fault who dares ; 

For read it backward, like a witcirs prayers, 

’Twill do as well ; throw not away your jests 
On solid nonsense that abides all tests. 

Wit, like tierce-claret, when ’t bej^ins to pall, 

Neglected lies, and ’s of no use at all, 

But, in its full perfection of decay. 

Turns vinegar, and comes again in play. 

Thou hast a brain, such as it is indeed ; 

On w'hat else should thy worm of fancy feed ? 

Yet in a filbert I have often known 
Maggots survive, when all the kernel ’s gone 
This simile shall stand in thy defence, 

'Gainst those dull rogues who now and then write sense. 
Thy style ’s the same, whatever be thy theme, 

As some digestions turn all meat to phlegm : 

They lie, dear Ned, who say thy brain is barren, 

Where deep conceits, like maggots, breed in carrion. 
Thy stumbling founder’d jade can trot as high 
As any other Pegasus can fly : 

So the dull eel moves nimbler in the mud. 

Than all the swift -finn’d racers of the flood. 

As skilful divers to the bottom fall 
Sooner than those who cannot swim at all ; 

So in this way of writing, without thinking. 

Thou hast a strange alacrity in sinking. 

Thou writ’st below ev’n thy own natural parts. 

And with acquired dulness and new arts 
Of studied nonsense, tak’st kind readers’ hearts. 
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Therefora, dear Ned, at my advice, forbear 
Such loud complaints ’gainst critics to prefer, 
Since thou art turn’d an arrant libeller ; 

Thou sett’st thy name to what thyself dost write , 
Did ever libel yet so sharply bite V 


SONO 

Corydon beneath a willow. 

By a murmuring t;urrent laid, 

Hifc arm reclin(*cl, the lover’s ])iIlow, 
Thus adtU'ess’d the ( harming maid. 

O ! my Sacharissa, tell 

How could Nature' take delight 

That a heart so hard should dwell 
In a frame so soft and white. 

Could you feel but half tlie anguish. 
Half the tortures, that I bear. 

How for you I daily languish, 

You 'd be kind as you are fail’. 

Sec the fire that in me reigns, 

O ! h(*hoJd a burning man ; 

Think I feel my dying pains. 

And be cruel if you can. 

With her conquest pleased, the dame 
Cried, with an insulting look, 

y es, I fain would quench your flame ; 
She spoke, and pointed to the brook. 


SONG 

WRITTEN \T SLA, IN 7 HE FIRST Ul’TCII WAR, IfiCi.'i, JHF NIUHT UEFUUB 
AN BNCjAOEMBNT. 

To all you ladies now at land, 

Wc men, at sea, indite ; 

But first would have you understand. 

How hard it is to write ; 

The Muses now, and Neptune too. 

We must implore to write to you. 

With a fa, la, la, la, la. 
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For though the Muses should prove kind. 
And fill our empty brain ; 

Yet if rough Neptune rouse the wind, 

To wave the azure main, 

Clur paj^er, pen, and ink, and wc. 

Roll II]) and down our ships at sea. 

Witli a fa, 6lv, 

Then if we write not by each post. 

Think not we ore unkind ; 

Nor yet conclude our ships are lost. 

By Dutchmen, or by wind : 

Our tears we‘ll send a speedier way, 

The tide shall bring them twice a-day. 
With a fa, 6cc. 

Tin* king, with wonder and siu’prisc, 

W'ill swear the seas grow bold ; 

Because the tides will higher rise. 

Than e’c.‘r they used of old : 

But let him know, it is our tears 
Bring Hoods of grief to 'Whitehall stairs. 
'With a fa, Ac. 

Should foggy Opdani ehiinec* l-o know 
Our sad and dismal story ; 

The Dutch would sc'orn so wc'ak a foe, 

And quit their fort at Oorec* : 

For what I'csistaiice can they find 
From men wlio ’ve left theii' heaits behind! 
AYith a fa, &,c. 

Bet wind and weather do its worst. 

Be you to us but kind ; 

Bet. Dutchmen vapour, Sjjaniards curse. 

No sorrow we shall find : 

’Tis then mi matter how things go. 

Or who ’s our friend, or who ’s our Joe. 
With a fa, &.c. 

To pass our tedious hours awa^y , 

'We throw a merry main ; 

Or else at serious ombre play ; 

But, why should we in vain 
Faeh other’s ruin thus pursue ? 

We were iindoiic when we left you. 

Witli a fa, &c. 
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But our fears tempestuous grow. 
And cast our hopes away ; 

Whilst you, regardless of our woe. 

Sit careless at a play : 

Perhaps, permit some happier man 
To kiss your hand, or flirt your fan. 

With a fa, &lc. 

Wlien any mournful tune you hear. 

That dies in every note; 

As if it sigliM with each man's ojirc, 

P or being so remote : 

Tliink how often lov<* we ’ve made 
To you, when al! those tunes were play’d. 
AVitli fa. &c. 

In justice you cannot refuse. 

To think (j 1 our distress ; 

Wh('n we for hopes of honour lose. 

<hir ec‘rtaiii happiness; 

All those designs are but to prove 
C)ars<'lv<‘s more worthy of your love. 

With a fa, &<•. 

\nd now w< 've told you all our loves, 
And likewise nil our fears ; 

In )iop('s this fleehu'atioij moves 
Some ]>Jty from your tears ; 

Bet 's hear of no inconstancy. 

We have too much of tliat al sea. 

With a fa, la, la, la, la. 


SONG. 

Dorinda’s sparlvling wit and eyes, 

United, cast too fierce a light. 

Which blazes high, but quickly dies, 

Pains not the heart, but hurts the sight. 

Love is a calmer, gentler joy. 

Smooth are his looks, and soft his pace ; 
Her Cupid is a black-guard boy, 

That runs his link full in youi fiire. 
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This great poet, who raal^ next to MUUm SbakqpeaiQe, was bom at 
Aldwinkle, near Oundle, on the 9th of August, 1681. He was first educated 
in Westminster School, and afterwards fat Trinity CoUafe, Cambridge. Ho 
must hare commenced the writing of poetry at an early period, as his poem. 
On the Death of Lord Hostings, was publish^ In 1649, whan he was not more 
than eighteen years old. After the death of Cromwell, In 1668, when his mind 
had been matured by Btady, ho stepped forth to pubUc notice by his Heroic 
Stanzas on the late Lord 'Protector, a subject which, ftom Its intrinsic greau 
ness, seems to hare wrung mournful lyrics even from those who were the first 
to hymn the arrival of Charles II. Dryden, upon this occasion, was as eager 
as the rest to welcome the new sovereign, whicli he did In his Astrssa Redux. 
It would appear, however, that, like his tuneful brethren, after having sown 
the wind of panegyric, he was fated to reap the whirlwind of disappointment j 
for ho was obliged to betake himself to a less congenial, although a more 
profitable, department of poetry, and write for the stage, which ho continned 
to do for many yean. At Intervals he continued to produce several poems, 
which raised his reputation above all his contemporaries, and in 1668 he suc- 
ceeded Davenant as Poet Laureate. 

Dryden, however, was not allowed to et^oy his high reputation undisturbed. 
Rnvy was excited, and satire and slander were alternately circulated against him. 
Among his moat distinguished enemies were the Duke of Buckingham and the 
Earl of Rochester, of whom the former ridiculed the poet in his well-known 
farce. The Rehearsal ; while the latter took Settle, the antagonist of Dryden. 
under his protection. But these, although studied Insults, and calculated to 
wound deeply, were not the worst. Ibe Duke of Buckingham having written 
an anonymous satire, reflecting upon the Duchess of Portsmouth Dryden was 
suspected of being the author, in consequence of which he was woy-laid and 
seferely beaten. To these evils were superadded the hardsitips of poverty, and, 
during a period in which he was refining our language in verses that constitute 
some of the noblest of our national literary treasures, l>rydcn was struggling 
for subsistence, and obliged to depend upon the stinted allowances of his book- 
sellers. Like Milton, too, he entertained the noble enthusiasm of writing some 
epic that should redound to the glory of his country, and had fixed upon Prince 
Arthur for his theme : but Charles and his frivolous courtiers were too deeply 
immersed in sensuality to extend the necessary patronage for such a purpose, 
and an opportunity, which the wealth of England cannot purchase back, was 
lost, for want of one of those salaries which were so liberally dealt out to pimps 
and parasites. 

In 1681, Dryden inflicted a tremendous revenge upon his personal enemies, by 
the publication of Absalom and Achitopliol ; perhaps the most vigorous, as it 
was also the most popular, of all his writings. The victims writhed, Uie nation 
at large read, admired, and applauded j and every reply only showed the hope- 
lessness of encountering such a formidable antagonist. 

After the accession of James, and when Popery became the chief qualifica- 
tion for court favour, Dryden renounced Protestantism, and became a Papist. 
This change happened at a suspiclou.s season, so that tlie honesty of his conver- 
sion was called In question ; but that he was sincere in his new creed was 
Bufllciently attested, by his educating his sons in Uie doctrines and worship of 
the church of Rome. He now endeavoured to wield his pen in defence of the 
Romish faith, and his chief attempt, in this new warfare, was, The Hind and 
the Panther. But notwithstanding its splendid descriptions and vigorous sen- 
timents, the plan of the work was too startling ; and the idea of two beasts 
discussing arguments in theology, and quotmg the Fathers, excited disgust or 
merriment, so that, as a work of controversy, it proved a complete failure. If 
the poet had hoped to obtain profit or court favour by changing his faith, these 
hopes were completely blasted by the Revolution. He was deprived of the 
laurel, which was given to his enemy, Shadwell ; and in his old days he was 
obliged to rely wholly upon his pen for subsistence. In this manner he laboured 
till his death, which occurred on the 1st of May, 1701. 
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from an ode to the memory of MRS ANNE KIEMOREW. 

When in mid-air the golden trump slmll kouiuI, 

To raise the nations under ground ; 

When in the \ alley of Jehoshaphat, 

Tlic judging God shall close the book of fate ; 

And there the last assizes keep, 

Foi those who wake, and Uiose who sleep : 

When rattling bones together fly, 

From the four corners of the sky ; 

When sinews o'er the skeletons are spread, 

Those clothed with flesh, and lile inspires the dead ; 
The sacred poets first shall hear the sound, 

And foremost from the tomb shall bound, 

For they are cover’d with the lightest ground ; 

And straight, with inborn vigour, on the wing, 

Ijike mountain larks, to the new morning 
There thou, sweet saint, before the quire shall go, 

\s harbinger of heaven, the way to show, 

I'hc way which thou so well hast learnt l>clow. 
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TRUTH OF REVELATION. 

Dar’ftt thou, poor worm, offend Infinity? 

And must the terms of peace be given by thee ? 

Then thou art Justice in the last appeal ; 

Thy easy God instructs thee to rebel : 

And, like a king remote and weak, must take 
What satisfaction thou art pleased to make. 

But if there be a power too just and strong. 

To wink at crimes, and bear unpunish’d wrong; 
Ijook humbly upward, see his will disclose 
The forfeit first, and then the fine impose : 

A mulct thy poverty could never pay. 

Had not eternal wisdom found l!ie way: 

And with celestial wealth supplied thy store : 

His justice makes the fine, his mercy quits the score. 
See God descending in thy human frame ; 

Th’ offended suffering in th’ offender’s name : 

All thy misdeeds to him imputed see, 

And all his righteousness devolved on thee. 

For, granting we have sinn’d, and that th’ offence 
Of man is made against Ornnipohmcc, 

Some price tliat hears pro2)ortion must be paid. 

And infinite with infinite he weighed. 

See then the Deist lost : reniorse for vice, 

Not paid ; or, paid, inadequate in price : 

What farther means can reason now direct. 

Or what relief from human wit expect ? 

That shows us sick ; and sadly are we sure 
Still to be sick, till heaven reveal the cure : 

If then Heaven’s will must needs be understood, 
Which must, if we want cure, and Heaven he good, 
liCt all records of will re^ea^d be shown; 

W^ith scripture all in equal balance thrown, 

And our one sacred hook will be that one. 

Proof needs not here ; for whether we compare 
That impious, idle, superstitious ware 
Of rites, lustrations, offerings, which before, 

In various ages, various countries bore. 

With Christian faith and virtues, we shall find 
None answering the great ends of human kind 
But this one rule of life, that shows us beat 
How God may he appeased, and mortals blest. 
Whether from length of time its worth we draw. 
The word is scarce moie ancient than the law: 
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Heaven’s early care prescribed for eveiy age ; 

First, in tKe soul, and after, in the page. 

Or, whether more abstractedly we look, 

Or on the writers, or the written book. 

Whence, but from heaven, coultl men unskill’d in arts, 
In several ages bom, in several parts, 

Weave such agreeing truths ? or how, or why, 

Should all conspire to cheat us with a lie ; 

Unask’d their pains, ungrateful their advice, 

Starving their gain, and martyrdom their price ? 

If on the book itself we cast our view. 

Concurrent heathens prove the story true : 

The doctrine, miracles, which must convince, 

For heaven in them appeals to human sense : 

And though they prove not, they confirm the cause. 
When what is taught agrees with Nature’s laws. 

Then for the style, majestic and divine, 

It speaks no less than God in every line : 

Commanding words ; whose force is still the same 
As the first fiat that produced our frame. 

All faiths beside, or did by arms ascend ; 

Or sense indulged has made mankind their friend : 
This only doctrine does our lusts oppose : 

Unfed by Nature’s soil, in which it grows ; 

Cross to our interests, curbing sense and sin ; 
Oppress’d without, and undermined within, 

It thrives through pain ; its own tormentors tires ; 
And with a stubborn patience still aspires. 

To what can reason such effects assign, 

Transcending Nature, but to laws divine ; 

Which in that sacred volume are contain’d, 

Sufficient, clear, and for that use ordain’d ? 

From Rehgto Lata. 


CHARACTER OF THE ENGLISH, UNDER THE SIMILITUDE OF 
THE JEWISH PEOPLE. 

The Jews, a headstrong, moody, murmuring race, 

As ever tried th’ extent and stretch of grace ; 

God’s pamper’d people, whom, debauch’d with ease, 

No king could govern, nor no God could please ; 

Gods they had tried of every shape and size, 

That godsmiths could produce, or priests devise : 

These Adam-wits, too fortunately free. 

Began to dream they wanted liberty ; 
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And when no rule, no precedent, was found. 

Of men, by laws less circumscribed and bound, 

They led their wild desires to woods ai»d caves, 

And thoug-ht that all hut savages were slaves. 

They w'ho, when Saul was dead, without a blow. 

Made foolish Ishbosheth the crown forego ; 

Wlio banish’d David did from Hebron bring. 

And with a general shout i)roclaim’d him king ; 

Those very Jews, who at their very best 
Their humour more than loyalt3^ exprest, 

Now wonder’d why so long they hud obey'd 
An idle monarch, which their hands had made ; 
Thought thc}'^ might ruin him they could create. 

Or melt him to that golden calf, a state. 

But these were random bolts: no form'd dt^sign, 

Nor interest, made the factious crowd ti» join : 

Tlie sober part of Israel, free from stain. 

Well knew the vahn* of a peace.ful reign ; 

And, looking backward with a wise affright, 

Saw seams of w^ounds dishonest to the sight ; 

In contemplation of whos<; uglj" sears, 

They curst the memory of civil wars. 

The moderate sort of men thus qualified. 

Inclined the balance to the better side ; 

And David's mildness managed it so well, 

The bad found no occasion to rebel. 

But when to sin our biass'd nature leans. 

The careful devil is still at hand with means ; 

And providcntlj' pimps for ill desires : 

The good old cause revived a plot requires. 

Plots true or false are necessary tilings. 

To raise up commonwealths, and ruin kings. 

from Ah-mtom ami A( kito] LcL 


CHARACTEU OF TIFF. EAllL OF SHAl'TF.SBURY, IINIlER THE 
name OI’ ACHITOFIIEL 

Of these the false Achitophel was first ; 

A name to all succeeding ages curst: 

For close designs, and crooked counsels fit ; 

Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit ; 

Restless, unfix’d in principles and place ; 

In jiower unpleased, impatient of disgrace : 

A fiery soul, which, working out its way, 

Fretted the pigmy body to decay. 

And o’erinform’d the tenement of clay. 
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A daring pilot in extremity ; 

Pleased with the danger when the waves went high. 
He sought the storms ; but, for a calm unfit, 

Would steer too nigh the sands to boast his wit. 
Great wits arc sure to madness near allied. 

And thin partitions do their bounds divide ; 

Else why should he, with wealth and honour blest, 
Refuse his age the needful hours of rest ? 

Punish a body which he could not please, 

Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of ease ? 

And all to leave what with his toil he won. 

To that unfeather’d two-legg'd thing, a son ; 

Got, while his soul did huddled notions tiy^ ; 

And born a shapeless lump, like anarc^h}". 

In friendship false, implacable in hate ; 

Resolved to ruin, or to rule the state ; 

To compass this the* triple bond he broke ; 

The pillars of the public safety shook ; 

And fitted Israel for a foit ign yoke : 

Then, seized with fear, }^e( still affecting fame. 
Usurp'd a patriot's all-atoning name. 

So easy still it proves, in factious times. 

With public zeal to cancel private crimes. 

How safe is treason, and how sacred ill, 

Where none can sin against the people's ^ill ! 
Where crowds can wink, and no offence be known. 
Since in another’s guilt they find their own ? 

Yet fame deserved no enemy can grudge ; 

The statesman we abhor, but praise the judge. 

In Israel’s courts ne'er sat an Abethdin 

With more discerning eyes, or hands more clean, 

Unhribed, unsought, the wretched to redress ; 

Swift of dispatch, and easy of access. 

Oh ! had he been content to serve the crown, 

With virtues only proper to the go\N u ; 

Or had the rankness of the soil been freed 
From cockle, that oppress’d the noble seed ; 

David for him his tuneful harp had strung, 

And heaven had wanted one immortal song. 

But wild ambition loves to slide, not stand. 

And fortune’s ice prefers to virtue’s land. 
Achitophel, grown weary to possess 
A lawful fame, and lazy happiness. 

Disdain'd the golden fruit to gather free. 

And lent the crowd his arm to shake the tree. 

Now, manifest of crimes rontrhed long since, 

He stood at hold defiance with his i)! ince ; 
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Held up the buckler of the pedple*« catise 
Against the crown, and sculk’d behind the laws. 

The wish'd occasion of the plot he takes ; 

Some circumstances finds, out more he makes : 

By buzzing emissaries fills the ears 
Of listening crowds with jealousies and fears 
Of arbitrary counsels brought to light. 

And proves the king himself a Jebusite. 

Weak arguments ! which yet he knew hill well 
Were strong with people -easy to rebel. 

For, govern’d by the moon, the giddy Jews 
Tread the same track when she the prime renews ; 

And once in twenty years, their scribes record, 

By natural instinct they change their lord. 

From Abtalom and Achiti^ket 


DESCRIPTION OF THE POET SHAD WELL. UNDER THE 
NAME OF OO. 

Now stop your noses, readers, all and some. 

For here *b a tun of midnight work to come — 

Og from a treason-tavern rolling home. 

Hound as a globe, and liquor’d every chink. 

Goodly and great he sails behind his link ; 

With all this bulk there ’s nothing lost in Og, 

For every inch that is not fool is rogue : 

A monstrous mass of foul corrupted matter, 

As all the devils had spew’d to make the batter ; 

When wine has given him courage to blaspheme. 

He curses God, but God before curst him ; 

And, if man could have reason, none has more, 

That made his paunch so rich, and him so poor. 

With wealth he was not trusted, for heaven knew 
What ’twas of old to pamper up a Jew ; 

To what would he on quail and pheasant swell. 

That ev’n on tripe and carrion could rebel? 

But tho* heaven made him poor, with reverence speaking, 
He never was a poet of God’s making; 

The midwife laid her hand on his thick skull, 

With this prophetic blessing — Be thou dull ; 

Drink, swear, and roar, forbear no lewd delight 
Fit for thy bulk, do any thing but write : 

Thou art of lasting make, like thoughtless men, 

A strong nativity— but for the pen ! 

Eat opium, mingle arsenic in thy drink. 

Still tl lou mayst live, avoiding pen and ink. 
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I see, I see, ’tis counsel in vain, 

For treason botcht in rhyme will be thy bane ; 

Rhyme is the rock on which thou art to wreck, 

’Tis fatal to thy fame and to thy neck : 

Why should thy metre good king David blast ? 

A psalm of his will surely be thy last. 

Dar’st thou presume in verse to meet thy foes, 

Thou whom the penny pamphlet foil'd in prose ? 

Docg, whom God for mankind’s mirth has made, 
O’ertops thy talent in thy very trade ; 

Doeg to thee, thy paintings are so coarse, 

A poet is, though he ’s the poet’s horse. 

A double noose thou on thy neck dost pull. 

For writing treason, and for writing dull ; 

To die for faction is a common evil, 

But to be bang’d for nonsense is the devil : 

Had thou the glories of thy king exprest, 

Thy praises had been satire at we best ; 

But tbou in clumsy verse, unlickt, unpointed. 

Hast shamefully defied the Lord’s anointed : 

I will not rake the dunghill for thy crimes, 

For who would read thy life that reads thy rhymes ? 
But of king David’s foes be this the doom-— 

May all be like the young man Absalom ! 

And for my foes may this their blessing be— 

To talk like Doeg, and to write like thee ! 

f^'om Adnlom mmdJcMopM, 


LONDON. 

London, thou great emporium of our isle 

0 thou too-bounteous, thou too-iniit|ul Nile ! 
How shall 1 praise or curse to thy desert Y 

Or separate tiw sound from thy corropted part? 

1 call’d thee Nile ; the parallel ijnll stand : 

Thy tides of wealth o’ei^ow the fattened land ; 
Yet monsters from thy large increase we find, 
£n§^nder’d on the slime £ou leav’st .behind. 
Sedition has not wholitv seized on thee. 

Thy nobler parts are num infection free. 

.Of Israers tribe thou hast a numerous band. 
But still the Ganaanite is in the land. 

Thy military chiefs are brave and true ; 

Nor are thy disenchanted burghers few. 

I 2 
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The head is loyal which thy heart commands. 

But what 's a head with two such gouty hands ? 

The wise and wealthy love the surest wa}', 

And are content to t^ive and to obey. 

But wisdom is to sloth too great a slave ; 

None are so busy as the fool and knave. 

Those let me curse ; what vengeance will they urge. 
Whose ordures neither plague nor fire can i)urge ? 
Nor sharp experience can to duty bring, 

Nor angry heaven, nor a forgiving king ! 

In gospel-phrase their chapmen they betray ; 

Their shops are dens, the buyer is their prey. 

The knack of trades is living on the spoil ; 

They boast ev’ii when each other they beguile. 
Customs to steal is such a trivial thing, 

That’tis their charter to defraud their king. 

All hands unite of every jarring sect ; 

They cheat the countiy first, and then infect. 

They for God’s cause their monarchs dare dethrone. 
And they’ll be sure to make his cause their own. 
Whether the plotting Jesuit laid the plan 
Of murdering kings, or the French puritan, 

Our sacrilegious sects their guides outgo, 

And kings and kingly power would murder loo. 
What means that traitorous combination less, 

Too plain t’ invade, too shameful to confess ? 

But treason is not own’d when 'Us descried ; 
Successful crimes alone are justified. 

The men who no conspiracy would find 
Who doubts ? but had it taken, they had join’d, 
Join’d in a mutual covenant of defence ; 

At first without, at last against, their prince. 

If sovereign right by sovereign power they scan, 
The same bold maxim holds in God and man : 

God were not safe, his thunder could they shun ; 

He should be forced to crown another son. 

Thus, when the heir was from the vineyard thrown. 
The rich possession was the murderer’s own. 

In vain to sophistry they have recourse : 

By proving their’s no plot, they prove ’tie worse— 
Unmask’d rebellion, and audacious force; 

Which though not actual, yet all eyes may see 
’Tis working in th* immediate power to be ; 

For from pretended grievances they rise, 

First to dislike, and after to despise. 

Then cyclop-like in human flesh to deal, 

Chop up a minister at every meal : 
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Perhaps not wholly to melt down the king ; 

But clip his regal rights within the ring. 

From thence t’ assiime the power of peace and war ; 
And ease him by degrees of public care. 

Yet, to consult his dignity and fame, 

He should have leave to exercise the name ; 

And hold the cards while commons play’d the game* 
For what can pow’r give more than food and drink, 
To live at ease, and not be bound to think ? 

These are the cooler methods of their crime, 

But their hot zealots think ’tis loss of time ; 

On utmost bounds of loyalty they stand, 

And grin and whet like a Croatian band. 

That waits impatient for the last command. 

Thus outlaws open villany maintain. 

They steal not, but in squadrons scour the plain: 
And if their power the passengers subdue, 

The most have right, the wrong is in the few. 

Such impious axioms foolishly they show, 

F or in some soils republics will not grow : 

Our temperate isle will no extremes sustain. 

Of popular sway or arbitrary reign : 

But slides between them both into the best, 

Secure in freedom, in a monarch blest. 

And though the climate vex’d with various winds, 
Works through our yielding bodies on our minds. 
The wholesome tempest purges what it breeds, 

To recommend the calmness that succeeds. 

Front The Medal, 


A SONG. 

Go tell Amynta, gentle swain, 

I would not die, nor dare complain : 

Thy tuneful voice with numbers join. 

Thy words will more prevail than mine. 
To souls oppress’d, and dumb with grief. 
The gods o^ain this kind relief ; 

That music should in sounds convey, 
What dying lovers dare not say. 

A sigh or tear, perhaps, she’ll give, 

But love on pity cannot live. 

Tell her that hearts for hearts were made, 
And love with love is only paid. 



150 


D&TBEK. 


Tell her my pains so fast increase^ 

That soon they will be past redress ; 

But ah ! the wretch, that speechless lies. 
Attends but death to close his eyes* 


ON THE MONUMENT OF THE MARQUIS OF WINCHESTER. 

He, who in impious times undaunted stood. 

And ’midst rebellion durst be just and good ; 
Whose arms asserted, and whose sufierings more 
Confirm’d the cause for which lie fought before ; 
Rests here, rewarded by an heavenly prince, 

For what his earthly could not recompense. 

Pray, reader, that such times no more appear : 

Or, if they happen, learn true honour here. 

Ask of this age’s faith and loyalty. 

Which, to preserve them, heaven confined in thee. 
Few subjects could a king like thine deserve : 

And fewer, such a king so well could serve. 

Blest kin^, blest subject, whose exalted state 
By sufienngs rose, and gave the law to fate. 

Siich souls are rare, but mighty patterns given 
To earth, and meant for ornaments to heaven. 


THE AFFECTIONATE MOTHER. 

So had her children too ; for charity 
Was not more fruitful, or more kind, than she : 
Bach under other by degrees they grew ; 

A goodly perspective of distant view. 

Anchises look’d not with so pleased a face. 

In numbering o’er his future Bomaxi race. 

And marshallmg the heroes of his naitxe. 

As in their order, next, <to light they came. 

Nor Cybele, with half so kind an eye. 

Survey’d sans and daughtere of ^ «ky ; 

Proud, shall I say^ nf her imxnortal fimit ? 

As far M pride w^ heavenly minds may suit. 
Her piouS td aiu bdre i 

New ol^eota^only satllti|>Hsd Itibcsreh 
And as the dhoseti fbtthd fM^ly grain 
As much as evety vessel could contain; 
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As in the blissful vision each shall ^hare 
As much of glory as his soul can bear ; 

So did she love, and so dispense her care. 

Her eldest thus, by consequence, was best. 

As longer cultivated than the rest. 

The babe had all that infant care beguiles. 

And early knew his motlier in her smiles : 

But when dilated organs let in day 
To the young soul, and gave it room to play. 
At his first aptness, the maternal love 
Those rudiments of reason did improve : 

The tender age was pliant to command ; 

Like wax it yielded to the forming hand : 

True to th’ artificer, the labour’d mind 
With ease was pious, generous, just, and kind ; 
Soft for impression, from the first prepared, 

Till virtue with long exercise grew hard : 

With every act confirm’d, and made at last 
So durable as not to be effaced, 

It turn’d to habit ; and, from vices free, 
Goodness resolved into necessity. 


From Eteonora. 
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JOHN POMFRET. 


Op the life of thlt,author, little ie recorded. He was the son of the Rer. Mr. 
Pomfret, Rector of Luton, In Bedfordshire; was bom about 1667, and studied at 
Cambrl<4rf’t where he took his Bachelor's degree in 1684, and that of Master in 
1698. After he had entered into holy orders, he was presented to a raluablo 
living, into which, however, his diocesan refhsed to induct him, in Consequence 
of the misinterpretation of a passage in The Choice, in which it was alleged that 
Pomfret had written disparagingly of marriage. The unfortunate poet, in con. 
sequence of the delay in London which this misunderstanding occasioned, was 
visited with the small pox iliere, of which he died In 1 703. His Choice obtained 
a popularity beyond Its merits, as It can boost of little more than simplicity of 
sentiment, correctness of language, and harmony of versification. 


MEANS OF BENEVOLENCE, HOSPITALITY, AND FRIENDSHIP. 

I’d have a clear and competent estate, 

That I might live genteelly, but not great : 

As much as I could moderately spend ; 

A little more, sometimes t’ oblige a friend. 

Nor should the sons of poverty repine 

Too much at fortune — they should taste of mine ; 

And all that objects of true pity were, 

Should be relieved with what my wants could spare ; 
Fur that our Maker has too largely given. 

Should be return’d in gratitude to Heaven. 

A frugal plenty should my table spread ; 

With healthy, not luxurious, dishes spread : 

Enough to satisfy, and something more, 

To feed the stranger, and the neighbouring poor. 
Strong meat indulges vice, and pampering food 
Creates diseases, and inflames the blood. 

But what ’s sut&cient to make nature strong. 

And the bright lamp of life continue long. 

I’d freely take ; and, as 1 did possess. 

The bounteous Author of my plenty bless. 

I’d have a little vault, but tdways stored 
With the best wines each vintage could afford. 

Wine whets the wit, improves its native force. 

And gives a pleasant flavour to discourse : 

By making all our spirits debonair, 

Throws off the lees, the sediment of care. 

But as the greatest blessing Heaven lends 
May be debauch’d, and serve ignoble ends ; 

So, but too oft, the grape’s refreshing juice 
Does many mischievous effects produce. 

My house should no such rude disorders know, 

As from high drinking consequently flow ; 
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Nor would I use what waa bo kindly gipen, 

To the dishonour oi indulgent Heaven. 

If any neighbour came, he should be free, 

Used with respect, and not uneasy be^ 

In my retreat, or to himself or me* 

What freedom, prudence, and right reason, gave. 
All men may, with impunity, receive : 

But the least swerving from their rule ’s too much ; 
For what ’s forbidden us, ’tis death to touch. 

That life may be more comfortable yet, 

And all my joys refined, sincere, and great ; 

I*d choose two friends, whose company would be 
A great advance to my felicity : 

Well-bom, of humours suited to my own. 

Discreet, and men as well as books have known ; 
Brave, generous, witty, and exactly free 
From loose behaviour, or formality : 

Airy and prudent ; merry, but not light ; 

Quick in discerning, and in judging right : 

Secret they should faithful to their trust ; 

In reasoning cool, strong, temperate, and just; 
Obliging, open, without huffing, brave ; 

Brisk in gay talking, and in sober, grave : 

Close in dispute, but not tenacious ; tried 
By solid reason, and let that decide : 

Not prone to lust, revenge, or envious hate ; 

Nor busy medlers with intrigues of state : 

Strangers to slander, and sworn foes to spite ; 

Not quarrelsome, but stout enough to fight ; 

Doyal, and pious, friends to Csesar ; true, 

As dying martyrs, to their Maker too. 

In their society I could not miss 
A permanent, sincere, substantial bliss. 

From The CAo^cr. 


THE SECRET GRIEF. 

The happiest man that ever breathed on earth, 
With all the glories of estate and birth, 

Had yet some anxious care, to make him know. 
No grandeur was above the reach of woe. 

To be from all things that disquiet, free, 

Is not consistent with hunmnity. 

Youth, wit, and beauty, are such charming things, 
O’er whidfi, if affluence spreads her gaudy wings. 
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We think the person who enjoys so much^ 

No care can move, and no affliction touch; 

Yet could we but some secret method find 
To view the dark recesses of the mind. 

We tlicre might see the hidden seed of strife, 
And woes in embryo lipening into life : 

How some fierce lust, or boisterous passion, fills 
The labouring spirit with prolific ills ; 

Pride, envy, or revenge, distract the soul. 

And all right reason's godlike powers control ; 
But if she must not be allow’d to sway, 

Though all without appears serene and gay, 

A cankerous venom on the vitals preys, 

And poisons all the comforts of his days. 


MISERIES OF CIVIL WAR. 

Here, in a crowd of drunken soldiers, stood 
A wretched, poor, old man, besmear'd with blood; 
And at his feet, just through the body run, 

Struggling for life, was laid his only son ; 

By whose hard labour he was daily fed, 

Dividing still, with pious care, his bread : 

And while he mourn’d, with floods of aged tears, 

The sole support of his decrepit years, 

The barbarous mob, whose rage no limit knows, 

With blasphemous derision, mock'd his woes. 

There, under a wide oak, disconsolate. 

And drown'd in tears, a mournful widow sate. 

High in the boughs the murder’d father hung ; 
Beneath, the children round the mother clung : 

They cried for food, but ’twas without relief ; 

For all they had to live upon was grief. 

A sorrow so intense, such deep despair, 

No creature, merely human, long could bear. 

First in her arms her weeping babes she took, 

And, with a groan, did to her husband look : 

Then lean’d her head on theirs, and, sighing, cried. 
Pity me, Saviour of the world ! and died. 

From this sad spectacle my eyes I turn’d, 

Where sons their fathers, maids their lovers, mourn'd 
Friends for their friends, sisters for brothers, wept, 
Prisoners of war, in chains, for slaughter kept : 

Each every hour did the black message dread, 

Which should declare the person loved was dead. 

From CrueUif and Lust. 
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John Philips was born Docerabor 90 , 1676, at Hampton, in Oafordshlra, of 
which place his father was minister. A Aw being educat^ for some time at Win- 
chester, he entered himself at Christ Church College, where he was distinguished 
os a scholar of great acquiremenu. 'fbe poetical work b j which he flrst became 
known to the world, was The Splendid billing, an imitation of the loAy style of 
Milton, applied to an humble subject, which occasioned a degree of admiration 
far beyond what the intrinsic merits of the production deserred. In consequence 
of this questionable popularity, he was employed by the Tories to celebrate the 
▼tctory of Blenheim, In opposition to Addison ; and this he did by representing 
the Duke of Marlborough charging the Frencl^ sword in hand, in person, and 
mowing them down in the style of one of Homer's heroes. Philips was better 
employed when he wrote his next poem on Cyder, in which he imitated Virgil's 
Georgies. He also meditated a poem upon the Last Day, and had made some 
progress in the work, when he was carried off by an asthma, on February 16, 
1708. 


THE SPLENDID SHILLING. 

"Sing, heavenly Muse! 

Things unattempted yet, in prose or rhyme" — 
A shilling, breeches, and chimeras dire. 


Happy the man, who, void of cares and strife, 
In silken or in leathern purse retains 
A Splendid Shilling : he nor hears with pain 
New oysters cried, nor sighs for cheerful ale ; 
But with his friends, when nightly mists arise, 
To Juniper's Magpye or Town-hodl repairs : 
Where, mindful of the nymph whose wanton eye 
Transfix'd his soul, and kindled amorous fiames, 
Chloe, or Phillis, he each circling glass 
Wisheth her health, and joy, and equal love. 
Meanwhile, he smokes, and laughs at merry tale, 
Or pun ambiguous, or conundrum quaint. 

But I, whom griping penury surrounds, 

And hunger, sure attendant upon want, 

With scanty offals, and small acid tifif 
(Wretched repast!) my meagre corpse sustain; 
Then solitary walk, or doze at home 
In garret vile, and with a warming pufif 
Regale chill'd fingers; or from tu& as black 
As winter chimney, or well-polish'd jet. 

Exhale mundungus, ill-perfuming scent : 

Not blacker tube, nor of a shorter size, 

Smokes Gambro-Briton (versed in pedigree. 
Sprung from Cadwallador and Arthur, kings 
Full famous in romantic tale) when he 
O'er many a craggy hill and barren cliff, 

Upon a cori^o of famed Cestrian cheese, 
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High over-shadowing rides^ with a design 
To vend his wares, or at th’ Anronian mart. 

Or Maridunum, or the ancient town 
Yclep’d Brechinia, or where Vaga’s stream 
Encircles Ariconium, fruitful soil ! 

Whence flow nectareous wines, that well may vie 
With Massic, Setin, or renown*d Falern. 

Thus while my joyless minutes tedious flow, 

With looks demure, and silent pace, a Dun, 

Horrible monster ! hated by gods and men. 

To my aerial citadel ascends ; 

With vocal heel thrice thundering at my gate, 

With hideous accent thrice he calls ; I know 
The voice ill-boding, and the solemn sound. 

What should I do ? or whither turn ? Amazed, 
Confounded, to the dark recess I fly 
Of wood-hole ; straight my bristling hairs erect 
Through sudden fear ; a chilly sweat bedews 
My shuddering limbs, and (wonderful to tell !) 

My tongue forgets her faculty of speech ; 

So horrible he seems ! His faded brow 
Entrench’d with many a frown, and conic beard, 

And spreading band, admired by modern saints, 
Disastrous acts forebode ; in his right hand 
Long scrolls of paper solemnly he waves. 

With characters and figures dire inscribed, 

Grievous to mortal eyes ; (ye gods, avert 

Such plagues from righteous men !) Behind him stalks 

Another monster, not unlike himself. 

Sullen of aspect, by the vulgar call'd 
A Catchpole, whose polluted hands the gods 
With force incredible, and magic charms, 

First have endued : if he his ample palm 
Should haply on ill-fated shoulder lay 
Of debtor, straight his body, to the touch 
Obsequious (^as whilom knights were wont) , 

To some enenanted castle is convey’d. 

Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains, 

In durance strict detain him, till, in form 
Of money, Pallas sets the captive free. 

Beware, ye debtors ! when ye walk, beware. 

Be circumspect ; ofr with insidious ken 
The caitiff eyes your steps aloof, and oft 
Lies perdue in a nook or gloomy cave, 

Prompt to enchant some inadvertent wretch 
With his unhallow'd touch. So (poets sing) 
Grimalkin, to domestic vermin sworn 
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All everlasting foe, with watchful eye 
nightly brooding o*er a chinky gap, 
Protending her fell claws, to thoughtless mice 
Sure ruin. So her disemboweird web 
Arachne, in a hall or kitchen, spreads 
Obvious to vagrant flies : she secret stands 
Within her woven cell ; the humming prey, 
Regardless of their fate, rush on the toils 
Inextricable, nor will aught avail 
Their arts, or arms, or shapes of lovely hue ; 

The wasp insidious, and the buzzing drone, 

And butterfly' proud of expanded wings 
Distinct with gold, entangled in her snares, 
Useless resistance make : with eager strides, 

She towering flics to her expected spoils ; 

Then, with envenom’d jaws, the vital blood 
Drinks of reluctant foes, and to her cave 
Their bullty carcases triumphant drags. 

So pass iny days. But, when nocturnal sha<lc.s 
This world envelop, and th’ inclement air 
Persuades men to repel benumbing frosts 
With pleasant wines, and crackling blaze of wood ; 
Me, lonely sitting, nor the glimmering light 
Of make-weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving friend, delights ; distress’d, forlorn, 
Amidst the horrors of the tedious night, 

Darkling I sigh, and feed with dismal thoughts 
My anxious mind; or sometimes mouniful verse 
Indite, and sing of groves and myrtle shades, 

Or desperate lady near a purling stream, 

Or lover pendent on a willow tree. 

Meanwhile I labour with eternal drought, 

And restless wish, and rave ; my parched tliroat 
Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repose ; 

But if a slumber haply does invade 
My weary limbs, my fancy *8 still awake, 
Thoughtful of drink, and eager, in a dream. 

Tipples imaginary pots of ale. 

In vain ; awake I find the settled thirst 
Still gnawing, and the pleasant phantom curse. 

Thus do I live, from pleasure quite debarr’d, 

Nor taste the fruits that the sun’s genial rays 
Mature, john-apple, nor the downy peach, 

Nor wainut in rough-furrow’d coat secure, 

Nor medlar, fruit delicious in decay ; 

Afflictions great ! yet greater still remain : 

My Galligaskins, that have long withstood, 



158 


JOHN PHILIPS. 


The winter’s fury, and encroaching hosts, 

By time subdued ^what will not time subdue !) 

An horrid chasm disclosed, with orifice 
Wide, discontinuous ; at which the winds 
Kurus and Auster, and the dreadful force 
Of Boreas, that congeals the Cronian waves. 
Tumultuous enter with dire chilling blasts, 

Pol tending agues. Thus a well-fraught shii>, 
Long sail’d secure, or through th’ ^gean def‘j), 

Or the Ionian, till cruising near 
I The Lilybean shore, with hideous crush 
On Scylla, or Chaiybdis (dangerous rocks!) 

She strikes rebounding; whence the shatter’d oak. 
So fierce a shock unable to withstand, 

Admits the sea ; in at the gaping side 
The crowding wa\CK gu'sh with iinpetuons rng<', 
Resistless, overwhelming ; horrors Bei/.e 
’I’he mariners ; death in their ej es appears ; 

They stare, they lave, they pump, they swear, the} 
pray ; 

(Vain cffoits !) still the battering waves rusli in 
Imphuable, fill, deluged by the foam, 

'i’he ship sinks foundering in the vast abyss. 
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This distlnguijhed poet was born on the »lst of July, 1064, but tbe place of 
hU birth Is uncertain. He was educated at Westminster School, and afterwards 
was tent to St. John’s College, Cambridge, through the kindness of the Earl of 
Dorset* After having finished his studies at the University, he commenced 
public life as an autimr, by writing, in copjunetlon with tbe Earl of HalifaaK, 
The Town Mouse and Country Mouse, for the purpose of ridiculing Dryden's 
Hind Panther. This work procured such favourable notice for Prior, that 
he was appointed Secretary of Legation to the Congress at the Hague, where 
his conduct gave such satisfaction, that King William appointed him one of the 
gentlemen of the bedchamber. In 1697, be was appointed Secretary to another 
embassy upon the treaty of Kyswick, and was afterwards raJied to the office of 
Commissioner of Trade; and In 1701, he was chosen representattve of East 
Grlnstead. Nine years afterwards, he was sent privately to Paris, with pro* 
posals of peace from the British cabinet, a negotiation that ended In tbe peace 
of Utrecht For bis own share, however. In this unpopuler measure, he wes 
upon his return placed under arrest, and menaced with Impeachment. After 
more than two years of confinement, ho obtained his liberty, when he published, 
by subscription, a complete edition of his poems, in order to repair his dilapi- 
dated fortune. Tbe attempt was successful, and he obtained from the proceeds 
an easy competence for the rest of his life. The death of Prior occurred on the 
Ibtli of September, 1721. 


HENRY’S COURTSHIP OF EMMA. 

As with her stature, still her charms increased ; 
Through all the isle her beauty was confess’d. 

Oh ! what perfections must that virgin share, 

Who fairest is esteem’d, where all are fair ! 

From distant shires repair the noble youth, 

And find report for once had lessen’d truth. 

By wonder first, and then by passion moved. 

They came; they saw; they marvell’d; and they loved. 
By public praises, and by secret sighs, 

Bach own’d the general power of Bmma’s eyes. 

In tilts and tournaments the valiant strove 
By glorious deeds to purchase Binma’s love. 

In gentle verse the witty told their flame. 

And graced their choicest songs with Emma’s name. 

In vain they combated, in vain they writ ; 

Useless their strength, and impotent their wit. 

Great Venus only must direct the dart, 

Which else will never reach the fair one’s heart, 

Spite of th’ attempts of force, and soft effects of art. 
Great Venus must prefer the happy .one : 

In Henry’s cause her favour must oe sho^ : 

And Emma, of mankind, must love but him alone. 

While dhese in public to the castle came, 

And by their grandeur justified their flame ; 
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More secret ways the careful Henry takes ; 

His squires, his arms, and equipage forsakes : 

In borrow’d name and false attire array’d. 

Oft he finds means to see the beauteous maid. 

When Emma hunts, in huntsman’s habit drest, 
Henry on foot pursues the bounding beast. 

In his right hand hie beechcn pole he bears : 

And graceful at his side his horn he wears. 

Still to the glade, where she has bent her way. 

With knowing skill he drives the future prey ; 

Bids her declme the hill, and shun the brake ; 

And shows the path her steed may safest take ; 
Directs her spear to fix the glorious wound ; 

Pleased in his toils to have her triumph crown’d ; 

And blows her praises in no common sound. 

A falconer Henry is, when Emma hawks : 

With her of tarsels and of lures he talks. 

Upon his wrist the towering merlin stands, 

Practised to rise and stoop at her commands. 

And when superior now the bird has flown, 

And headlong brought the tumbling quarry down ; 
With humble reverence he accosts the fair, 

And with the honour’d feather decks her hair. 

Yet still, as from the sportive field she goes. 

His down-cast eye reveals his inward woes ; 

And by his look and sorrow is exprest, 

A nobler game pursued than bird or beast. 

A shepherd now along the plain he roves : 

And, with his jolly pipe, delights the groves. 

The neighbouring swains around the stranger throng, 
Or to admire or emulate his song : 

While with soft sorrow he renews his lays. 

Nor heedful of their envy, nor their praise. 

But, soon as Emma’s eyes adorn the plain,' 

His notes he raises to a nobler strain. 

With dutiful respect and studious fear ; 

Lest any careless sound offend her ear. 

A frantic Gipsy now, the house he haunts. 

And in wild phrases speaks dissembled wants. 

With the fond maids in palmistry he deals : 

They tell the secret first which he reveals; 

Says who shall wed, and who shall be beguiled ; 

What OTOom shall get, and squire maintain, the child. 
But, vimen bright Emma would her fortune know, 

A softer look unbends his opening brow ; 

With trembling awe he gazes on her eye. 

And in soft accents forms the kind reply ; 



FRIOA. 


161 


That she shall prove as fortunate as fair ; 

And Hymen’s choicest gifts are all reserved for her* 
Now oft had Henry changed his sly disguise. 
Unmark’d by all but beauteous Emma’s eyes : 

Oft had found means alone to see the dame, 

And at her feet to breathe his amorous flame ; 

And oft the pangs of absence to remove 
By letters, soft interpreters of love : 

Till Time and Industry (the mighty two 
That bring our wishes nearer to our view) 

Made him perceive, that the inclining fair 
Heceived his vows with no reluctant ear; 

That Venue had confirm’d her equal reign, 

And dealt to Emma’s heart a share of Henry’s pain. 

From Henry and Emtna, 


CHARITY; 

A PARAPHRABB ON THB THIRTBBNTH CHAPTRR OP THB PIRBr KPtBTI.B 
TO THB COaiNlHIANS. 


Did sweeter sounds adorn my flowing tongue. 
Than ever man pronounced, or angels sung ; 

Had I all knowledge, human and divine. 

That thought can reach, or science can define ; 
And had 1 power to give that knowledge birth, 

In all the speeches of the babbling earth ; 

Did Shadrach’s zeal my glowing breast inspire, 
To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire ; 

Or had I faith like that which Israel saw 
When Moses gave them miracles and law : 

Yet, gracious Charity ! indulgent guest, 

Were not thy power exerted in my breast, 

Those speeches would send up unheeded prayer ; 
That scorn of life would be but wild despair ; 

A tymbal’s sound was better than my voice ; 

My faith were form, my eloquence were noise. 

Charity, decent, modest, easy, kind, 

Softens ih» high, and rears the abject mind. 
Knows with just reins and gentle hand to guide 
Betwixt vile shame and arbitrary pride. 

Not soon provoked, she easily forgives ; 

And much she sufiTers, as she much believes. 

Soft peace she brings wherever she arrives ; 

She builds our quiet, as she forms our lives ; 
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Lays the rough paths of peevish nature even, 

And opens in each heart a little heaven. 

Each other gift, which God on man bestows, 

Its proper bou^ and due restriction knows ; 

To one fixt purpose dedicates its power. 

And, finishing its act, exists no more. 

Thus, in obedience to what Heaven decrees, 
Knowledge shall fail, and prophecy shall cease ; 

But lasting Charity’s more ample sway, 

Nor bound by time, nor subject to decay. 

In happy triumph shall for ever live. 

And endless good diffuse, and endless praise receive. 

As, through the artist’s intervening glass. 

Our eye observes the distant planets pass, 

A little we discover, but allow 

That more remains unseen, than art can show : 

So, whilst our mind its knowledge would improve 

g ts feeble eye intent on things above), 
igh as we may, we lift our reason up, 

By Faith directed, and confirm’d by Hope : 

Yet we are able only to survey 
Dawning of beams, and promises of day. 

Heaven’s fuller effluence mocks our dazzled sight ; 
Too great its swiitness, and too strong its light. 

But soon the mediate clouds shall be dispell'd ; 
The sun shall soon be face to face beheld 
In all his robes, with all his glory on. 

Seated sublime on his meridian throne. 

Then constant Faith and holy Hope shall die. 

One lost in certainty, and one in joy : 

Whilst thou, more happy power, fair Charity, 
Triumphant sister, greatest of the three. 

Thy offlce and thy nature still the same. 

Lasting thy lamp, and unconsumed thy flame, 

Shalt still survive — 

Shalt Btand before the host of heaven oonfest. 

For ever blessing, and for ever blest. 


THE THIEF AND THE COBDELIER : a Ballad. 

Who has e’er been at Paris, must needs know the 
Greve, 

The fatal retreat of th* unfortunate brave ; 
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Where Honour and Justice most oddly contribute 
To ease heroes* pains by a Italter and gibbet. 

Derry down, down, hey deny down. 

There Death breaks the shackles which Force had put 
on. 

And the hangman completes what the judge but begun ; 
There the squire of the pad, and the knight of the post, 
Find their pains no more balk’d, and their hopes no more 
crost. 

Derry down, &c. 

Great claims are there made, and great secrets are 
known ; 

And the king, and the law, and the thief, has his own : 
But my hearers cry out. What a deuce dost thou ail ? 
Cut off thy reflections, and give us thy tale. 

Derry down, &c. 

’Twas there then, in civil respect to harsh laws. 

And for want of false witness to back a bad cause, 

A Norman, though late, was obliged to appear : 

And who to assist, but a grave Cordelier ? 

Derry down, &c. 

The Squire, whose good grace was to open the scene. 
Seem’d not in great haste that the show should begin ; 
Now fitted the halter, now traversed the cart ; 

And often took leave, but was loth to depart. 

Derry down, &c. 

' What frightens you thus, my good son? says the 
Priest : 

You murder'd, are sorry, and have been oonfest. 

O Father! my sorrow will scarce save my bacon ; 

For ’twas not that 1 murder'^d, but that I was taken. 
Derry down, &c. 

Pugh ! pr^ythee ne'er trouble thy head with such 
fimcies : 

Rely on the aid you shall have from Saint Francis : 

If the money you promised be broug^ to the chest. 

You have only to die : let tibe diurch do the rest. 

Derry down, &c. 

And what will folks say, if they see you afraid ? 

It reflects upon me, as I ^ew not my trade : 
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Courage, friend ; for to-day is your period of sorrow ; 
And things will go better, believe me, to-morrow. 

Derry down, &c. 

To-morrow ! our hero replied in a fright : 

He that ’s hanged before noon, ought to think of to-night. 
Tell your beads, quoth the Priest, and be fairly truss’d up, 
For you surely to-night shall in Paradise sup. 

Derry down, &c. 

Alas! quoth the Squire, howe’er sumptuous the treat, 
Parbleu ! I shall have little stomach to eat ; 

I should therefore esteem it great favour and grace, 
Would you be so kind as to go in my place. 

Derry down, &c. 

That I would, quoth the Father, and thank you to boot; 
But our actions, you know, with our duty must suit. 

The feast I proposed to you, I cannot taste ; 

For this night, by our order, is mark’d for a fast. 

Derry down, &tc. 

Then, turning about to the hangman, he said, 
Dispatch me, I pr’ythee, this troublesome blade ' 

For thy cord and my cord both equally tie, 

And we live by the gold for which other men die. 

Derry down, &c. 


CHALLENGE TO HUMAN WISDOM. 

Of beasts and creeping insects shall we trace 
The wondrous nature, and the various race ; 

Or wild or tame, or friend to man or foe. 

Of us what they, or what of them we know ? 

Tell me, ye studious, who pretend to see 
Far into Nature’s bosom, whence the bee 
Was first inform’d her venturous flight to steer 
Through trackless paths, and an abyss of air ? 

Whence she avoids the slimy marsh, and knows 
The fertile hills where sweeter herbage grows, 

And hon^-making flowers their opening buds disclose ? 
How from the thicken’d mist, and setting sun. 

Finds she the labour of her day is done ? 

Who taught her against winds and rains to strive, 

To bring her burden to the certain hive ; 

And through the liquid fields again to pass 
Duteous, and hearkening to the sounding brass ? 
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And, O thou sluggard, tell me, why the ant, 
’Midst summer’s plenty, thinks of winter’s want. 

By constant journeys careful to prepare 
Her stores ; and, bringing home the corny ear. 

By what instruction does she bite tlie grain, 

Lest, hid in earth, and taking root again. 

It might elude the foresight of her care ? 

Distinct in cither insect’s deed appear 

The marks of thought, contrivance, hope, and fear. 

From Solomon Book I 


A LKARNED LAD'V 

You know a certain lady, Dick, 

Who saw me when I last was sick : 

She kindly talk'd, at least three hours. 

Of plastic forms, and mental powers ; 

Described our pre-existing station 
Befoi e this vile terrene creation ; 

And lest I should be wearied, madam. 

To cut things short, come down to Adam ; 

Y rom whence, as fast as she was able. 

She drowns the world, and builds up Babel : 
Through Syria, Persia, Greece, she goes, 

And takes the Homans in the close. 

Ft uni A/ma Canto It 
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EDMUND SMITH. 


Op the life of this poet little compiuretively is known He wu born at 
Handley In Worcesterihlre, but In what year la uncertain, and was odu< ated at 
Westminster School, after which he was entered at Christ Church, Oxford. 
Doth at school and college he was distinguished by the splendour of his talents 
ond greatness of his attainments, and. like Cowley, he wrote poetry even in boy. 
hood , but his high powers were rendered of no avail by a reckless career of 
dissipation, with which the heads of the University were so disgusted, that, after 
a long endurance of his irregulontics, they expelled him fVom his college in 
ITO*). Smith repaired to London, where his talents might have procured him 
respectability and wealth | but, unfortunately, he still continued to indulge in 
those excesses, which unfitted him for regular ^iplication He died in .luly, 
1710 


MUSIC 

Music, soft charm of heaven and earth, 

Wliuncc didst thou boriow thy nuspicitms birth ^ 

Or art thou of eternal date V 
Sire to thyself, thyself as old as Fate, 

£rc the rude ponderous mass 
Of earth and waters from their chaos spraiiff, 

The morning stais their anthems sang. 

And nought in hea\en was heard but melody and lo>e. 

Myriads of spiiits, forms divine, 

The Seraphin, with the bright host 
Of angelb, thrones, and heavenly jinurrs, 

Worship before th’ eternal shiiiic ; 

Their happy privilege in hymns and anthems boast, 

In love and wonder pass their blissful hours. 

Nor let the lower world repine 
The massy orb in which we sluggards move, 

As if sequester’d from the arts divine ; 

Here ’s Music too. 

As ours a rival were to the world above. 

From an OtU m Ptat\e of MfMc 


ODD FOR THE YEAR 17(ri. 

Janus, did ever to thy wondering eyes, 

" 8o bright a scene of triumph rise ? 

Did ever Greece or Rome such laurels wear, 
As crown’d the last auspicious year ? 



When first at Blenheim ANNE her ensigns spread, 
And Marlborough to the field the shouting squadrons led. 

In vain the hills and streams oppose, 

In vain the hollow ground in faithless hillocks rose : 

To the rough Danube’s winding shore, 

His shatter'd foes the conquering hero bore. 

They see, with staring haggard eyes, 

The rapid torrent roll, the foaming billows rise ; 

Amazed, aghast, they turn, but find. 

In Marlborough’s arms, a surer fate behind. 

Now his red sword aloft impends. 

Now on their shrinking heads descends : 

Wild and distracted with their fears, 

They justling plunge amidst the sounding deeps ; 

The flood away the struggling squadrons sweeps, 

And men, and arms, and horses, whirling bears. 

The frighted Danube to the sea retreats. 

The Danube soon the flying ocean meets, 

Flying the thunder of great ANNA’s fleets. 

Rooke on the seas asserts her sway, 

Flames o’er the trembling ocean play, 

And clouds of smoke involve the day. 

Affrighted Europe hears the cannons roar, 

And Afric echoes from its distant shore. 

The French, unequal in the fight. 

In force superior, take their flight. 

Factions in vain the hero’s worth decry, 

In vain the vanquish’d triumph, while they fly. 

Now, Janus, with a future view. 

The glories of her reign survey, 

Which shall o’er France her arms display. 

And kingdoms now her own subdue. 

Lewis, for oppression bom ; 

Lewis, in his txirn, shall mourn. 

While his conquer’d happy swains 
Shall hug their easy wish’d-for chains. 

Others, enslaved by victory. 

Their subjects, as their foes, oppress ; 

ANNA conquers but to flree, 

And governs but to bless. 
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TiiiM poet v^as born In London, In 1668. He commenced hlc education at West, 
minster School, under the famous Dr. Busby* and completed it at Christ Church 
College, where he was famed for laborious diligence and literary acquirements. 
In 1692, he took the degree of Doctor of Ciril Law, and was admitted odrocate 
at Doctors' Commons; but poetry, general literature, and fashionable dissipa- 
tion, had more charms for him than the profession he had adopted. He neg- 
lected his business, by which his revenues were Impoverished ; and although his 
iVlends were kind and influential, his indolence and thoughtlessness counteracted 
all their eflbrts in his behalf. He died in 1712. The chief merit of King, as a 
poet, was his lively vein of humour, in which he equalled the most distinguished 
of his contemporaries. 


RULES FOR GIVING A DINNER. 

Next, let discretion moderate your cost, 

And when you treat, three courses be the most. 

Let never fresh machines your pastry try, 

Unless grandees or magistrates arc by : 

Then you may put a dwarf into a pie. 

Or, if you ’d fright an alderman and mayor, 

Within a pasty lodge a living hare ; 

Then ’midst their gravest furs shall mirth arise, 

And all the guild pursue with joyful cries. 

Crowd not your table : let your number be 
Not more than seven, and never less than three. 

’Tis the dessert that graces all the feast, 

For an ill end disparages the rest; 

A thousand things well done, and one forgot, 
Defaces obligation by that blot. 

Make your transparent sweet-meats truly nice, 

With Indian sugar and Arabian spice : 

And let your various creams encircled be 
With swelling fruit just ravish’d from the tree. 

Let plates and dishes be from China brought, 

With lively paint and earth transparent wrought. 

The feast now done, discourses are renew’d. 

And witty arguments with mirth pursued. 

The cheerful master, ’midst his jovial friends. 

His glass to their best wishes ” recommends. 

The grace-cup follows to his Sovereign’s health, 

And to his countiy, “ Plenty, peace, and wealth.’" 
Performing then the piety of grace. 

Each man that pleases re-assumes his place ; 

While at his gate, from such abundant store. 

He showers his god-like blessings on the pooo 

From The Art qf Cooketu* 
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REVl ARD OF CRUEL COUNSEL. 

For nine years’ space Egypt had fruitless stood. 
Without the aid of Nile’s prolific flood ; 

When Thrasius said, That blessing to regain. 

The gods require a stranger should be slain.” 

“ Be thou the man,” the fierce Busiris cries : 

“ I’ll make th* adviser his own sacrifice ; 

Nor can he blame the voice by which he dies.” 
PerilluB, first and last of *b trade, 

For Fhalaris a Bull had made ; 

With fire beneath, and water hot. 

He put the brazier in the pot. 

And gave him, like an honest fellow, 

Precedence in his Bull to bellow. 

The tyrants both did right : no law more just 
Than “ He that thinks of iU, should feel it first.” 

■FVewf TAe Art qf Lotte. 


HERCULES AND OMPHALE. 

When Hercules, by labours done. 

Had proved himself to be Jove’s son, 

By peace which he to earth had given, 
Deserved to have his rest in heaven ; 

Envy, that strives to be unjust. 

Resolved to mortify him first ; 

And, that he should enamour’d be 
Of a proud jilt, call’d Ompbal^, 

Who should his heroship expose 
By spinning hemp in women’s clothes : 

Her mind she did vouchsafe one day 
Thus to her lover to display ; 

** Come, quickly, sir, off with this skin : 
Think you, I ’ll let a tanner in ? 

If you of lions talk, or boars, 

You certainly turn out of doors. 

Your club ’s abundantly too thick 
For one shall move a fiddle-stick* 

What should you do with all those arrows ? 
1 will have nothing kill’d but sparrows. 
Heccy, this day you may remember ; 

For you shall see a lady’s chamber. 

Let me be rightly understood ; 

What I intend is for your good. 
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In boddice I design to lace ye, 

And so among my maids I ’ll place ye. 

When you ’re genteeler grown, and thinner. 

May be I ’ll call you up to dinner. 

With arms so brawny, fists so red. 

You *11 scrub the rooms, or make the bed. 

You can’t stick pins, or frieze my haii^— 

Bless me ! you ’ve nothing of an air. 

You *11 ne’er come up to working point : 

Your fingers all seem out of joint. 

Then, besides, Heccy, I must tell ye, 

An idle hand has empty belly : 

Therefore this morning I’ll begin. 

Try how your clumsiness will spin. 

You are my shadow, do you see ; 

Your hope, your thought, your wish, all be 
Invented and controll’d by me. 

Look up whene’er I laugh ; look down 
With trembling horror, if I frown. 

Say as I say ; servants can’t lie. 

Your trutli is my propriety. 

Nay, you should be to torture brought, 

Were I but jealous you transgress’d in thought j 
Or if from Jove your single wish should crav 
The fate of not continuing still my slave. 

Fr<ym The Art qf Love. 


MUSIC AN AUXILIARY TO FEMALE CHARMS. 

Virgins should not unskill’d in Music be ; 

For what ’s more like themselves than harmony ? 

Let not vice use it only to betray. 

As syrens by their songs entice their prey. 

Let it with sense, with voice, and beauty, join, 
Gfrateful to eyes and ear, and to the mind divine : 
For there 's a double grace when pleasing strings 
Are touch’d by her tlwt more dell^tful sings. 

Thus Orpheus did the rage of deserts quell. 

And charm’d the monstrous instruments of hell. 

New waUs to Thebes Amphion thus began, 

Whilst to the work officious marble ran. 

Thus with his harp and voice Arion rode 
On the mute fish safe through the rolling flood. 

Trom The Art qf Love. 
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Wai born in the dty of Exeter, in 1671. xad etudled nt MifiUlen Hell, Ox. 
ford. He entered into holy orden In 1700, end wes presented to the ▼leare^ of 
Willoughby, in Werwickahlre. In 1707, he beeeme Doctor in Divinity, end 
was afterwards presented to several chureh preferments. Although he led e 
peecdTul life, he wes suspected of shoring In Bishop Atterbury's conspiracy ; in 
consequence of which he was token into custody, and subjected to examination ; 
but as nothing appeared to criminate him, he was set at liberty. After this, he 
continued unmolested till his death, which occurred in 1786. The poems of 
Yolden ore chiedy lyrical, end although he was on imitator of Cowley, his verse 
exhibits a rough dignity and vigour that evince considerable original power. 
His Hymn to Darkness, which he wrote In imitation of, or peihapa we should 
rather soy in rivalry to, Cowley, is one of his best productions. 


HYMN TO DAllKNESS. 

Darkness, thou first great parent of us all, 

Thou art our great original : 

Since from thy universal womb 
Does all thou shad*st below, thy numerous o£fspring, 
come. 

Thy wondrous birth is ev’n to Time unknown, 

Or, like Eternity, thou’dst none ; 

Wliilst Light did its first being owe 
Unto that awful shade it dares to rival now. 

Say, in what distant region dost thou dwell. 

To reason inaccessible ? 

From form and duller matter free, 

Thou soar’st above the reach of man*s philosophy. 

Involved in thee, we first receive our breath. 

Thou art our refuge too in death : 

Great Monarch of the Grave and Womb, 

Where’er our souls shall go, to tliee our bodies come. 

The silent globe is struck with awful fear, 

When thy majestic shades appear : 

Thou dost compose the air and sea, 

And earth a sabbath keeps, sacred to Rest and Thee. 

In thy serener shades our ghosts delight, 

And court the umbrage of the Night ; 

In vaults and gloomy caves they stray, 

But fiy the Morning’s beams, and sicken at the Day. 

Though solid bodies dare exclude the light, 

Nor will the brightest ray admit ; 

No substance can thy force repel, 

Thou reign’st in depths below, dost in the centre dwell. 
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The sparkling gems, and ore in mines below, 

To thee their beauteous lustre owe ; 

Though form’d within the womb of Night, 

Bright as their lire they shine, with native rays of light. 

When thou dost raise thy venerable head, 

And art in genuine Night array’d. 

Thy Negro beauties then delight ; 

Beauties, lil^ polish’d jet, with their own darkness 
bright. 

Thou dost thy smiles impartially bestow, 

And know’st no difference here below : 

All things appear the same by thee. 

Though Light distinction makes, thou giv’st equality. 

Calm as the bless’d above the anchorites dwell, 

Within their peaceful gloomy cell : 

Their minds with heavenly joys are fill’d ; 

The pleasures Light denies, thy shades for ever yield. 

In caves of Night, the oracles of old 
Did all their mysteries unfold : 

Darkness did first Religion grace, 

Gave terrors to the God, and reverence to the place. 

When the Almighty did on Horeb stand. 

Thy shades enclosed the hallow’d land; 

In clouds of Night he was array’d, 

And venerable Darkness his pavilion made. 

When he appear’d aim’d in his power and might. 

He veil’d the beatific light; 

When terrible with majesty. 

In tempests he gave laws, and clad himself in thee. 

Ere the foundation of the earth was laid. 

Or brighter firmament was made ; 

Ere matter, time, or place, was known, 

Thou, monarch jDarkness, sway’dst these spacious realms 
alone. 

But, now the Moon (though gay with borrow’d light) 
Invades thy scanty lot of Night : 

By rebel subjects thou ’rt betray’d, 

The anarchy of Stars depose their monarch Shade. 
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Yet fading Light its empire must resign, 

And Nature’s power submit to tldne : 

An universal ruin shall erect thy throne^ 

And Fate confirm thy kingdom evermore thy own. 


THE SATYR’S ADDRESa 

Five Satyrs of the woodland sort, 

Thought politicians then; 

Their ears prick’d up, their noses short, 

And brows adorn’d like aldermen; 

With asses’ hoofs, great goggle eyes, 

And ample chins of Be — ^m’s size ; 

To Jove tript up with an address, 

In favour of the plains : 

That it would please him to suppress 
All heats and colds, his winds and rains ; 

The sun that he ’d extinguish too, 

And in the skies hang something new. 

“ My wise reforming friends,” quoth Jove, 

“ Our elements are good ! 

We manage for the best above, 

Though not so rightly understood ; 

But since such profound Squires are sent, 

We’ll treat you like the cream of Kent.” 

Then Jove brought out ethereal fire 
In a gilt chafing-dish : 

The sparkling flame they all admire, 

’Twas fine, they vow'd, as heart could wish : 

They gaped, they grinn’d, they jump’d about ! 
Jove, give us that, the sun put out!” 

The charming flames they all embrace, 

Which, urged by Nature’s laws. 

Their shaggy hides set in a blaze, 

And soundly singed their paws ; 

In comers then they sneak’d with terror dumb, 

And o’er th’ immortal pavements scud it home, 
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Thomas Faehbll was bom In Dublin, ip 1079, Had was Um son fif a gentle, 
man of Cheshire, who, at the Restoration, mlgratiMt to Ireland, where he settled 
and purchased an estate. The poet, after reeelrlBg the elemenu of education 
at a grammar school, was admitted into the Unlrerslty of Dublin j and the 
usual routine of study being finished, he was ord^ed a deacon In 1700, by a 
dispensation from the Bishop of Derry, as he was still under the canonical age. 
Five years afterwards, he was promoted to the archdeaconry of Clogher. 

Up to this period of bis life, Parnell had sided with the Tory party ; but on 
the ejection of the latter from office, towards the end of the reign of Queen 
Anne, he found it conyenient to alter bis political principles; he therefore 
stepped over to the Whigs, by whom he was received with open aims. As bis 
telents were known, he was deemed a valuable auxiliary to the cause, and Far. 
ncll, who hungered for preferment, although his private fortune was sufficiently 
abundant, endeavoured to recommend himself to notice by his eloquence in the 
pulpits of London., But from the now ministry he received nothing more sub. 
Btantial than caressea and empty protestatluns, and the death of the Queen put 
an end to his hopes of promotion In the church by political subserviency. To 
embitter his disappointment, he had also lost. In 1713, hia amiable wife, to 
whom he was affectionately devoted. These calamities praylog upon a sensi. 
tivc mind, drove him to ^e miserable refuge of intemperance, a habit tliat 
grew upon him towards the latter part of his life, although not so openly as to 
occasion general scandal. His private IVlends, however, were not unmindful of 
his Interests, and, through the recommendation of Swift, Archbishop King pre- 
sented him to the vicarage of Finglus, in the diocese of Dublin, worth 40(ML 
per annum. But Parnell did not long ei^oy this promotion. Only a year after 
hia appointment, and wliile he was on his way to Ireland, to enter into hia new 
charge, he sickened and died at Chester, in July, 1717, in the thhrty-elghth year 
of his age. 

Parnell was on industrious writer, and seems to have published many pieces 
anonymously in the periodicals of the day ; but his principal productions were 
carefully selected by his friends Pope and Goldsmith, and published in a sepa. 
rate form. These are, The Rise of Woman, The Fairy Tale of Sir Topaz, 
The Vigil of Venus, The Bookworm, and a sacred poem of considerable 
length, called The Gilt of Poetry. In these there does not appear either much 
originality or great power of imagination ; but their chief excellence consists 
in that easy and graceful flow of ideas and language, which always gives 
pleasure, without creating either astonishment or delight. His works, there- 
fore, have deservedly continued to be popular to tho present day, while many 
of his contemporaries of greater pretensions havo sunk into neglect. 

The poem by which Parnell is chiefly known is The Hermit, a production that 
has continued since his own time to be an especial favourite with every class of 
readers. The story, indeed, is not original, as It is to be found in More’s 
Dialogues, and Howel's Letters, and can probably be traced to an eastern 
origin ; but Its merits were so obvious, that both Parnell and Voltaire adopted 
it, the latter having introduced it, with some modifleations, into his tale of 
Zadig. Our countryman, however, has adorned it with a greater variety of 
events, and elicited from it a higher morality. The Hermit is a revolving 
panorama of beautiful pictures, each perfect In Itself, and with the various 
shades and gradations of a summer day, and amidst the fairest varieties of 
English scenery, we have the venerable pil^m and his companion, the mansion 
of ostentatious hospitality, the churl’s squalid abode, the kind host, the guide, 
and, Anally, the angelic appearance, all full of lifo, and combining with each 
other In the most admirable unison to produce the great result. The verslflca. 
tion is also worthy of the subject, being fall of harmony, but always dianglng, 
like a piece of corefolly composed music, with the variations of the tale. From 
these clrohmstaiices the Hermit will always continue to be popular, even should 
the other productions of Parnell cease to charm, and be consigned to forget, 
fulness. 
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CHRIST’S AGONY IN THE GARDEN 

For Mrhat was all the gracious Saviour’s stay, 
Whilst here he trod in life’s encumber'd way. 
But troubled patience, persecuted breath, 
Neglected sorrows, and afflicting death; 
Approach, ye sinners ; think the garden shows 
His bloody sweat of full arising throes ; 
Approach his grief, and hear him thus complain, 
Through David’s person, and in David’s strain. 

Oh, save me, God, thy floods about me roll. 
Thy wrath divine hath overflow’d roy soul : 

1 come at length where rising waters drown. 
And sink in deep affliction, deeply down. 
Deceitful snares, to bring me to the dead, 

Lie ready placed in every path I tread. 
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And Hell itself, with all that Hell contains, 

Of fiends accursed, and dreadful change of pains ; 

To daunt firm will, and cross the good design’d. 
With strong temptations fasten on the mind ; 

Such grief, such sorrows, in amazing view. 
Distracted fears and heaviness pursue. 

Ye sages, deeply read in human frame, 

The passions’ causes, and their wild extreme ; 

Where moved an object more opposed to bliss, 
What other agony could equal his ? 

J'tnm I>avut 


ADVICE TO AN OLD BEAUTY. 

*Tis true, when beauty dawns with early fire, 

And hears the flattering tongues of soft desire. 

If not from virtue, from its gravest ways 
The soul with pleasing avocation strays. 

But beauty gone, ’tis easier to be wise ; 

As harpers better by the loss of eyes. 

Henceforth retire, reduce your roving airs, 

Haunt less the plays, and more the public praytus ; 
Reject the Mechlin head, and gold brocade. 

Go pray, in sober Norwich crape array’d. 

Thy pendant diamonds let thy Fanny take 
(Their trembling lustre shows how much you shake) ; 
Or bid her wear thy necklace row'd with pearl — 
You’ll find your Fanny an obedient girl. 

So for the rest, with less incumbrance hung, 

You walk through life, unmingled with the young. 
And view the shade and substance as you pass 
With joint endeavour trifling at the glass ; 

Or Folly drest, and rambling all her days, 

To meet her counterpart, and grow by praise : 

Yet still sedate yourself, and gravely plain, 

You neither fret nor envy at the vain. 


SONG OF HEZEKIAH. 

I said, My God, when in the loath’d disease 
Thy Prophet’s words cut off my future days, 
Now to the grave, with mournful haste, I go. 
Now Death unbars his sable gates below. 
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How might my years by course of nature last ! 

But thou pronounced it, and the prospect pass’d. 

I said, My Ood, thy servant now no more 
Shall in thy temple’s sacred courts adore ; 

No more on earth with living man converse, 

Shrunk in a cold uncomfortable hearse. 

My life, like tents which wandering shepherds raise. 
Proves a short dwelling, and removes at ease. 

My sins pursue me ; see the deadly band ! 

My Ood, who sees them, cuts me from the land ; 

As when a weaver finds his labour sped. 

Swift from the beam he parts the fastening thread. 

With pining sickness all from night to day, 

From day to night, he makes my strength decay : 
Reckoning the time, I roll with restless groans. 

Till, with a lion’s force, he crush my bones ; 

New morning dawns, but, like the morning past, 

’Tis day, ’tis night, and still my sorrows last. 

Now, screaming like the crane, my words I spoke, 

Now, like the swallow, chattering quick, and broke ; 
Now, like the doleful dove, when on the plains 
Her mourning tone affects the listening swains* 

To heaven, for aid, my wearying eyes 1 throw. 

At length they *re weary’d quite, and sink with woe. 
From Death’s arrest, for some delays, I sue ; 

Thou, Lord, who judged me, thou reprieve me, too. 

Rapture of joy ! what can thy servant say ? 

He sent his Prophet to prolong my day; 

Through my glad limbs I feel the wonder run, 

Thus said the Lord, and this Himself has done. 

Soft shall I walk, and, well secured from fears, 

Possess the comforts of my future years. 

Keep soft, my heart, keep humble, while they roll, 

Nor e’er forget my bitterness of soul. 

’Tis by the means thy sacred words supply, 

That mankind live, but in peculiar I ; 

A second grant thjr mercy pleased to give, 

And my raised spirits doubly seem to live. 

Behold the time ! when peace adorn’d my reign, 

’Twas then I felt my stroke of humbling pain ; 
Corruption dug her pit, I fear’d to sink, 

Ood loved my soul, and snatch’d me from the brink. 

He turn’d my ibllies from his gracious eye, 

As men who pass accounts, and cast them by. 

What mouth has death, which can thy praise proclaim? 
What tongue the grave, to speak thy glorious name? 
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Or will the senseless dead exult with mirth, 

Moved to their hope by promises on earth ? 

The living, Lord, the living only praise, 

The living only fit to sing thy lays : 

These feel thy favours, these thy temple see ; 

These raise the song, as I this day to thee. 

Nor will thy truth Sie present only reach. 

This the good fathers shall their offspring teach ; 
Report the blessings which adorn my page, 

And hand their own, with mine, from age to age. 

So, when the Maker heard his creature crave, 

So kindly rose his ready Will to save : 

Then march we solemn towards the temple-door, 
While all our joyful music sounds before ; 

There, on this day, through all my life appear. 

When this comes round in each returning year ; 

There strike the strings, our voices jointly raise, 

And let his dwellings hear my songs of praise. 

From Hexektah. 


ON BISHOP BURNET’S BEING SET ON FIRE IN HIS CLOSET. 

From that dire era, bane to Sarum’s pride, 

Which broke his schemes, and laid his friends aside, 
He talks and writes that Popery will return. 

And we, and he, and all his works, will burn. 

What touch’d himself was almost fairly proved ; 

(Oh, far from Britain be the rest removed !) 

For, as of late he meant to bless the age. 

With flagrant Prefaces of party rage, 

O’er-wrought with passion, and the subject’s weight. 
Lolling, he nodded in his elbow-seat ; 

Down fell the candle ; Grease and Zeal conspire, 

Heat meets with heat, and Pamphlets burn their Sire. 
Here crawls a Preface on its half-bum’d maggots, 

And there an Introduction brings its faggots ; 

Then roars the Prophet of the Northern Nation, 
Scorch’d by a flaming speech on Moderation. 

Unwam’d by this, go on, the realm to fnght. 

Thou Briton vaunting in thy second-sight ? 

In such a ministry you safely tell. 

How much 3rou’d suffer, if Religion fell. 
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ON MRS. ARABELLA FERMOR LEAVING LONDON. 

From town fair Arabella flies : 

The beaux unpowder’d grieve ; 

The rivers play before her eyes ; 

The breezes, softly breathing, rise ; 

The Spring begins to live. 

Her lovers swore, they must expire ; 

Yet quickly And their ease ; 

For, as she goes, their flames retire. 

Love thrives before a nearer fire, 

Esteem by distant rays. 

Yet soon the fair one will return. 

When Summer quits the plain ; 

Ye rivers, pour the weeping urn ; 

Y e breezes, sadly sighing, mourn ; 

Ye lovers, burn again. 

’Tie constancy enough in love 
That Nature’s fairly shown : 

To search for more, will fruitless prove ; 
Romances, and the turtle dove, 

The virtue boast alone. 


OSTENI’ATIOUS HOSPITALITY. 

Now sunk the sun ; the closing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o’er with sober grey ; 

Nature in silence bid the world repose ; 

When near the road a stately palace rose : 

There by the moon through ranks of trees they pass. 
Whose verdure crown’d their sloping sides of grass. 
It chanced the noble master of the dome 
Still made his house the wandering stranger’s home : 
Yet still the kindness, from a thirst of praise, 

Proved the vain flourish of expensive ease. 

The pair arrive : the liveried servants wait : 

Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 

The table groans with costly piles of food, 

And all is more than hospitably good. 

Then led to rest, the day’s long toil they drown, 
Deep sunk in sleep, and silk, and neaps of down. 
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At length ’tis morn, and at the dawn of day. 

Along the wide canals the zephyrs play : 

Fresh o’er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 

And shake the neighbouring wood to banish sleep. 

Up rise the guests, obedient to the call : 

An early banquet deck’d the splendid hall ; 

Rich luscious wine a golden goblet graced, 

Which the kind master forced the guests to taste. 
Then, pleased and thankful, from the porch they go ; 
And, but the landlord, none had cause of woe ; 

II is cup was vanish’d ; for in secret guise 
The younger guest purloin’d the glittering prize. 

As one who spies a serpent in his way. 

Glistening and basking in the summer ray. 

Disorder’d stops to shun the danger near. 

Then walks with faintness on, and looks with fear ; 

So seem’d the Sire ; when far upon the road. 

The shining spoil his wily partner show’d. 

He stopp’d with silence, walk’d with trembling heart, 
And much he wish’d, but durst not ask, to part : 
Murmuring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard, 

That generous actions meet a base reward. 

From The Hermit. 


EPIGRAM. 

The greatest gifts that Nature does bestow, 

Can’t unassisted to perfection grow : 

A scanty fortune clips the wings of Fame, 

And checks the progress of a risipg name : 

Each dastard virtue drags a captive’s chain. 

And moves but slowly, for it moves with pain : 
Domestic cares sit hard upon the mind, 

And cramp those thoughts which should be unconfined 
The cries of Poverty alarm the soul. 

Abate its vigour, its designs control : 

The stings of Want inflict the wounds of Death, 

And motion always ceases with the breath. 

The love of friends is found a languid fire, 

That glares but faintly, and will soon expire ; 

Weak is its force, nor can its warmth be great, 

A feeble light begets a feeble heat. 

Wealth is the fuel that must feed the flame, 

It dies in rags, and scarce deserves a name. 



ELIJAH EEKTON. 


181 


This taleoted writer wu bom at Shelton, near Neweastle, in 168A ond waa 
educated at Cambridge j but aa he was of nondurlng principles, be reAiaed the 
oaths that were necessary to qualify him for a literary degree, as well as public 
employment. On this account, the earlier part of his life was spent under con. 
slderable deprivations, until he was kindly relieved by Pope, who Introduced 
him to Secretary Craggs, and afterwards to Sir William Trumball, by both of 
whom he waa employed In a literary capacity. Fenton was likewise a coadfetor 
of Pope In translating Homer*s Odyssey, and his share of that performance waa 
the first, the fourth, the nineteenth, and the twentieth books. He died at East- 
hamstead, the seat of Indy Trumball, in Berkshire, In 178a 


IMPOTENCE OF HUMAN WISDOM. 


The spark of pure ethereal light 
That actuates this fleeting frame. 

Darts through the cloud of flesh a sickly flame. 
And seems a glow-worm in a winter night. 

But man would yet look wondrous wise. 
And equal chains of thought devise ; 
Intends his mind on mighty schemes. 
Refutes, defines, confirms, declaims ; 

And diagrams he draws, t* explain 
The leam’d chimeras of his brain ; 

And, with imaginary wisdom proud, 

ThixikB on the goddess while be clips the cloud. 


Through error’s mazy grove, with fruitless toil, 
Perplex’d with puzzling doubts we roam ; 
False images our sight beguile. 

But still we stumble through the gloom, 
And science seek, which still deludes &e mind. 

Yet, more enamour’d with the race, 

With disproportion’d speed we urge the chase : 
In vain t the various prey no bounds restrain ; 
Fleeting it only leaves, t’ increase our pain, 

A cold unsatisfying scent behind. 

Yet, gracious God ! presumptuous man 
With random guesses makes pretence 
To sound thy searchless providence 
From which he first began : 

Like hooded hawks we blindly tower, 

And circumscribe, with fancied laws, thy power. 
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Thy will the rolling orbs obey. 

The moon, presiding o’er the sea, 

Governs the waves with equal sway : 

But man, perverse and lawless still. 

Boldly runs counter to thy will ; 

Thy patient thunder he defies ; 

Lays down false principles, and moves 
By what his vicious choice approves ; 

And, when he ’s vainly wicked, thinks he ’s wise. 

Return, return, too long misled ! 

"With filial fear adore thy God : 

Ere the vast deep of heaven was spread. 

Or body first in space abode. 

Glories ineffable adorn’d his head. 

Unnumber’d seraphs round the burning throne, 
Sung to th* incomprehensible Three-One : 

Yet then his clemency did please 
With lower forms t’ augmexit his train. 

And made thee, wretched creature, Man, 
Probationer of happiness 


EDUCATION. 

Nature permits her various gifts to fall 
On various climes, nor smiles alike on all : 

The Latian vales eternal verdure wear. 

And flowers spontaneous crown the smiling year; 
But who manures a wild Norwegian bill. 

To raise the jasmine, or the coy jonquil ? 

Who finds the peach among the savage sloes. 

Or in bleak Scythia seeks the blushing rose ? 
Here golden grain waves o’er the teeming fields. 
And there the vine her racy purple yields. 

High on the cliffs the British oak ascends. 

Proud to survey the seas her power defends ; 

Her sovereign title to the flag she proves. 
Scornful of softer India's spicy groves. 

These instances, wluch true in fact we find. 
Apply we to the culture of the mind. 

Th& soil, in early youth improved with care. 

The seeds of gentle science best will bear ; 

That, with more particles of flame inspired. 

With glittering arms and thirst of fame is flred ; 
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Nothing of greatness in a third will grow. 

But, barren as it is, ’twill bear a beau. 

If these from Nature’s genial bent depart, 

In life’s dull farce to play a borrow’d part ; 

Should the sage dress, and flutter in the Mall, 

Or leave his problems for a birth-night ball ; 

Should the rough homicide unsheath his pen, 

And in heroics only murder men ; 

Should the soft fop forsake the lady’s charms. 

To face the foe with inoffensive arms; 

Bach would variety of acts afford, 

Fit for some new Cervantes to record. 

From the EpitUe to Mr, Lamhard» 


ON THE FIRST FIT OF THE GOUT. 

Welcome, thou friendly earnest of fourscore. 
Promise of wealth, that hast alone the power 
T’ attend the rich, unenvied by the poor. 

Thou that dost ^sculapius deride, 

And o’er his gallipots in triumph ride ; 

Thou that art used t’ attend the royal throne. 
And under-prop the head that bears the crown ; 
Thou that dost oft in privy council wait. 

And guard from drowsy sleep the eyes of state ; 
Thou that upon the bench art mounted high, 
And warn’st the judges how they tread awry ; 
Thou that dost oft from pamper’d prelate’s toe 
Emphatically urge the pains below ; 

Thou that art ever half the city’s grace. 

And add’st to solemn noddles solemn pace ; 
Thou that art used to sit on ladies’ knee. 

To feed on jellies, and to drink cold tea ; 

Thou that art ne’er from velvet slipper free ; 
Whence comes this unsought honour unto me ? 
Whence does this mighty condescension flow ? 
To visit my poor tabernacle, O — ! 

As Jove vouchsafed on Ida’s top, ’tis said, 

At poor Philemon’s cot to take a bed ; 

Pleased with the poor but hospitable feast, 

Jove bid him ask, and granted bis request; 

So do thou grant (for thou ’rt of race divine. 
Begot on Venus by the God of Wine) 

My humble suit I— And either give me store 
To entertain thee, or ne’er see me more. 
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Although the poetry of this amUble aad talented author haa been extrava. 
gantly over-rated by a certain clan of religlonista, he would probably have been 
excluded from the catalogue of genuine Engliah poets, had it not been for the 
friendly interposition of Johnson, who vindicated hla real excellence to the world, 
and showed that he was something more than the mere laureate of a sect. Isaac 
Watts was bom at Southampton, In 1674, and was the eldest of nine children. 
We are told, that he was distinguished by a love of books from his infancy, and 
that he began to leant Latin at four years old. His proficiency at school was 
so remarkable, that a subscription was proposed for his support at the Uni- 
versity } but he conscientiously sacrificed this tempting opportunity, by pro- 
claiming his adherence to the principles of the Dissenters. Accordingly, in 
1690, he repaired to the academy kepi by Mr. Rowe, and there distinguished 
himself beyond all his class-fellows, by his exercises and acquirements. His 
poetical productions were numerous, as he continued to write verses from the 
age of fifteen to fifty ; and they consist chiefly of a Paraphrase of tlie Psalms of 
David, a large collection of Hymns, many lyrics, and a collection of Divine Songs 
for Infanta — a species of writing of which he may be Justly considered the 
founder. After a long life of eminent usefulness as a clergyman, and the esta- 
blishment of a high literary reputation by his ethical and metaphysical writ- 
Ings, in consequence of which he roceived from the colleges of Glasgow and 
Aberdeen the degree of Doctor of Divinity, he entered into his rest on the tz&th 
of November, 1748. 


DIVINE JUDGMENTS. 

Not from the dust my sorrows spring. 

Nor drop my comforts from the lower skies ! 

Let all the baneful planets shed 
Their mingled curses on my head, 

How vain their curses, if th’ Eternal King 
Look through the clouds, and bless me with his eyes ! 
Creatures with all their boasted sway 
Are but his slaves, and must obey ; 

They wait their orders from above, 

And execute his word, the vengeance, or the love. 

’Tie by a warrant from his hand 
The gentler gales are bound to sleep : 

Tbe north wind blusters, and assumes command 
Over the desert and tbe deep ; 

Old Boreas with his freezing powers 
Turns the earth iron, makes the ocean glass, 

Arrests the dancing rivulets as they pass, 

And chains them moveless to their shores ; 

The grazing ox lows to the gelid skies, 

Walks o'er the marble meads with withering eyes, 

Walks o*er the solid lakes, snuffs up the wind, and 
dies. 
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Fly to the polar world, my song, 

And mourn the pilgrims there (a wretched throng !) 

Seized and bound in rigid chains, 

A troop of statues on the Russian plains, 

And life stands frozen in the purple veins. 

Atheist, forbear ; no more blaspheme : 

God has a thousand terrors in his name, 

A thousand armies at command. 

Waiting the signal of his hand. 

And magazines of frost, and magazines of flame. 

Dress thee in steel to meet his wrath ; 

His sharp artillery from the north 
Shall pierce thee to the soul, and shake thy mortal frame. 
Sublime on Winter’s rugged wings 
He rides in arms along the sky, 

And scatters fate on swains and kings ; 

And flocks, and herds, and nations, die ; 

While impious lips, profanely bold. 

Grow pale ; and, quivering at his dreadful cold, 

Give their own blasphemies the lie. 

The mischiefs that infest the earth. 

When the hot dog-star fires the realms on high, 

Drought and disease, and cruel dearth. 

Are but the flashes of a wrathful eye 
From the incensed Divinity. 

In vain our parching palates thirst. 

For vital food in vain we cry. 

And pant for vital breath ; 

The verdant fields are burnt to dust, 

The sun has drunk the channels dry, 

And all the air is death. 

Ye scourges of our Maker’s rod, 

’Tis at his dread command, at his imperial nod, 

You deal your various plagues aJbroad. 

Hail, whirlwinds, hurricanes, and floods. 

That all the leafy standards strip, 

And bear down with a mighfy sweep 
The riches of the fields, and honours of &e woods ; 
Storms, that ravage o’er the deep, 

And bury miUions in the waves.; 

Earthquakes, that in midnight sleep 
Turn cities into heaps, and make our beds our graves ; 

While you dispense your mortal harms, 

’Tie the Creator’s voice that sounds your loud alarms. 
When guilt with louder cries provokes a God to arms. 
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0 for a message from above 
To bear my spirits up ! 

Some pledge of my Creator's love 
To calm my terrors, and support my hope ! 

Let waves and thunders mix and roar, 

Be thou my God, and the whole world is mine : 

While thou art Sovereign, I’m secure ; 

1 shall be rich till tliou art poor ; 

For all 1 fear, and all I wish, heaven, earth, and hell, are 
thine. 


LOOKING UPWARD. 

The heavens invite mine eye. 

The stars salute me round ; 

Father, I blush, I mourn to lie 
Thus grovelling on the ground. 

My warmer spirits move, 

And make attempts to fly ; 

I wish aloud for wings of love 
To raise me swift and high. 

Beyond those crystal vaults, 

And all their sparkling balls ; 

They ’re but the porches to thy courts, 
.^d paintings on thy walls. 

Vain world, farewell to you ; 
Heaven is my native air : 

I bid my friends a short adieu, 
Impatient to be there. 

I feel my powers released 
From their old fleshy clod ; 

Fair guardian, bear me up in haste, 
And set me near my God. 


SiEEKXNO A DIVINE CALM IN A RESTLESS WORLD. 


Eternal Mind, who rules! the fates 
Of dying realms, and rising states, 
With one unchanged decree ; 
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While we admire thy vast affaire, 

Say, can our little trifling cares 
Afford a smile to thee ? 

Thou scatterest honours, crowns, and gold : 
We fly to seize, and fight to hold 
The bubbles and the ore : 

So emmets struggle for a grain ; 

So boys their petty wars maintain 
For shells upon the shore. 

Here a vain man his sceptre breaks. 

The next a broken sceptre takes. 

And warriors win and lose ; 

This rolling world will never stand, 
Plunder’d and snatch’d from hand to hand, 
As power decays or grows. 

Farth ’s but an atom : greedy swords 
Carve it among a thousand lords. 

And yet they can’t agree : 

Let greedy swords still fight and slay, 

I can be poor ; but. Lord, I pray 
To sit and smile with thee. 


LAUNCHING INTO ETERNITY. 

It was a brave attempt ! adventurous he, 

Who in the first ship broke the unknown sea : 

And, leaving his dear native shores behind. 

Trusted his life to the licentious wind. 

I see the surging brine : the tempest raves ; 

He on a pine-plank rides across the waves. 
Exulting on the edge of thousand gaping graves : 
He steers the winged boat, and shifts the sails. 
Conquers the flood, and manages the gales. 

Buch is the soul that leaves this mortal land 
Fearless when the great Master gpves command. 
Death is the storm : she smiles to hear it roar. 

And bids the tempest waft her from the shore : 
Then with a skilful helm she sweeps the seas, 

And manages the raging storm wi& ease ; 

^er faith can govern death) she spreads her wings 
Wide to the wind, and as she sails she sings. 

And loses by degrees the sight of mortal things. 

Is 2 
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As the shores lessen, so her joys arise. 

The waves roll gentler, and the tempest dies ; 
Now vast eternity fills all her sight. 

She floats on the broad deep with inflnite delight. 
The seas for ever calm, the skies for ever bright. 


FREE PHILOSOPHY. 

Custom, that tyranness of fools. 

That leads the learned round the schools. 

In magic chains of forms and rules ! 

My genius storms her throne : 

No more, ye slaves, with awe profound 
Beat the dull track, nor dance the round ; 
Loose hands, and quit th* enchanted ground ; 
Knowledge invites us each alone. 

I hate these shackles of the mind 
Forged by the haughty wise ; 

Souls were not born to be confined. 

And led, like Samson, blind and bound ; 

But when his native strength he found 
He well avenged his eyes. 

I love thy gentle influence, Rowe ; 

Thy gentle influence, like the sun. 

Only dissolves the frozen snow, 

Then bids our thoughts like rivers flow. 

And choose the channels where they run. 

Thoughts should be free as fire or wind ; 
The pinions of a single mind 
Will through all nature fly : 

But who can drag up to the poles 
Long fetter’d ranks of leaden souls ? 

A genius which no chain controls 
Roves with delight, or deep, or high : 
Swift I survey the globe around. 

Dive to the centre through the solid ground. 
Or travel o’er the sky. 


TO THE REV. JOHN HOWE. 

Great man, permit the Muse to climb 
And seat her at thy feet. 
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Bid her attempt a thought sublime, 

And consecrate her wit. 

1 feel, I feel th’ attractive force 
Of thy superior soul : 

My chariot flies her upward course, 

The wheels divinely roll. 

Now let me chide the mean aflairs 
And mighty toil of men : 

How they grow grey in trifling cares. 

Or waste the motions of the spheres 
Upon delights as vain ! 

A puff of honour fills the mind, 

And yellow dust is solid good ; 

Thus, like the ass of savage kind, 

We snuff the breezes of the wind. 

Or steal the serpent’s food. 

Could all the choirs 
That charm the poles 
But strike one doleful sound, 

’Twould be Employ’d to mourn our souls, 

Souls that were framed of sprightly fires 
In fioods of foUy drown’d. 

Souls made of glory seek a brutal joy ; 

How they disclaim their heavenly birth, 

Melt their bright substance down with drossy earth, 
And hate to be refined from that impure alloy. 

Oft has thy genius roused us henco 
With elevated song, 

Bid us renounce this world of sense. 

Bid us divide th’ immortal prize 
With the seraphic throng : 

Knowledge and love make spirits blest, 
Knowledge their food, and love their rest 
But flesh, th’ unmanageable beast, 

Resists the pity of thine eyes. 

And music of thy tongue. 

Then let the worms of grovelling mind 
Round the short joys of earthly kind 
In restless windings roam ; 

Howe hath an ample orb of soul, 

Where shining worlds of knowledge roll, 

Where love, me centre and the pole, 

Completes the heaven at home. 
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Tnii poetfraa bora at Marlborough, on the 2Dth of July, 1677. Hia farourito 
■tudles were poetry and muiic, which he gucceeded in combining, by the pro- 
duction of aeveral Cantataa that were greatly admired by the public. Occa- 
alonolly, alao, be wrote in proae, of which hia contrlbutiona to the Spectator, 
Tatler, and Guardian, aecured him the eateem of hia talented contemporariea. 
More fortunate, alao, than the generality of the poeta of hia day, he, in 1717, 
received from Lord Chancellor Cowper the appointment of Secretary to the 
Commiaaiona of the Peace, an office that aecured him affluence for the re- 
maindor of hia life, which, unfortunately, however, terminated only three yeara 
after. Aa a poet, Hughea ia chiefly known by hia tragedy of The Siege of 
Damaacua. 


TO A BEAUTIFUL LADY. 

PLAYING ON THE ORGAN. 

When famed Cecilia on the organ play'd, 

And fiird with moving sounds the tuneful frame, 
Drawn by the charm, to hear the sacred maid. 

From heaven, *tis said, a listening angel came. 
Thus ancient legends would our faith abuse ; 

In vain— — for were the bold tradition true, 

While your harmonious touch that charm renews, 
Again the seraph would appear to you. 

O happy fair ! in whom with purest light, 

Virtue’s united beams with beauty shine ! 

Should heavenly guests descend to bless our sight, 
What form more lovely could they wear tlian thine ? 


ON DIVINE POETRY. 

In Nature’s golden age, when new-born day 
Array’d the skies, and earth was green and gay ; 
When God, with pleasure, all his works survey’d, 
And virgin innocence before him play’d ; 

In that dlustrious morn, that lovely spring, 

The Muse, by heaven inspired, began to sing. 
Descending angels, in harmonious lays. 

Taught the first happy pair their Maker’s praise. 
Such was the sacred art — We now deplore 
The Muse’s loss, since Eden is no more. 

When Vice fi:x)m heU rear’d up its hydra head, 

Th’ affrighted maid, with chaste AstrsBa, fled. 

And sought protection in her native sky ; 

In vain Uie heathen Nine her absence would supply. 
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Yet to some few, whose dazzling virtues shone 
In ages past, her heavenly charms were known. 
Hence learn’d the bard, in lofty strains to tell 
How patient Virtue triumph'd over hell ; 

And hence the chief, who led the chosen race 
Through parting seas, derived his songs of praise ; 
She gave the rapturous ode, whose ardent lay 
Sings female force, and vanquish’d Siscra; 

She tuned to pious notes the Psalmist’s lyre, 

And fill’d Isaiah’s breast with more than Pindar’s fire ! 


AX IMAGE OF PLEASURE, 

IN IMITATION OF AM OOB IN CAHIMIRB. 

Solace of life, my sweet companion lyre ! 

On this fair poplar bough I *11 hang thee high. 

While the gay fields all soft delights inspire, 

And not one cloud deforms the smiling sky. 

While whispering gales, that court the leaves and flowers, 
Play through thy strings, and gently make them sound, 
Luxurious I ’U dissolve the flowing hours 
In balmy slumbers on the carpet ground. 

But see — what sudden gloom obscures the air ! 

What falling showers impetuous change the day ! 

Let ’s rise, my lyre — Ah Pleasure false as fair ! 

How faithless are thy charms, how short thy stay ! 


WRITTEN IN A LADY’S PRAYER BOOK. 

So fair a form, with such devotion join’d ! 

A virgin body, and a spotless mind i 

Pleased with her prayers, while heaven propitious sees 

The lovely votaress on her bended knees : 

Sure it must think some angel lost its way— 

And happening on our wretched earth to stray, 

Tired with our follies, fain w6uld take its flight. 

And begs to be restored to those blest realms of light. 
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ODE ON THE SPRING. 

FOB THE MONTH OF MAY. 

Wanton Zephyr, come away ! 

On this sweet, this silent grove. 

Sacred to the Muse and Love, 

In gentle whisper’d murmurs play ! 

Come, let thy soft, thy balmy breeze 
Diffuse thy vernal sweets around 
From sprouting flowers, and blossom’d trees 
While hills and echoing vales resound 
With notes, which wing’d musicians sing 
In honour to the bloom of spring. 

Ijovcly season of desire! 

Nature smiles with joy to see 
The amorous months led on by tliet;. 

That kindly wake her genial fire. 

The brightest object in the skies, 

The fairest lights tliat shine below, 

The sun, and Mira’s charming eyes, 

At thy return more charming grow : 

With double glory they appear. 

To warm and grace the infant year. 
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This terrible latirlstf who proclaimed war and defianee to all mankind, was 
bom at Dublin In 1667, although by his own account his birth-place was Leicester ; 
but he proclaimed himself an Engllahman or Irishman according to the con- 
▼enlence of the moment. He was educated at the Unlrerslty of Dublin, and 
was at first so Inattentive to his studies, Uiat when the time arrived for claiming 
a Bachelorship of Arts, he was found so unqualified, that the degree was con- 
ferred on him by special favour, rather than on account of merit. This degra- 
datlon stung him so deeply, that he resolved to repair his deficiencies by study- 
ing eight hours a day for seven years — a resolution to which he adhered, and by 
which he laid the foundation of his future eminence. At the age of twenty 4me, 
he obtained the patronage of Sir William Temple, who introduced him to King 
William i and the latter, whose ideas were wholly military, was so well pleased 
with Swift, that he would have made him a captain of horse, an oflbr which the 
young aspirant to political power thought proper to decline. Finding that the 
patronage of Temple was not likely to procure solid benefit. Swift resolved to 
enter into the church : he accordingly took orders, and had many promises of 
advancement; but after repeated disappointments he could obtain nothing but 
the livings of Laracor and Rathbeggin, in the diocese of Meath. He now gave 
full vent to his satirical spirit by publishing his Tale of a Tub, in 1704, a work 
which, on being shown to the Queen, excluded the author from all hope of an 
English bishopric; and from that period until 1710, he addressed the public 
with occasional pamphlets and treatises, suggested by passing events. After this, 
his career was a fierce scramble for political influence and preferment until 
1714, when, finding himself worsted in the struggle, and deprived of all hope by 
the death of Queen Anne, he indignantly withdrew to Ireland, to settle in his 
Deanery of St Patrick, which he had obtained the previous year. Thus bo was 
doomed, after all his labours and prospects, to content himself with what ha 
considered a very paltry remuneration, and to spend the rest of his life In a 
country which he hated, and among a people whom ho despised. His pen, how. 
ever, which was actively employed, aflEbrded him consolation, and be wielded It 
with not the leas vigour and severity from the recollection of past disappoint- 
ments. This continued till his death in 1744, when he expired **a driveller and 
a show.'* It could scarcely be expected that an irreligious divine, heartless po- 
liticlon, and selfish lover, could possess the elements of true poetry, and there- 
fore Swift might be considered a rhymer rather than a poet. His verse, like 
his prose, is terse and vigorous, but it never for a moment makes the slightest 
approach to the sublime or the tender; and even when he endeavours in his ad- 
dresses to Vanessa dr Stella to use the language of love, the effort Is so over- 
strained and artificial, that it moves nothing but contempt. Indeed, he has 
written nothing in verse, which he could not have expressed as well, or perhaps 
much better. In prose. 


TO THK KARL OF PETERBOROUGH: 

WHO OOMMANDBD TBB BRITISH FOROIS IN SPAIN. 


Mordanto filk the, trump of fame. 

The Christian worlds his ^eds proclaim, 
And prints are crowded with his name. 

In journeys he outrides the post, 

Bits up till midnight with his host, 

Talks politics, ap4 the toast; 
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Knows every prince in Europe's facet 
Flies like a squib from place to place^ 
And travels not, but runs a race. 

From Paris gazette ^-la*maine, 

This day arrived, without his train, 
Mordanto in a week from Spain. 

A messenger comes all a-reek, 
Mordanto at Madrid to seek ; 

He left the town above a week. 

Next day the post-boy winds his horn. 
And rides through Dover in the morn : 
Mordanto 's landed from Leghorn. 

Mordanto gallops on alone ; 

The roads are wi^ his followers strown ; 
This breaks a girth, and that a bone. 

His body active as his mind. 

He turning sound in limb and wind, 
Except some leather lost behind. 

A skeleton in outward figure, 

His meagre corpse, though full of vigour, 
Would halt behind him were it bigger. 

So wonderful his expedition. 

When you have not the least suspicion, 
He ’s with you like an apparition : 

Shines in all climates like a star ; 

In senates bold, and fierce in war ; 

A land commander, and a tar : 

Heroic actions early bred in, 

Ne’er to be match’d in modern reading. 
But by his name-sake Charles of Sweden. 


EPIGRAM. 

As Thomas was cudgell’d one day by his wife, 

He took to the street, and fled for his life ; 

Tom’s three dearest friends came by in the squabble, 
And saved him at once from the shrew and the rabble 
Then ventured to give him some sober advice— 

But Tom is a person of honour so nice. 
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Too wise to take counsel^ too proud to take warning. 
That he sent to all three a challenge next morning : 
Three duels he fought, thrioe ventured his life ; 
Went home— and was cudgelled again by his wife. 


ON A CURATE’S COMPLAINT OF HARD DUTY. 

I march’d three miles through scorching sand, 
With zeal in heart, and notes in hand ; 

1 rode four more to Great St. Mary, 

Using four legs, when two were weary ; 

To three fair virgins I did tie men, 

In the close bands of pleasing Hymen : 

I dipp’d two babes in holy water, 

And purified their mother after. 

Within an hour and eke a half, 

I preach’d three congregations deaf ; 

Where thundering out, with lungs long-winded, 
I chopp’d so fast, that few there minded. 

My emblem, the laborious sun, 

Saw all these mighty labours done 
Before one race of his was run. 

All this perform’d by Robert He wit : 
mWhat mortal else could e’er go through it ? 


THE PROGRESS OF POETRY. 

The farmer’s goose, who in the stubble 
Has fed without restraint or trouble. 

Grown fat with corn, and sitting still, 

Can scarce get o’er the barn-door sill ; 

And hardly waddles forth to cool 
Her belly in the neighbouring pool ; 

Nor loudly cackles at the door ; 

For cackling shows the goose is poor. 

But, when she must be turn’d to graze. 
And round the barren common strays, 

Hard exercise and harder fare 

Soon make my dame grow lank and spare : 

Her body light, she tries her wings, 

And scorns the ground, and upward springs ; 
While all the parish, as she flies, 

Hears sounds harmonious from ^e skies. 

Such is the poet fresh in pay 
(The third night’s profits of his play) ; 
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His morning draughts till noon can swill 
Among his brethren of the quill : 

With good roast beef his belly full, 

Gro'wn lazy, foggy, fat, and dull. 

Deep sunk in plenty and delight, 

What poet e’er could take his flight ? 

Or, stuff d with phlegm up to the throat, 
What poet e’er could sing a note ? 

Nor Pegasus could bear the load 
Along the high celestial road ; 

The steed, oppress’d, would break his girth. 
To raise the lumber from the earth. 

But view him in another scene. 

When all his drink is Hippocrene, 

His money spent, his patrons fail, 

His credit out for cheese and ale ; 

His two-years’ coat so smooth and bare. 
Through every thread it lets in air ; 

With hungry meals his body pined, 

His guts and belly full of wind ; 

And, like a jockey for a race, 

His flesh brought down to flying case : 

Now his exalted spirit loathe 
Incumbrances of food and clothes ; 

And up he rises, like a vapour. 

Supported high on wings of paper; 

He singing flies, and flying sings. 

While from below all Grub-street rings. 


HIDDLE: On the Gallowh. 

There is a gate, we know full well. 

That stands ’twixt heaven, and earth, and hell. 
Where many for a passage venture, 

Yet very few are fond to enter ; 

Altliough ’tis open night and day. 

They for that reason shun this way : 

Both dukes and lords abhor its wood. 

They can’t come near it for their blood. 

What other way they take to go. 

Another time I ’ll let you know. 

Yet commoners with greatest ease 
Can And an entrance when they please. 

The poorest hither march in state 
(Or they can never pass the gate), 
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Like Roman generals triumphant, 

And then they take a turn and jump on ’t. 
If gravest parsons here advance, 

They cannot pass before they dance ; 
There ’s not a soul that does resort here, 
But strips himself to pay the porter. 


ON WOOD, THE IRONMONGER. 

Salmoneus, as the Grecian tale is, 

Was a mad coppersmith of Elis ; 

Up at his forge by morning peep, 

No creature in the lane could sleep ; 
Among a crew of roy storing fellows 
Would sit whole evenings at the alehouse 
His wife and children wanted bread, 
While he went always drunk to bed. 

This vapouring scab must needs devise 
To ape the thunder of the skies : 

With drags two fiery steeds he shod, 

To make a clattering as they trod. 

Of polish’d hragg his flaming car 
Like lightning dazzled from afar ; 

And up he mounts into the bos, 

And he must thunder, with a pox. 

Then furious he begins his march 
Drives rattling o’er a brazen arch ; 

With squibs and crackers arm’d, to throw 
Among the trembling crowd below. 

All ran to prayers, both priests and laity. 
To pacify this angry deity : 

When Jove, in pity to the town, 

With real thunder knock'd him down. 
Then what a huge delight were all in. 

To see the wicked varlet sprawling ; 

They search’d his pockets on the place. 
And found his copper all was base ; 

They laugh’d at such an Irish blunder. 

To take the noise of brass for thunder. 

The moral of this tale is proper, 
Applied to Wood’s adulter’d copper ; 
.Which, as he scatter’d, we, like dolts, 
Mistook at first for thunder-bolts ; 

Before the Drapier shot a letter 
(Nor Jove himself could do it better). 
Which, lighting on th* impostor’s crown. 
Like real thunder knock’d him down. 
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IHK DO(i AND THi: THIEF. 

Quoth the thief to the dog. Let me into your door, 

And I ’ll give you these delicate hits. 

Quoth the dog, I shall then be more villain than you are, 
And besides must be out of my wits. 

Your delicate bits will not serve me a meal, 

But my master each day gives me biead ; 

You’ll fly, when you get what you Ciime here to steal, 
And I must be bang’d in youi stead 

The stock-jobbei thus from ’Change-alley goes down, 
And tips you the fieeman a wink ; 

Let me have but your vote to serve for the town, 

And here is a guinea to drink. 

Says the freeman, Your guinea to-night would be spent ! 
Y oui offers of bribery cease ; 

I ’ll vote for my landlord, to whom I pay rent, 

Or else I may foi feit my lease. 

From Ijondon they come, silly people to chouse. 

Their lands and their faces unknown : 

Who ’d vote a rogue into the Pailiament hou^o. 

That would turn a man out of his own? 
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' Thomai Ticmll was born at Bridektrk, in Cumberland, In 1686. He was a 
student, and afterwards became a fellow, of Queen’s College, Oxford, but he 
vacated his fellowship In 1796, by marrying at Dublin. The literary career of 
Tlckell was chiefly of a political character, and he espoused the cause of his 
party with such ardour, that he obtained ftom Dean Swift the nick.name of 
Whlggissimus. What was of greater importance to him, was his obtaining the 
fHendahlp of Addison, who recommended his poetry to public notice ; and in 1717, 
when his patron was made Secretary of State, he appointed Tickell under-secre. 
tary. This friendship continued till the death of Addison, who solemnly com- 
mended him, on his death-bed, to the patronage of Graggs, and gave him the 
charge of publishing his works; and Tickell prefaced the collection with an 
Elegy on its author, which forma one of the most affecting ftineral poems in 
the English language. In 1725, Tickell was made Secretary Co the Lords Jus- 
tices of Ireland, and in this office he continued till his death, which occurred 
April 23, 1740. 


FROM AN ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF ADDISON. 

In what new region, to the just assign'd, 

What new employments please th' unbodied mind ; 

A winged Virtue, through th* ethereal sky, 

From world to world unwearied does he fly ? 

Or curious trace the long laborious maze 
Of heaven's decrees, where wondering angels gaze ? 
Does he delight to hear bold seraphs tell 
How Michael battled, and the dragon fell ; 

Or, mix'd with milder cherubim, to glow 
In hymns of love, not ill essay’d below ? 

Or dost thou warn poor mortals left behind, 

A task well suited to thy gentle mind ? 

Oh ! if sometimes thy spotless form descend, 

To me, thy aid, thou guardian genius, lend ! 

When rage misguides me, or when fear alarms, 
When pain distresses, or when pleasure charms. 

In silent whisperings purer thoughts impart, 

And turn from ill a frail and feeble heart ; 

Lead through the paths thy virtue trod before, 

Till bliss shall join, nor death can part us more. 

That awful form, which, so the heavens decree. 
Must still be loved and still deplored by me ; 

In nightly visions seldom fldls tp rise, 

Or, roused by Fancy, meets my wakmg eyes. 

If business calls^ or crowded courts invite, 

Th* uiddenush’d statesman seems to strike, my sight ; 
If in the stage I seek to soothe my care, . 

I meht his soul which breathes iii Cato the^e ; 

If p^sive to the rural shades I rove, 

His shape overtakes me in the lonely grove ; 
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’Twas there of just and good he reason’d strong, 
Clear'd some great truth, or raised some serious song 
There patient show'd us the wise course to steer, 

A candid censor, and a friend severe ; 

There taught us how to live ; and (oh ! too high 
The price for knowledge) taught us how to die. 


COLIN AND LUCY: 

A BALLAD. 


Of Leinster, famed for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace ; 

Nor e’er did Liffy’s limpid stream 
Reflect so sweet a face : 

Till luckless love, and pining care, 
Impair’d her rosy hue. 

Her coral lips, and damask cheeks. 
And eyes of glossy blue. 

Oh ! have you seen a lily pale. 

When beating rains descend ? 

So droop’d the slow-consuming maid. 
Her life now near its end. 

By Lucy warn’d, of flattering swains 
Take heed, ye easy fair : 

Of vengeance due to broken vows, 

Ye peijured swains, beware. 

Three times, all in the dead of niglit, 
A bell was heard to ring ; 

And shrieking at the window thrice. 
The raven flapp’d his wing. 

Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 
The solemn boding sound : 

And thus, in dying words, bespoke 
The virgins weeping round : 

I hear a voice, you cannot hear. 
Which says, I must not stay ; 

I see a hand, you cannot see. 

Which beckons me away. 

By a false heart, and broken vows. 

In early youth I die : 
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Was 1 to blame, because his bride 
Was thrice as rich as I ? 

Ah, Colin ! give not her thy vows. 

Vows due to me alone : 

Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kies, 

Nor think him all thy own. 

To-morrow, in the church to wed. 
Impatient, both prepare ! 

But know, fond maid, and know, false man, 
That Lucy will be there ! 

“ Then bear my corse, my comrades, bear. 
This bridegroom blithe to meet. 

He in his wedding trim so gay, 

I in my winding-sheet.” 

She spoke, she died, her corse was borne. 
The bridegroom blithe to meet. 

He in his wedding trim so gay. 

She in her winding-sheet. 

Then what were peijured Colin’s thoughts ? 
How were these nuptials kept ? 

The bridesmen flock’d round Lucy dead. 
And all the village wept. 

Confusion, shame, remorse, despair, 

At once his bosom swell : 

The damps of death bedew’d his brow. 

He shook, he groan’d, he fell. 

From the vain bride, ah, bride no more ! 

The varying crimson fled. 

When, stretch’d before her rival’s corse. 

She saw her husband dead. 

Then to his Lucy’s new-made grave. 
Convey’d by trembling ewains. 

One mould with her, beneath one sod, 

For ever he remains. 

Oft at this grave, the constant hind 
And plighted maid are seen ; 

With garl^ds gay, and true-love knots^ 
They deck the sacred green : 

But, swain forsworn, whoe’er thou art, 

This hallow’d spot forbear ; 

Remember Colin’s dreadful late. 

And fear to meet him there. 
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THE CHANGELING. 

By magic fenced, by spells encompass^ round. 
No mort^ touch’d this interdicted ground ; 

No mortal enter’d, those alone who came 
Stolen from the couch of some terrestrial dame : 

For oft of babes they robb’d the matron’s bed, 

And left some sickly changeling in their stead. 

It chanced a youth of Albion’s royal blood 
Was foster’d here, the wonder of the wood. 

Milkali for wiles above her peers renown’d, 
Deep-skiird in charms and many a mystic sound, 

As through the regal dome she sought for prey. 
Observed the infant Albion, where he lay 
In mantles broider’d o’er with gorgeous pride. 

And stole him from the sleeping mother’s side. 

Who now but Milkah triumphs in her mind ! 

Ah, wretched nymph, to future evils blind ! 

The time shall come when thou shalt dearly pay 
The theft, hard-hearted ! of that guilty day : 

Thou in thy turn shalt like the queen repine, 

And all her sorrows doubled shall be thine : 

He who adorns thy house, the lovely boy 
Who now adorns it, shall at length destroy. 

Two hundred moons in their pale course had seen 
The gay-robed fairies glimmer on the gi*een, 

And Albion now had reach’d in j outhful prime 
To nineteen years, as mortals measure time. 

Flush’d with resistless charms he fired to love 
Each nymph and little Dryad of the grove ; 

For skilful Milkah spared not to employ 
Her utmost art to rear the princely boy ; 

Each supple limb she swath’d, and tender bone, 
And to the Elfin standard kept him down ; 

She robb’d dwarf-elders of tbeir fragrant fruit, 

And fed him early with the daisy’s root. 

Whence through his veins the powerful juices ran. 
And form’d in beauteous miniature the man. 

Yet still, two inches taller than the rest. 

His lofty port his human birth confest ! 

A foot in height, how stately did he show ! 

How look superior on the crowd below ! 

What knight like him could toss the rushy lance ? 
Who move so graceful in the mazy dance ? 

A shape so nice, or features half so fair. 

What elf could boast ? or such a flow of hair ? 
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Bright Kenna saw, a princeBs bom to reign, 

And felt the charmer burn in every vein. 

She, heiress to this empire’s potent lord, 

Praised like the stars, and next the moon adored. 

She, ^hom at distance thrones and princedoms view'd. 
To whom proud Oriel and Azuriel sued. 

In her high palace languish’d, void of joy. 

And pined in secret for a mortal boy. 

From KauingtOH Garden. 


IN PRAISE OF THE HORN BOOK. 

But how shall I thy endless virtues tell. 

In which thou dost all other books excel ? 

No greasy thumbs thy spotless leaf can soil. 

Nor crooked dogs’-ears thy smooth corners spoil ; 

In idle pages no errata stand. 

To tell the blunders of the printer’s hand : 

No fulsome dedication here is writ. 

Nor flattering verse, to praise the author’s wit : 

The margin, with no tedious notes is vex’d, 

Nor various reading to confound the text ; 

All parties in thy literal sense agree. 

Thou perfect centre of concordancy ! 

Search we the records of an ancient date. 

Or read what modern histories relate. 

They all proclaim what wonders have been done 
By the plain letters taken as they run. 

Thy heavenly notes, like angels’ music, cheer 
Departing souls, and soothe the dying ear. 

An aged peasant, on his latest bed. 

Wish’d for a friend some godly book to read : 

The pious nandson thy known handle takes. 

And (eyes Tift up) this savoury lecture makes : 

Great A, he gravely read ; the important sound 
The empty and hollow roof rebound : 

The expiring ancient rear’d his drooping head. 

And thank’d his stars that Hodge had learn’d to read. 
Great B, the younker bawls ! O heavenly breath ! 
What ghostly comforts in the hour of death ! 

What hopes 1 feel I Great C, pronounced the boy ; 
The grandsire dies with ecstacy of joy. 
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Thii iUuatrlouf writer, wlio muy be oouldared the Father of our Mtioael 
periodical literature, was bom at Militon, in Wiltehire, on the lit of May, 16^8. 
He received hii education at the Chartreux School, where he contracted that 
friendship for Sir Richard Steele, which united them through life in their lite. 
rary exertiona. In 1687. Addison was entered into Queen's Gollefe. Oxford, 
where he difUnguished himself by his crttical taste, and the excellence of his 
Latin reraes. His original design had been to doTote himself to the chur^ I 
but foom this he was diverted by the advice of his firiends, and he resolved to 
become a courtier — in consequence of which he commenced with poetical lauda. 
tions upon King 'William, and the Peace of Ryswick. But a more profitable 
theme awaited him : this was the great victory of Blenheim, which required 
an adequate poet to celebrate it ; and Addison, having undertaken the task, 
produced The Campaign, for which he was rewarded with the office of Commis- 
sioner of Appeals. After this his promotion was so remarkable, that it must 
have astonished himself as well as the world; for he was first appointed 
Secretary to the Lord lAeutenant of Ireland; afterwards Secretary to the 
Regency, upon the death of Queen Anne; and. Anally, in 1717. the climax was 
finished, by his being made Secretary of State. But in these changes, it would 
appear as if, to use Malvolio's expression, greatness had been thrust upon him, 
for his gentle spirit and invincible bashfulness completely unfitted him for 
the management of a senate, so that ha solicited his dismission, and retlnd 
upon a pension of 1,500/. a year. After this, he devoted himself to literature, 
and the society of his literary firlends, until his death, which occurred on the 
17th of June. 1719. His last momenta were In beautiful harmony with the pure 
and religious spirit of hls writings, for he was then chiefly solicitous to show 
how a Christian can die. 

As a poet, Addison's Cato, which Is a dramatic poem rather than a play, is 
too well known to require further notice. In the structure of hls versification, 
he commenced with imitating Dryden, and ended by selecting Pope for hhl 
model, but he never could attain the strength of the former, nor the sweetness 
of the latter. It was by his prose writings, and especially bis articles In the 
Spectator, that he influenced the opinions of his own day, and descended to 
posterity ; and a single chapter of his Roger de Coverley is worth all his English 
and Latin poetry. Hls verses, Indeed, Instead of being the spontaneous AiU 
pourings of a heart that “voluntary moved harmonious numbers," seem rather 
to have been constructed In a style, and upon subjects, that would tend to his 
own advancement~-and truly they had their reward I 


ANODE. 


The spacious firmameni on high, 

With all the blue ether^ sky, 

And spangled heayens, a shining frame, 
Thsir great onginal prodaim. 

The unwearied sun, from di^ to day, 
Does his Creator's power di^^lay ; 

And publishes, to eyexr land, 

The work of an Almighty hand. 
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II. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail. 

The moon takes up the wondrous tale ; 
And nightly, to the listening earth. 
Repeats the story of her birth : 

Whilst all the stars that round her burn. 
And all the planets, in their turn. 
Confirm the tidings as they roll. 

And spread the truth from pole to pole. 


in 

What though, in solemn silence, all 
Move round the dark terrestrial ball ; 
What though, no real voice, nor sound. 
Amidst their radiant orbs be found : 

In Reason's ear they all rejiiice. 

And utter forth a glorious voice ; 

For ever singing as they shine. 

The hand that made us is Divine. 
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THE BATTT.E OF BLENHEIM. 

But now the trumpet terrible from far 
In shriller clangours animates the war; 

Confederate drums in fuller concert beat, 

And echoing hills the loud alarm repeat : 

Gallia” s proud standards, to Bavarians join'd, 

Unfurl their gilded lilies in the wind; 

The daring prince his blasted hopes renews, 

And, while the thick embattled host he views 
Stretcht out in deep array, and dreadful Icngtli, 

Ills heart dilutes, and glories in his strength. 

The fatal day its mighty course began. 

That the grieved world had long desired in vain ; 

States that their new captivity bemoan’d, 

Armies of martyrs that in exile groan’d. 

Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons heard, 

And prayers in bitterness of soul prefen*’d, 

Europe's loud cries, that Providence assail’d. 

And Anna’s ardent vows, at length prevail’d ; 

The day was come when Heaven design’d to show 
His care and conduct of the world below. 

Behold in awful march and dread array 
The long-cxtended squadrons shape their way ! 

Death, in approaching terrible, imparts 
An anxious horror to the bravest hearts ; 

Yet do tlieir beating breasts demand the strife. 

And thirst of glory quells the love of life. 

No vulgar fears can British minds control ; 

Heat of revenge, and noble pride of soul, 

O’erlook the foe, advantaged by his post. 

Lessen his numbers, and contract his host ; 

Though fens and floods possest the middle space, 

That unprovoked they would have fear’d to pass ; 

Nor fens nor floods can stop Britannia’s bands. 

When her proud foe ranged on their borders stands. 

But O, my Muse, what numbers wilt thou And 
To sing the furious troops in battle join’d ! 

Methinks I bear the drums* tumultuous sound 
The victors’ shouts and dying groans confound, 

The dreadful burst of cannon rend the skies, 

And all the thunder of the battle rise. 

*Twas then great Marlborough’s mighty soul was proved. 
That, in the shock of charging hosts unmoved. 

Amidst confusion, horror, and despair, 

Examined all the dreadful scenes of war : 
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In peaceful thought the held of death survey'd, 

To fainting squadrons sent the timely aid, 

Inspired repulsed battalions to engage, 

And taught the doubtful battle where to rage. 

So when an angel, by divine command, 

With rising tempests shakes a guilty land, 

Such as of late o'er pale Britannia past, 

Calm and serene he drives the furious blast ; 

And, pleased th' Almighty's orders to perform, 

Rides in the whirlwind, and directs the storm. 

But see the haughty household troops advance! 

The dread of Europe, and the pride of France. 

The war’s whole art each private soldier knows. 

And with a general's love of conquest glows ; 

Proudly he marches on, and void of fear 
Laughs at the shaking of the British spear : 

Vain insolence ! with native freedom brave. 

The meanest Briton scorns the liighest slave ; 
Contempt and fury fire their souls by turns, 

Each nation’s glory in each warrior burns ; 

Each fights, as in his arm th* important day 
And all the fate of hie great monarch lay : 

A thousand glorious actions, that might claim 
Triumphant laurels, and immortal fame, 

Confused in crowds of glorious actions lie, 

And troops of heroes undistinguish'd die. 

O Dormer, how can I behold thy fate. 

And not the wonders of thy youth relate ! 

How can I see the gay, the brave, the young. 

Fall in the cloud of war, and lie unsung! 

In joys of conquest he resigns his bi^ath. 

And, fill’d with England’s glory, smiles in death. 

The rout begins, the Gallic squadrons run, 
Compell’d in crowds to meet the fate they shun ; 
Thousands of fiery steeds with wounds transfix’d. 
Floating in gore, with their dead masters mixt, 

’Midst heaps of spears and standards driven around, 
Lie in the Danube’s bloody whirlpc Ib drown’d. 
Troops of bold youths, bom on the distant Soane, 

Or sounding borders of the rapid Rhone, 

Or where the Seine her flowery fields divides. 

Or where the Loire tlnrough winding vineyards glides. 
In heaps the rolling billows sweep away. 

And into Scythian seas their bloated corps convey. 
From Blenheim’s towers the Gaul, with wild affid^t. 
Beholds the various havoc of the fight ; 

K 
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His waving banners, that so oft had stood 
Planted in fields of death and streams of blood, 

So wont the guarded enemy to reach, 

And rise triumphant in the fatal breach. 

Or pierce the broken foe’s remotest lines. 

The hardy veteran with tears resigns. 

Unfortunate Tallard ! Oh, who can name 
The pangs of rage, of sorrow, and of shame, 

That with mixt tumult in thy bosom swell’d. 

When first thou saw’st thy bravest troops repelVd; 

Thine only son pierced with a deadly wound. 

Choked in his blood, and gasping on the ground ; 

Thyself in bondage by the victor kept ! 

The chief, the father, and the captive, wept. 

An English Muse is touch’d with generous woe. 

And in th* unhappy man forgets the foe ! 

Greatly distrest ; they loud complaints forbear, 

Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of war ; 

Give thy brave foes their due, nor blush to own 
The fatal field by such great leaders won ; 

The field whence famed Eugenio bore away 
Only the second honours of the day. 

With floods of gore that from the vanquish’d fell. 

The marshes stagnate, and the rivers swell. 

Mountains of slain lie heap’d upon the ground. 

Or ’midst the roarings of the Danube drown'd ; 

Whole captive hosts the conqueror detains 
In painful bondage, and inglorious chains. 

Ev’n those who ’scape the fetters and the sword. 

Nor seek the fortunes of a happier lord, 

Their raging king dishonours, to complete 
Marlborough’s great work, and finish the defeat. 

F rom Memminghen’s high domes, and Augsburg’s walls. 
The distant battle drives th’ insulting Gauls ; 

Freed by the terror of the victor’s name, 

The rescued States his great protection claim ; 

Whilst Ulme th’ approach of her deliverer waits, 

And longs to open her obsequious gates. 

From The Campaign. 


ITALY. 

See how the golden groves around me smile, 
That shun the coast of Britain’s stormy isle ; 

Or, when transplanted, and preserved with care. 
Curse the cold clime, and starve in northern air. 
Here kindly warmth their mountain juice ferments 
To nobler tastes, and more exalted scents : 
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Ev’n the rough rocks with tender myrtle bloorn^ 

And trodden weeds send out a rich perfume. 

Bear me, some god, to Baia’s gentle seats. 

Or cover me in Umbria's green retreats ; 

Where western gales eternally reside, 

And all the seasons lavish all their pride : 

Blossoms, and fruits, and flowers, together rise, 

And the whole year in gay confusion lies. 

Immortal glories in my mind revive, 

And in my soul a thousand passions strive. 

When Rome’s exalted beauties I descry 
Magnificent in piles of ruin lie. 

An amphitheatre’s amazing height 
Here fills my eye with terror and delight, 

That on its public shows unpeopled Rome, 

And held, uncrowded, nations in its womb : 

Here pillars rough with sculpture pierce the skies. 

And here the proud triumphal arches rise, 

Where the old Romans deathless acts display’d, 

Their base degenerate progeny upbraid : 

Whole rivers here forsake the fields below, 

And wondering at their height through airy channels flow. 
Still to new scenes my wandering Muse retires. 

And the dumb show of breathing rocks admires ; 

Where the smooth chisel all its force has shown. 

And soften’d into flesh the rugged stone. 

In solemn silence, a majestic band, 

Heroes, and Gods, and Roman consuls, stand. 

Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown, 

And emperors in Parian marble frown ; 

While the bright dames, to whom they humbly sued, 
Still show the charms that their proud hearts subduct. 
Fain would I Raphael's godlike art rehearse. 

And show th’ immortal labours in my verse. 

Where from the mingled strength of shade and light 
A new creation rises to my sight. 

Such heavenly figures from his pencil flow. 

So warm with life his blended colours glow. 

From theme to theme with secret pleasure tost. 

Amidst the soft variety I ’m lost : 

Here pleasing airs my ravish’d soul confound 
With circling notes and labyrinths of sound ; 

Here domes and temples rise in distant views. 

And opening palaces invite my Muse. 

How has kind Heaven adorn’d the happy land. 

And scatter’d blessings with a wasteful hand ] 

M 2 
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But wliat avail her unexhausted stores. 

Her blooming mountains, and her sunny shores, 

Witli all the gifts that heaven and earth impart, 

The smiles of nature, and the charms of art, 

While proud oppression in her valleys reigns, 

And tyranny usurps her happy plains ? 

The poor inhabitant beholds in vain 

The reddening orange and the swelling grain : 

Joyless he sees the growing oils and wines, 

And in the myrtle’s fragrant shade repines: 

Starves, in the midst of nature’s bounty curst, 

And in the loadcn vineyard dies for thij’st. 

Oh Liberty, thou goddess heavenly bright, 

Profuse of bliss, and pregnant with delight ! 

Eternal pleasures in thy presence reign, 

And smiling plenty leads thy wanton train ; 

Eased of her load subjection grows more light. 

And poverty looks cheerful in thy sight ; 

Thou mak’st the gloomy face of nature gay, 

Giv’st beauty to the sun, and pleasure to the day. 

From Letter from Itm 


PROLOGUE TO SMITH’S PH^DRA AND HIPPOLITUS. 

Long has a race of heroes fill’d the stage. 

That rant by note, and through the gamut rage; 

In songs and airs express their martial fire. 

Combat in trills, and in a fugue expire : 

While, lull’d by sound, and undisturb’d by wit, 

Calm and serene you indolently sit, 

And, from the dull fatigue of thinking free. 

Hear the facetious fiddle’s repartee : 

Our home-spun authors must forsalie the field. 

And Shakspeare to the soft Scarletti yield. 

To your new taste the poet of this day 
Was by a friend advised to form his play ; 

Had Valentini, musically coy, 

Shunn’d Phaedra’s arms, and scorn’d the proffer’d joy 
It had not moved your wonder to have seen 
An eunuch fly from an enamour’d queen : 

How would it please, should she in English speak , 
And could Hippolitus reply in Greek ! 

But he, a stranger to your modish way. 

By your old rules must stand or fall to-day, 

And hopes you will your foreign taste command, 

To bear, for once, with what you understand. 
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Thb date of this author’s birth is unknoim, but it was probably about 1671. 
He was educated at St. John’s College, Cambridge, and he publii^ed his Pas. 
torals, the work by which ho is chiefly known, about the commencement of the 
eighteenth century. His literary career seems to hare been in the midst of 
groat pecuniary difficulties, as he was reduced to translate Persian tales for 
Tonson the publisher, for a mere pittance. His chief merit as a poet consisted 
in his successful translation or adaptation of the works of others, of which his 
Distressed Mother, a play almost wholly rendered from the Andromaque of 
Racine, and bis English rerslons of the Odes of Sappho, are sufficient proofs. 
Having acquired by his writings a considerable literary reputation and eflbctlve 
patronage, the latter port of his life was spent in competence and comfort. He 
died in June, 1749. 


A RUSTIC RECESS. 

This place may seem for shepherds’ leisure made, 

So close these elms inweave their lofty shade ; 

The twining woodbine, how it climbs ! to breathe 
Refreshing sweets around on all benealli. 

The ground with grass of cheerful green bespread, 
Through which the springing flower uprears the head : 
Lo, here the kingcup of a golden hue, 

Medlied with daisies white and endive blue, 

And honeysuckles of a purple dye, 

Confusion gay ! bright paving to tlic eye. 

Hark, how they warble in that brambly bush, 

The gaudy goldfinch, and the speckly thrush ; 

The linnet green, with others framed for skill, 

And blackbird fluting through his yellow bill : 

In sprightly concert how they all combine, 

Us prompting in the various songs to join : 

Up, Argol, then, and to thy lip apply 

Thy mellow pipe, or voice, more sounding try : 

And since our ewes have grazed, what harm if they 
Lie round and listen while the lambkins play ? 

From the Fourth Pastorale 


THE HAPPY SWAIN. 

Have ye seen the morning sky, 
When the dawn prevails on high, 
When, anon, some purply ray 
Gives a sample of the day ; 

When, anon, the lark, on wing, 
Strives to soar, and strains to sing? 

Have ye seen th’ ethereal blue 
Gently shedding silvery dew, 
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Spangling o’er the silent green ; 
'While the nightingale, unseen, 

To the moon and stars, full bright, 
Lionesome chants the hymn of night ? 

Have ye seen the broider’d May 
All her scented bloom display, 
Breezes opening, every hour, 

This, and that, expecting flower. 
While the mingling birds prolong. 
From each bush, the vernal song ? 

Have ye seen the damask rose 
Her unsullied blush disclose; 

Or the lily’s dewy bell, 

In her glossy white, excel ; 

Or a garden varied o’er 
With a thousand glories more ? 

By the beauties these display. 
Morning, evening, night, or day ; 

By the pleasures these excite, 
Endless sources of delight : 

Judge, by them, the joys I find, 
Since my Hosalind was kind ; 

Since she did herself resign 
To my vows, for ever mine. 


BEAUTIES OF A WINTER MOKNINO. 

And yet but lately have I seen, ev'n here, 

The winter in a lovely dress aj^pear. 

Ere yet the clouds let fall the treasured snow. 

Or winds began through hazy skies to blow, 

At evening a keen eastern breeze arose. 

And the descending rain unsullied froze. 

Soon as the silent shades of night withdrew. 

The ruddy morn disclosed at once to view 
The face of Nature in a rich disguise. 

And brighten’d every object to my eyes : 

For every shrub, and every blade of grass. 

And every pointed thorn, seem’d wrought in glass ; 
In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns show, 

While through the ice the crimson berries glow. 

The thick-sprung reeds, which watery marshes yield. 
Seem’d polish’d lances in a hostile field. 

The stag, in limpid currents, with surprise. 

Secs crystal branches on his forehead rise : 
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The spreading oak, the beech, and towering pine. 
Glazed over, in the freezing ether shine : 

The frighted birds the rattling branches shun, 

Which wave and glitter in the distant sun. 

When if a sudden gust of wind arise. 

The brittle forest into atoms flies ; 

The crackling wood beneath the tempest bends, 

And in a spangled shower the prospect ends : 

Or, if a southern gale the region warm, 

And by degrees unbind the wintry chann. 

The traveller a miry country sees. 

And journeys sad beneath the dropping trees : 

Like some deluded peasant, Merlin leads 

Through fragrant bowers, and through delicious meads, 

While here enchanted gardens to him rise. 

And airy fabrics there attract his eyes : 

His wandering feet the magic paths pursue, 

And, while he thinks the fair illusion true. 

The trackless scenes disperse in fluid air. 

And woods, and wilds, and thorny ways, appear, 

A tedious road the weary wretch returns, 

And, as he goes, the transient vision mourns. 

Fr(nn an EpUtlc to the Earl iif Dorset 


From White’s and Will’s, 
To purling rills 
The love-sick Stri'phon flies ; 
There, full of woe, 

His numbers flow', 

And all in rhyme he dies. 

The fair coquet. 

With feign'd regret, 
Invites him back to town ; 

But, when in tears 
The youth appears. 

She meets him with a frown. 

Full oft the maid 
This prank had play’d, 
’Till angry Strephon swore ; 
And, what is strange, 
Thorigh loth to change 
Would never see her more. 
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Tins great imiiter of the whole melody and po#er of die Eaiilffii leUfuage In 
its application to poetry, waa bom in l^ndon, on the 9J4 Mayi 1688. Being 
from his infancy of a feeble frame and delicate conBUtufclon» His edoeation was 
chiefly domestic j and after his twelfth year, the aequifltions Which he made In 
learning were the result of his own undirected application. At a very early 
period, he manifested that love of poetry which could not be satisfied with. 
i>ut aliempts at composition ; and when only a schoolboy, ho constructed a play 
from Ogllby’s lUad, to be acted by his young class.fellows, the part of Ajax to bo 
performed by the bulky gardener of the establishment. At yiis season, also, he 
wrote several lampoons, and translated nearly a fourth part of Ovid's Metamor. 
phoses. Hie best known of his Juvenile pr^octions is, his Ode on Solitude, 
written before h|s was twelve years old, and which, besides being remarkable for 
ilio precocity ofsentlmentH exhibits, possesses a delicacy of language and harmony 
of versification, indicative of his foture excellence in these qualifications. At 
fourteen, he translated the first book of the Tbebais, and wrote his poem upon 
Silence, in Imitiation of that of Lord HocheAer upon Nothing. 

Having trained himself by these and similar exercises for the task of author- 
si. ip, and possessing a delicacy of physick] organization, that ripened his Intel- 
Icctual powers Into a quick maturity. Pope was able to appear before the public 
at a season when few poets have exhibited even the buds of promise. He wrote 
at the age of sbtteen his Pastorals, which soon took precedence of the Pastorals 
of Plulips. At the age of eighteen, he produced the Messiah, a poem founded 
upon Virgil's Pollio, but which is far superior to the model. The history of 
Pope, from this period, Is the btstory of his several distinguished productions, 
winch appeared at intervals, and placed him, without a rival, at the head of the 
poetical world. The chief, of these were, the Essay on Criticism, written in 1 709, 
and published in 1711 1 ThaBape of the Lock, writum in the lasUmentioned 
\ eur , The Temple of Fame, composed when he had attained the age of twenty- 
tiMi , and in 1713, the poem oi^* Windsor Forest, which Was suggested by Prior's 
NuUbrown Maid. These, and several minor pieces, although they bad hitherto 
established his poetical rcputatiuii, had added nothing to his fortune, and he 
resolved therefore to attempt some literary task, by winch his circumstances 
might be improved Ho aci'ordingly commenced, at the ago of twenty-five, a 
translation of the Iliad of Homer, to be published by subscription Tills labour 
lie accomplished in five yi'nrs.and the profits of the work wero such u.s to gratify 
hiN utniONi expectations Such a favourable result encouraged him, in like man- 
ner, to attempt the Odyssey, which he finished with the aid of Broome and Fen- 
ton, reserving twelve books for his own share, and entrusting the other twelve to 
bis assoemtes. 

Tlie applause wliich Pope had procured by his writings, could scarcely escape 
the attacks of the envious ^ and a host of small critics. Individually insignificant, 
but troublesome from their numbers, had never ceased to annoy him. It was 
now full time to retaliate, and, in I72H, he published The Dunciad, a work which 
fell among his opponents like an exterminating thunderbolt. The kingdom of 
ilie Dunces was shaken to its centre, and the whole tribe writhed in anguish, or 
howled in dismay. It must bo acknowleged, however, that while Pope had the 
power to retaliate, he did not iu every case use the " giant's strength" witll 
proper discrimination On tliis account, the chastisement of some was greatly 
beyond their demerits ; and in soveral cases. Individuals were branded os dunces, 
who were fur from meriting such an odious distinction. Of these. It Is only 
enough to mention the talented De Foe. 

In 1733, and the following year. Pope published the three Epistles of the 
Essay on Man, a work that startled the reflective public, in coTisequence of the 
sceptical tendencies it was alleged to possess, and which formed a ground of 
keen theological controversy between the friends and opponents of the poet. 
After this period, he continued to compose incidental pieces, or translate from 
the ancients, and had planned an Epic poem upon the history of Brutus, tlie 
Trojan, when the growing infirmities of his naturally feeble constitution an- 
oounced that his death was approaching Il<> expired on the 30th of May, 174 A 
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MESSIAH: A SACRED ECLOGUE. IN IMITATION OF 
VIRGIL'S POLLIO. 

Ye nymphs of Solyma ! begin the song ; 

To heavenly themes sublimer strains belong. 

The mossy fountains and the sylvan shades. 

The dreams of Pindus and th’ Aonian maids. 
Delight no more— O Thou my voice inspire, 

Who touch’d Isaiah’s hallow’d lips with fire ! 

Rapt into future times, the Bard begun : 

A Virgin shall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son ! 
From Jesse’s root behold a branch arise. 

Whose sacred flower with fragrance fills the skies : 
Th* ethereal spirit o’er its leaves shall move. 

And on its top descends the mystic Dove. 

Ye Heavens ! from high the dewy nectar pour. 
And in soft silence shed the kindly shower I 
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Tlic sick and weak the healing plant shall aid, 
From storms a shelter, and from heat a shade. 

All crimes shall cease, and ancient frauds shall fail ; 
Keturning Justice lift aloft her scale ; 

Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 

And white-robed Innocence from Heaven descend. 
Swift fly the years, and rise th* expected morn ! 

Oh spring to light, auspicious Babe, be born ! 

See, Nature hastes her earliest wreaths to bring, 
With all the incense of the breathing spring : 

Sec lofty Lebanon his head advance. 

See nodding forests on the mountainB dance : 

Sec spicy clouds from lowly Saron rise, 

And Carmers flowery top perfumes the skies ! 

Hark ! a glad voice the lonely desert cheers ; 
Prepare the way ! a God, a God appears ! 

A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply, 

The rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 

T^o, earth receives him from the bending skies ! 
Sink down, ye mountains ; and ye valleys, rise ; 
With heads declined, ye cedars, homage x»ay ; 

Be smooth, ye iobks ; ye rapid floods, give way ! 
The Saviour comes ! by ancient bards foretold : 
Hear him, ye deaf ; and all yc blind, behold ! 

He from thick films shall purge the visual ray. 

And on the sightless eye-ball pour the day : 

’Tis he th’ obstructed paths of sound shall deal-, 
And bid new music charm th’ unfolding ear : 

The dumb shall sing, the lame his crutch forego. 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 

No sigh, no murmur, the wide world shall hear, 
From every face he wipes ofi* every tear. 

In adamantine chains shall Death be bound, 

And Heirs grim tyrant feel th’ eternal wound. 

As the good shepherd tends his fleecy care, 

Seeks freshest pasture, and the purest air ; 
Explores the lost, the wandering sheep directs, 

By day o’ersees them, and by night protects ; 

The tender lambs he raises in liis arms, 

Feeds from his hand, and in his bosom warms ; 
Thus shall mankind his guardian care engage, 

The promised father of t£e future age. 

No more shall nation against nation rise, 

Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes. 

Nor fields with gleaming steel be cover’d o’er. 

The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ; 

But useless lances into scythes shall bend, 
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And the broad falchion in a ploiiErhshare end. 

Then palaces shall rise ; the joyfbl son 
Shall finish what his short-lived sire begun ; 

Their vines a shadow to their race shall yield, 

And the same hand that sow^d, shall reap the field. 
The swain in barren deserts with surprise 
Sees lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise ; 

And starts, amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murmuring in his ear. 

On rifted rocks, the dragon’s late abodes. 

The green reed trembles, and the bulrush nods. 
Waste sandy valleys, once perplex’d with thorn. 

The spiry fir and shapely box adorn : 

To leafless shrubs the flowery palms succeed, 

And odorous myrtle to the noisome weed. 

I’lie lambs with wolves shall graze the verdant mead, 
And boys in flowery bands the tiger lead : 

The steer and lion at one crib shall meet, 

And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim’s feet. 

The smiling infant in his hand shall take 
The crested basilisk and speckled snake, 

Pleased, the green lustre of the scales survey, 

And with their forky tongue shall innocently play. 
Hise, crown’d with light, imperial Salem, rise ! 

Exalt thy towery head, and lift thy eyes ; 

See a long race thy spacious courts adorn ; 

See future sons, and daughters yet unborn, 

In crowding ranks on every side arise. 

Demanding life, impatient for the skies ! 

See barbarous nations at thy gates attend. 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend ; 

Sec thy bright altars throng’d wdth prostrate kings, 
And heap’d with products of Sabsean springs ! 

For thee Idume’s spicy forests blow, 

And seeds of gold in Ophir’s mountains glow. 

See heaven its sparkling portals wide display, 

And break upon thee in a flood of day ? 

No more the rising Sun shall gild the morn, 

Nor evening Cynthia fill her silver horn ; 

But lost, dissolved in thy superior rays. 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 
O’erflow thy courts : the Light himself shall shine 
Reveal’d, and God’s eternal day be thine ! 

The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay, 
Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away ; 

But fix’d his word, his saving power remains j 
Thy realm for ever lasts, thy own Messiah reigns ! 
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CANDIDATES FOR FAME 

First at the shrine the learned world appear, 

And to the goddess thus prefer their prayer : — 

Long have we sought t’ instruct and please mankiu'l. 
With studies pale, with midnight vigils blind ; 

But thank’d by few, rewarded yet by none, 

We here appeal to thy superior throne : 

On wit and learning the just prize bestow, 

For fame is all we must expect below. 

The goddess heard, and bade the Muses raise 
The golden trumpet of eternal praise : 

From pole to pole the winds diffuse the sound, 

That fills the circuit of the world around ; 

Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud ; 

The notes at first were rather sweet than loud • 

By just degrees they every moment rise, 

Fill the wide earth, and gain upon the skies. 

At every breath were balmy odours shed. 

Which still grew sweeter, as they wider spread ; 
Less fragrant scents th’ unfolding rose exhales. 

Or spices breathing in Arabian gales. 

Next these, the good and just, an awful trail.'. 
Thus on their knees address the sacred fane : — 

Since living virtue is with envy cursed, 

And the best men are treated like the worst, 

Do thou, just Goddess, call our merits fortli. 

And give each deed th' exact intrinsic worth. 

Not with bare justice shall your act be crown’d 
(Said Fame), but high above desert renown'd : 

Let fuller notes th’ applauding world amaze, 

And the loud clarion labour in your praise. 

This band dismiss’d, behold another ••rowd 
Preferr’d the same request, and lowly bow’d ; 

The constant tenour of whose well-spent days 
No less deserved a just return of praise. 

But straight the direful Trump of Slander sounds ; 
Through the big dome the doubling thunder bounds ; 
Loud as the burst of cannon rends the skies. 

The dire report through every region flies; 

In every ear incessant rumours rung, 

And gathering scandals grew on every tongue. 

From the black trumpet’s rusty concave broke 
Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling smoke : 
The poisonous vapour blots the purple skies, 

And withers all before it as it flies. 
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A troop came next, who crowns and armour wore, 
And proud defiance in their looks they bore : — 

For thee (they cried) amidet alarms and strife. 

We sail'd in tempests down the stream of life ; 

For thee whole nations fill’d with flames and hloixl. 
And swam to empire through the purple flood. 

Those ills we dared, thy inspiration own ; 

What virtue seem’d, was done for thee alone. 
Ambitious fools ! (the Queen replied, and frown’d) 

Be all your acts in dark oblivion drown'd ; 

There sleep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone, 

Your statues moulder’d, and your names unknown ! 

A sudden cloud straiglit snatch'd them from iny sight, 
And each majestic phantom sunk in night. 

Then came the smallest tribe I yet had seen ; 

Plain was their dress, and modest was their mien : — 
Great idol of mankind ! we neither claim 
The praise of merit, nor aspire? to fame ! 

But, safe in deserts from th’ applause of men, 

Would die unheard of, as we lived unseen. 

’Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from sight 
Those acts of goodness which themselves requite. 

O let us still the secret joy partake. 

To follow virtue ev’n for virtue’s sake. 

And live there men, who slight immortal fame ? 
Who then with incense shall adore our name ? 

But, mortals ! know, ’tis still our greatest pride, 

To blaze those virtues which the good would hide. 
Rise ! Muses, rise ! add all your tuneful breath ; 
These must not sleep in darkness and in death. 

She said : in air the trembling music floats. 

And on the winds triumphant swell the notes ; 

So soft, though high, so loud, and yet so elc?ar, 

Ev’n listening angels lean from heaven to hear : 

To farthest shores th’ ambrosial spirit flies. 

Sweet to the world, and grateful to the skies. 

/Vom 7%r Temple qf Fame. 


A FRAOMENT 

What are the falling rills, the pendant shades, 
The morning bowers, the evening colonnades, 
But soft recesses for th’ uneasy mind 
To sigh unheard in, to the passing wind ! 
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So the struck deer, in some sequester'd part, 
Lies down to die (the arrow in his heart) ; 
'l''here hid in shades, and wasting* day by day. 
Inly he bleeds, and pants his soul away. 


mittital dkpendance of ai.t. upon each other- 

Look round our world ; behold the chain of Love 
Combining all below, and all above. 

S('o plastic Nature working to this end, 

The single atoms each to other tend, 

Attract, attracted to, the next in place 
Form’d and impell’d its neighbour to embrace. 

See matter next with various life endued, 

Press to one centre still, the General Good. 

See dying vegel aides life sustain, 

See life dissolving vegetate again : 

All forms that perish other forms supply 
(I3y turns wc cat<*h the vital breath, and die). 

Like bubbles on the sea of Matter borne. 

They rise, tbey break, and to tliat sea return. 
Nothing is foreign ; parts relate to wliole ; 

One all-extending, all-preserving Soul 
Connects each being, greatest with tlje least; 

Alade Least in aid of IVlan, and Man of Least ; 

All served, all serving: nothing stands alone; 

The chain holds on, and where it ends, unknown. 

Has God, thou fool ! w'^ork’d solely for thy good. 
Thy joy, thy pastime, thy attire, thy food ? 

AVho for thy tabhi feeds the wanton fawn, 

For him as kindly spread the flowery lawn : 

Is it for thee the lark aseends and sings? 

Joy tunes his voice, joy elevates his wings. 

Is it for thee the linnet pours his throat ? 

Loves of his own and raptures swell the note- 
The bounding steed you pompously bestride, 

Shares with his lord the pleasure and the pride. 

Is thine alone the seed that strews the plain? 

The birds of heaven shall vindicate their grain. 
Thine the full harvest of the golden year ? 

Part pays, and justly, the dest'rving steer : 

Tlie hog, that ploughs not, nor obeys thy call, 

Ijives on the labours of this lord of all. 
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Know, Nature’s children all divide her care ; 

The fur that warms a monarch, warm’d a bear. 

While man exclaims, “ See all tilings my use !” 

“ See man for mine !’* replies a jiamper d goo^c' : 

And just as short of reason he must fall, 

Who thinks all made for one, not one for all. 

I lom nn Man J jnsth / / 


STRENGTH OF THE RULING PASSION IN in A I H 

In this one passion man can strength enjoy, 

As fits give vigour, just when they destroy. 

Time, that on all things lays his lenient hand. 

Yet tames not this ; it sticks to our last sand. 
(>onsistcnt in our follies aud our sins. 

Here honest Nature ends as she begins. 

Old politicians chew on wisdom past, 

And totter on in business to the Inst ; 

As weak, as earnest, atid as gravel} out, 

As sober Lanesborough daiu*ing in the gout. 

A salmon’s belly, Holliio, w as thy fate ; 

The doctor call’d, declares all help too late 
“ Mercy I” cries Helluo, “ mercy on my soul ! 

Is there no hope^ — Alas ! — then bring the jowl.” 

The frugal crone, whom praying priestt attend, 

Still strives to save tlie hallow’d taper's cnil. 

Collects her breath, as ebbing life retires, 

For one puflT more, and in that puflT expires. 

“ Odious ! in woollen ! ’twould a saint provoke 
(Wore tlie last words that poor Narcissa spoke) ; 

No, let a charming Chintz, and Brussels lacc. 

Wrap my cold limbs, and shade my lifeless face : 

One would not, sure, be frightful wdien one ’s dt ad — 
And — Betty — give this cheek a little red.” 

The Courtier smooth, who forty years had shined 
An humble servant to all human kind, 

Just brought out this, when scarce his tongue could stir 
“ If — where I ’m going — I could serve you, Sir 
“ I give and I devise (old Euclio said. 

And sigh’d) my lands and tenements to Ned.” 

Your monej'”, Sir?— “ My money. Sir ! what all? 

Why, — if I must — (then wept) 1 give it Paul.” 

The manor, Sir ?— “ The manor ! hold,” he cried : 

“ Not that, — I cannot part with that” — and died. 
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And you ! brave Cobham, to the latest breath, 

Shall feel your ruling passion strong in death : 

Such in those moments as in all the past, 

“ Oh, save my country. Heaven !” shall be your last. 

From Moral Essay$ : Epistic 1. 


TI MON’S VILLA 

At Timon’s Villa let us pass a day. 

Where all cry out, “ Wliat sums arc thrown away!" 

So proud, so grand ; of that stupendous air, 

Soft and Agreeable come never there. 

Greatness, with Timon, dwells in such a draught 
As brings all Brobdignag before your thought. 

To compass this, his Building is a Town, 

His pond an Ocean, his parterre a Down : 

Who but must laugh, the Master when he sees, 

A puny insect, shivering at a breeze ! 

Lo, what huge heaps of littlenese around ! 

The whole, a labour’d Quarry above ground. 

Two Cupids squirt before : a Lake behind 
Improves the keenness of the Northern wind. 

His Gardens next your admiration call ; 

On every side you look, behold the Wall ! 

No pleasing Intricacies intervene, 

No artful Wildness lo perplex the scene ; 

Grove nods at grove, each Alley has a brother. 

And half the platform just reflects tlic other. 

The suflering eye inverted Nature sees, 

Trees cut to Statues, Statues thick as trees ! 

With here a Fountain, never to be play’d ; 

And there a Summer-house that knows no shade ; 

Here Amphitrite sails through myrtle bowers ; 

There Gladiators fight, or die in flowers ; 

Unwater’d, see the drooping sea-horse mourn, 

And swallows roost in Nilus’ dusty Urn. 

My Lord advances with majestic mien, 

Smit with the mighty pleasure to be seen : 

But soft — by regular approach— not yet — 

First through the length of yon hot Terrace sweat ; 

And when up ten steep slopes you’ve dragg’d your thighs, 
Just at his Study door he ’ll bless your eyes. 

His Study ! with what Authors is it stored ? 

In Books, not Authors, curious is my Lord ; 
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To all their dated backs he turns you round ; 

These Aldus printed, those Du Sueil has bound. 

Do, some are Vellum, and the rest as good 
For all his Lordship knows, but they are Wood. 

For Locke or Milton, ’tis in vain to look, 

These shelves admit not any modern book. 

And now the diapers silver bell you hear, 

That summons you to all the Pride of Prayer : 

Light quirks of Music, broken and uneven, 

Make the soul dance upon a jig to Heaven. 

On painted ceilings you devoutly stare, 

Where sprawl the Saints of Verrio or Laguerre, 

Or gilded clouds in fair expansion lie, 

And bring all Paradise before your eye. 

To rest, the Cushion and soft Dean invite. 

Who never mentions Hell to oars polite. 

But hark ! the chiming Clocks to dinner call ; 

A hundred footsteps scrape the marble Hall : 

The rich Beaufet well-colour*d Serpents grace, 

And gaping Tritons spew to wash your face. 

Is this a dinner? this a genial room? 

No, *tis a Temple, and a Hecatomb. 

A solemn Sacrifice perform'd in state, 

You drink by measure, and to mhiutes cat. 

So quick retires each flying course, you'd swear 
Sancho’s dread Doctor and his Wand were there. 
Between each Act the trembling salvers ring. 

From soup to sweet wine, and God bless the King. 

In plenty starving, tantalized in state, 

And complaisantly help’d to all I hate ; 

Tniated, caress’d, and tired, I take my leave, 

Sick of his civil pride from morn to eve ; 

I curse such lavish cost, and little skill. 

And swear no day was ever past so ill. 

From Moral Essays . Epistle IV. 


THE LITERARY PATRON. 

Proud as Apollo on his forked hill, 

Sate full-blown Bufo, puflTd by every quill ; 
Fed with soft Dedication all day long, 
Horace and he went hand and hand in song. 
His Library (where busts of Poets dead 
And a true Pindar stood without a head) 
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Received of wits an undiatinguish'd race. 

Who first his judgment ask'd, and then a place ; 

Much they extoll'd his pictures, much his seat. 

And flatter’d every day, and some days eat ; 

Till, grown more frug^ in his riper days. 

He paid some bards with port, and some with praise : 
To some a dry rehearsal was assign'd, 

And others (harder still) he paid in kind. 

Dryden alone (what wonder i) came not nigh, 

Dryden alone escaped his judging eye : 

But still the Great have kindness in reserve — 

He help'd to bury whom he help’d to starve. 

From Prologue to the Sattre*. 


ON A CERTAIN l.ADY AT COURT. 

I know the thing that 's most uncommon ; 

(Envy be silent, and attend !) 

I know a reasonable Woman, 

Handsome and witty, yet a Friend : 

Not warp’d by Passion, awed by Rumour ; 

Not grave through Pride, nor gay through Folly ; 
An equal mixture of Good Humour, 

And sensible soft Melancholy. 

“ Has she no faults then (Envy says). Sir?” 

Yes, she has one, 1 must aver : 

When all the world conspires l,o praise her. 

The woman’s deaf, and does not hoar. 


MUTUAL FLATTERY. 

The Temple late two brother Sergeants saw, 

Who deem’d each other Oracles of I^aw ; 

With equal talents, these congenial souls, 

One lull’d th’ Exchequer, and one stunn’d the Rolls ; 
Each had a gravity would make you split, 

And shook his head at Murray, as a Wit. 

'Twas, “ Sir, your law " — and “ Sir, your eloquence,” 

“ Yours, Cowper’s manner” — and “ Yours, Talbot's sense.’ 

Thus we dispose of all poetic merit. 

Yours Milton’s genius, and mine Homer’s spirit. 
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Call Tibbald Shakspeare, and he '11 swear the Nine, 
Dear Cibber ! never match'd one Ode of thine. 

Lord ! how we strut through Merlin's Cave, to see 
No Poets there, but Stephen, ^ou, and me. 

Walk with respect behind, while we at ease 
Weave laurel Crowns, and take what names we please. 

My dear Tibullus ! if that will not do, 

Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you : 

Or, I 'm content, allow me Dryden's strains. 

And you shall rise up Otway for your iMuns." 

From Imitaiumt ttf' Horace, 


BELINDA’S VISION 

Sol through white curtains shot a timorous ray, 

And oped those eyes that must eclipse the da^ : 

Now lap-dogs give themselves the rousing shake, 

And sleepless lovers, just at twelve, awake : 

Thrice rung the bell, the slipper knock’d the ground, 
And the press’d watch return'd a silver sound. 
Belinda still her downy pillow prest. 

Her guardian Sylph prolong’d the balmy resi : 

’Twas he had summon’d to her silent bed 
The morning dream that hover’d o’er her head. 

A’ youth more glittering than a birth-night beau 
(Tl. Bit ev'n in slumber caused her cheek to glow) 
Seem’d to her ear his winning lips to lay. 

And thus in whispeis said, or seem'd to say : 

Fairest of mortals, thou distinguish'd care 
Of thousand bright Inhabitants of Air ! 

If e’er one Vision touch Ihy infant thought, 

Of all the Nurse and all the Priest have taught ; 

Of airy Elves by moonlight shadows seen. 

The silver token, and the circled green. 

Or virgins visited by Angel Powers, 

With golden crowns and wreaths of heavenly flowers ; 
Hear, and believe ! thy own importance know, 

Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 

Some secret truths, from learned pride conceal'd, 

To Maids alone and Children are reveal’d : 

W^hat though no credit doubting Wits may give y 
The Fair and Innocent shall still believe. 

Knew then, unnumber’d Spirits round thee tly, 

The light Militia of the lower sky : 



226 


POPE. 


These, though unseen, are ever on the 'wing. 

Hang o’er the Box, and hover round the Ring. 

Think -what an equipage thou hast in air. 

And view with scorn two Pages and a Chair. 

As now your own, our beings were of old, 

And once enclosed in 'Woman’s beauteous mould ; 
Thence, by a soft transition, we repair 
From earthly vehicles to these of air. 

Think not, when Woman’s transient breath is fled. 
That all her vanities at once arc dead ; 

Succeeding vanities she still regards, 

And though she plays no more, o’erlooks the cards. 
Her joy in gilded Chariots, when alive. 

And love of Ombre, after death survive. 

For when the Fair in all their pride expire. 

To their first Elements their souls retire : 

The sprites of fiery Termagants in Flame 
Mount up, and take a Salamander's name. 

Soft yielding minds to W'ater glide away. 

And sip, with Nymphs, their elemental tea. 

The graver Prude sinks downward to a Gnome, 

In search of mischief still on Earth to roam. 

The light Coquettes in Sylphs aloft repair. 

And sport and flutter in the fields of Air. 

I' ton/ The Kn/n oj the Lock. 
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This author would pet haps havenerer descended to posterity, but for his con- 
nexion wiUi Pope. He was bom in Cheshire, but the year and place of his 
birth are unknown. He was educated first at Eton school, and afterwards at St. 
John’s College, and at an early period erinced such a fondness for Terslfii'atlon, 
that he was commonly termed by hla companions, ' the poet.* His first public 
appearance in authorship was in connexion with Osell and Oldisworth, with 
whom he published a prose translation of the Iliad, a work which was soon 
thrown into the shade by the more popular rerslon of Pope. The latter great 
poet, however, was soon conscious of the merits of Broome, whom he invited. In 
conjunctitm with Fenton, to aid him in the translation of the Odyssey ; and 
Broome's share of the labour was the second, sixth, eighth, eleventh, twelfth, 
sixteenth, and twenty-third books, besides all the notes, for which he received 
the inadequate remuneration of five hundred pounds, and as many copies of the 
work for presentation as amounted to one hundred more. 

The latter part of the life of Broome was passed in comfortable circumstances, 
as ho married a wealthy widow, and held two church livings in Suffolk. In 172H, 
he was made Doctor of Laws, on the occasion of the king’s visit to Cambridge. 
Ho died at Bath, on the IGth of November, 1746. Broome excelled in the com- 
mand of appropriate language, rather than fertility of imagination, and therefore 
he was more successful as a translator than a poet. 


POVERTY AND POETRY. 

’Twas sung of old how one Amphion 
Could by his verses tame a lion. 

And, by his strange enchanting tunes, 

Make bears or wolves dance rigadooiis : 

His songs could call the timber down, 

And form it into house or town ; 

But it is plain that in these times 
No house is raised by poets* rhymes; 

They for themselves can only rear 
A few wild castles in the air ; 

Poor are the brethren of the bays, 

Down from high strains, to ekes and ayes. 
The Muses too are virgins yet. 

And may be — till they portions get- 

Yet still the doating rhymer dreams. 

And sings of Helicon’s bright streams ; 

But HeUcon, for all his clatter. 

Yields only uninspiring water ; 

Yet ev’n athirst he sweetly sings 
Of Nectar, and Elysian springs. 

What dire malignant planet sheds. 

Ye baida^ his influence on your heads ? 
Lawyers, by, endleBs controversies, 

Consume unthuJung clients’ purses, 

As Fharaotlli’s Itine, which strange and odd is, 
devour’d thn plump and w^«md bodies. 
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The grave physician, who by physic, 
Like death, dispatches him that is sick. 
Pursues a sure and thriving trade ; 
Though patients die, the doctor ’s paid : 
Licensed to kill, he gains a palace, 

For what another mounts the gallows. 

In shady groves the Muses stray. 

And love in flowery meads to play ; 

An idle crew ! whose only trade is 
To shine in trifles, like our ladies ; 

In dressing, dancing, toying, singing, 
'While wiser Pallas thrives by spinning : 
Thus they gain nothing to bequeath 
Their votaries, but a laurel wreatli. 

But love rewards the bard ! the fair 
Attend his song, and ease his care ; 

Alas ! foud youth, your plea you urge ill 
Without a jointure, though a Virgil : 
Could you like Pheebus sing, in vain 
You nobly swell the lofty strain ; 

Coy Daphne flies, and you will find as 
Hard hearts as hers in your Belindas. 

But then some say you purchase fame, 
And gain that envied prize — a name ; 
Great recompence ! like his who sells 
A diamond, for beads and bells. 

'Will fame be thought sufficient bail 
To keep the poet from the jail ? 

Thus the brave soldier, in tlie wars. 
Gets empty praise, and aching scars ; 

Is paid with fame and wooden legs ; 

And, starved, the glorious vagrant begs. 


THE t:OC2UETTE 


Sillia, with uncontested sway. 

Like Rome’s famed tyrant reigns ; 
Beholds adoring crowds obey. 

And heroes proud to wear her chains : 
Yet stoops, like him, ta eve^ prize. 
Busy to murder beaux and flies. 
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She aims at every trifling heart, 

Attends each flatterer’s vows ; 

And, like a picture drawn with art, 

A look on all that gaze bestows. 

O ! may the power who lovers rules. 

Grant rather scorn, than hope with fools ! 

Mistaken nymph! the crowds that gaze 
Adore thee into shame ; 

Unguarded beauty is disgrace, 

And coxcombs, when they praise, defame. 
G ! fly such brutes in human shapes. 

Nor, like th’ .Egyptians, worship apes. 


ON DEATH 

Abash'd, ashamed, I ci’y. Eternal Power, 

1 yield ! I wait resign’d th’ appointed hour ! 

Man, foolish man, no more thy soul deceive ! 

To die, is but the surest way to live : 

When age we ask, wc ask it in our wrong, 

And pray our time of suffering may be long ; 

The nauseous draught, and dregs of life to drain, 
And feel infirmity, and length of pain ! 

What art thou, life, that we should court thy stay ^ 
A breath, one single gasp must puff away ! 

A short-lived flower, that with the day must fade ! 
A fleeting vapour, and an empty shade ! 

A stream, that silently but swiftly glides 
To meet eternity’s immeasured tides! 

A being, lost alike by pain or joy ! 

A fly can kill it, or a worm destroy ! 

Impair’d by labour, and by ease undone. 
Commenced in tears, and ended in a groan ! 

Ev’n while I write, the transient now is past, 

And death more near, this sentence than the last ! 
As some weak isthmus seas from seas divides. 

Beat by rude waves,, and sapp’d by rushing tides. 
Torn from its base, no more their fury bears. 

At once they close, at once it disappears : 

Such, such is life ! the mark of misery placed 
Between two worlds, the future and the past; 

To time, to sickness, and to death, a prey, 

It sinks, the frail possession of a day 1 
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THs teknted and popular anchor of Night Thoughta war bom at Upham.netir 
Wlnchaatar, In June,1681 1 andwaa UioMin of Edward Young, rector of Upham. 
and aftorwardt Dean of flarum. Ho wa> fine oducatod at Wlacheater School, 
where he iwnalned tin the age of eighteen, after which he became a student of 
Coipui Chrlstl College. In 1708,he was nominated to a Fellowship in AlUSouls, 
and In 171S, he took his <togree of Doctor of Laws. Little It known of the early 
history and studies of the future poet, except the following anecdote, which 
shows chat his mind had not been allowed to lie idle. Tindal, the atheistic writer, 
who used to spend much of his time at All-Souls, was In the habit of debating 
With the young students, and perplexing thorn with difficulties on the subject of 
theology; but upon Young he could make no Impression. ** The other buys,” 
said the sceptical sophist, **1 can always answer, because 1 know whence they 
have their arguments, which I have read a hundred times; but that fellow 
Young is continually postering me witli something of his own.” 

When Young had discovered the strength of his poetical powers, he was fired 
by the example of Addison, who, upon the strength of The CampalRn, had risen 
to promotion and wealth. He therefore commenced with political eulogies, and 
atterwards dedicated his i>oem on llie Last Day to the Queen ; but the death 
of her Majesty disappointed whatever expectations he might have formed in tliat 
quarter. Previous to the royal demise, he also published The Force of Ucli- 
gion, or Vanquished Love, a poem founded on the execution of Lady Jane Grey, 
and her husband. Lord Guildford Dudley. On the accession of George I,, 
Young addressed the new sovereign in strains as laudatory as those ho had used 
towards Queen Anno, but he still remained unplaced and unpcnsioncfi A 
patron indeed he obtained, but this was no other than the meteoric Duke of 
Wharton, whose patronage was more likely to bliglit than enliven. Young tlien 
turned his attention to dramatic writing, and produced Buslris, which was acted 
at Drury Lone In 1719; and The Revenge, which was acted In 1731. During the 
Interval he wrote a Lament on the death of Addison, a Paraphrase on pkrt of 
the Book of Job, and his Hatlres, which were puldlshed under the title of The 
Universal Passion. By this last production he realised more than a,00()/. 

Young did not enter into holy orders until 17’iB, and in 1730 he was presented 
to the rectory of Welwyn, in Hertfordshire. Of bis preparation for the pas- 
toral office, an anecdote is told of Young, which places his unsuspecting slmplU 
city in a ludicrous point of view. Instead of consulting with the heads of the 
church 08 to the authors which he ought to study, he applied to Pope, who 
mlschievouBly advised him to study the writings of Thomas Aquinas. Young 
withdrew, and disappeared for half a year, to the great alarm of Pop^who 
found his friend in un obscure dwelling in the suburbs, entangled in the meta- 
physics of the middle ages, from which he was rescued with some difficulty. 

After he had aosumed the clerical office. Young continued to write lioth in 
prose and verse, upon subjects connected with religion, morals, and politics. 
But the time arrived when he happily resolved to abandon the beaten track 
which be had already trodden too long, and attempt some new and better patli. 
In this spirit, he commenced the Night Thoughts, a poem which no other writer 
that we know of could have produced. The prevailing tone of the work is that 
of a deep and solemn sadness; and that it might not be reckoned a mere poetical 
sadness, he declares, In his preface to The Complaint, that ” the occasion of the 
poem was real, not fictitious ; and that the facts mentioned did naturally pour 
these moral reflections on the thoughts of the writer.” The death of his beloved 
danghter Narclssa, also, and the mournful circumstances connected with her 
funeral, were events too well known to be attributed to mere fiction. 

Although the poet was more Uian sixty when be produced this, the longest 
and best of his works, the activity of his mind was not exhausted by the efibrt; 
■o that, in 1745, he wrote Reflections on the Public Situation of the Kingdom, 
A poem addressed to the Duke of Newcastle; and in 1754 he published his 
prose work, entitled. The Centaur not Fabulous. Several small pieces followed, 
and his last poem. Resignation, was written when be was more than eighty. He 
died in April, 1766, fbll of years, but retaining his faculties to the last 
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IMdIlIONOI IAI)YJANK<.M\ 

While yet the blow’b first dreadful weight she feels, 
And with its force her resolution reels. 

Large doors unfolding, with a mouiuful sound, 

To view discover, weltering on the ground, 

Three headless trunks, of those vaIioso arms iiiaintainM, 
And in her wars immortal glory gain’d ; 

The lifted axe assuied her ready doom, 

And silent mourners sadden’d all the room. 

Shall I proceed, or here break off my tale. 

Nor truths, to stagger human faith, reveal? 

She met this utmost malice of her fate 
With Christian dignity, and pious state ; 

The beating storm's propitious rage she blest, 

And all the martyr triumph’d in her brea'^t : 
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Her lord and father, for a moment’s space, 

She strictly folded in her soft embrace ! 

Then thus she spoke, while angels heard on high. 

And sudden gladness smiled along the sky : 

“ Your over-fondness has not moved my hate ; 

I am well pleased you make my deatli so great ; 

I joy I cannot save you ; and have given 
Two lives, much deai-er than my own, to hca^eIJ, 

If so the Queen decrees: — But I have cauKe 
To hope my blood will satisfy the laws, 

And there is mercy still, for you, in store : 

With me the bitterness of death is o'er: 

He shot his sting in that farewell embrace ; 

And all that is to come is joy and peace. 

Then let mistaken sorrow be supprest. 

Nor seem to envy my approaching rest.” 

Then, turning to the ministers of fate. 

She, smiling, says, “ My victory ’s complete : 

And tell your Queen, I thank her for the blow, 

And grieve my gratitude I cannot show: 

A poor return I leave in England's crown, 

For everlasting pleasure, and renown : 

Her guilt alone allays this happy hour ; 

Her guilt— the oidy vengeance in her power.’’ 

Not Rome untouch’d with sorrow heard her fate. 
And fierce Maria pitied her too late. 

From The Force (if /•'('/( ffif 


ANTICIPATION OP THE LAST 1>AY. 

Ah mournful turn ! the blissfid earth, uho late 
At leisure on her axle roll'd in state ; 

While thousand golden planets knew no rest. 
Still onward in their circling journey prest ; 

A grateful change of seasons some to bring, 

And sweet vicissitude of fall and spring : 

Some through vast oceans to conduct Ihc keel. 
And some those watery worlds to sink, oi swell : 
Around her some their splendours tc» display, 

And gild her globe with tributary day : 

This world so great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heaven’s darling child, and favourite of her (iod. 
Now looks an exile from her Father’s care. 
Deliver’d o’er to darkness and despair. 

No sun in radiant glory shines on high : 

No light, but from the terrors of the sky ; 
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FaU*n are her mountains, her famed rivers lost, 

And all into a second chaos tost : 

One universal ruin spreads abroad ; 

Nothing is safe beneath the throne of God. 

Such, earth ! thy fate : what then canst thou afford 
To comfort and support thy guilty lord ? 

Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon. 

How must he bend his sours ambition down? 
Prostrate, the reptile own, and disavow 
His boasted stature, and assuming brow ? 

Claim kindred with the clay, and curse his form, 

That speaks distinction from his sister worm ? 

What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ! 
Lord, why dost thou forsake whom thou hast made? 
Who can sustain thy anger ? Who can stand 
Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand ? 

It flies the reach of thought ; oh save me, Power 
Of powers supreme, in that tremendous hour ! 

Thou who beneath the frown of fete hast stood. 

And in thy dreadful agony sweat blood ; 

Thou, who for me, through every throbbing vein, 

Hast felt the keenest edge of mortal pain ; 

Whom death led captive through the realms below, 
And taught those horrid mysteries of woe ; 

Defend me, O my God ! Oh save me. Power 
Of powers supreme, in that tremendous hour ! 

From The La$t Uay. 


PRIDE. 

Some go to church, proud humbly to repent. 
And come back much more guilty tiian they went : 
One way they look, another way they steer, 

Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear ; 
And when their sins they set sincerely down. 
They’ll find that their religion has been one. 

Others with wishful eyes on glory look. 

When they have got their picture towards a book, 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy sign. 

Meant to betray dull sots to wretched wine. 

If at his title T— had dropp’d his quill, 
T— might have pass’d for a great genius still. 
But T— — alas ! ^excuse him, if you can) 

Is now a scribbler, who was once a man. 

Imperious, some a classic fame demand. 

For heaping up, with a laborious hand. 
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A waggon load of meanings for one word. 

While A 's deposed, and B with pomp restored. 

Some, for renown, on scraps of learning doat. 

And think they grow immortal as they quote. 

To patchwork learn’d quotations are ^lied ; 

Both strive to make our poverty our pride. 

On glass how witty is a noble peer ! 

Did ever diamond cost a man so dear ? 

Polite diseases make some idiots vain ; 

Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly, vice, disease, men proud we see ; 

And (stranger still !) of blockheads* flattery ; 

Whose praise defames ; as if a fool should mean. 

By spitting on your face, to make it clean. 

Nor is *t enough all hearts are swoln with pride, 

Her power is mighty, as her realm is wide. 

What can she not perform ? The Love of Fame 
Made bold Alphonsus his Creator blame : 

Empedocles hurl’d down the burning steep : 

And (stronger still !) made Alexander weep. 

Nay, it holds Delia from a second bed, 

Though her loved lord has four half months been dead. 

This passion with a pimple have I seen 
Retard a cause, and give a judge the 8];>leen ; 

By this inspired (O ne’er to be forgot !) 

Some lords have learn’d to spell, and some to knot. 

It makes Globose a speaker in the House ; 

He hems, and is deliver’d of his mouse. 

It makes dear self on well-bred tongues prevail, 

And 1 the little hero of each tale. 

Sick with the Love of Fame, what throngs pour in, 
Unpeople court, and leave the senate thin ! 

My growing subject seems but just begun, 

And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 

From J.ove qf Fame 


SCKIBDLEHS. 

Shall we not censure all the motley train. 
Whether with ale irriguous, or champaign? 
Whether they tread the vale of prose, or climb. 
And whet their appetites on cliffs of rhyme ; 
The college sloven, or embroider’d spark ; 

The purple prelate, or the parish clerk ; 

The quiet quidnunc, or demanding prig ; 

The plaintiff Tory, or defendant Whig ; 
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Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay, or sad ; 
Whether extremely witty, or quite inad ; 

Profoundly dull, or shallowly polite ; 

Men that read well, or men that only write ; 

Whether peers, porters, tiulors, tune the reeds. 

And measuring words to measuring shapes succeeds ; 
For bankruptp write, when ruin'd shops are shut, 

As maggots crawl from out a perish'd nut. 

His hammer this, and that his trowel quits. 

And, wanting sense for tradesmen, serve for wits. 

By thriving men subsists each other trade ; 

Of every broken craft a writer ’s made : 

Thus his material, Paper, takes its birth 
From tatter'd rags of all the stuff on earth. 

Hail, fruitful Isle ! to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old song ; 

Thee well a land of liberty we name, 

Where all are free to scandal and to shame ; 

Thy sons, by print, may set their hearts at ease. 

And be mankind's contempt, whene'er they please ; 
Like trodden tilth, their vUe and abject sense 
Is unperceived, but when it gives offence : 

This heavy prose our injured reason tires ; 

Their verse immortal kindles loose desires : 

Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime. 

Our sport and pity, punishment and crime. 

What glorious motives urge our authors on. 

Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ! 

One loses his estate, and down he sits, 

To show (in vain !) he still retains his wits : 

Another marries, and his dear proves keen ; 

He writes as an Hypnotic for the spleen : 

Some write, conRned by physic ; some, by debt; 
Some, for ’tis Sunday ; sonic, because 'tis wet ; 
Through private pique some do the public right. 

And love their king and country out of spite ; 
Another writes because his father writ. 

And proves himself a bastard by his wit. 

Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound ? 
Neither : why write then ? He wants twenty pound : 
His belly, not his brains, tliis impulse give ; 

He '11 grow immortal ; for he cannot live : 

He rubs his awful front, and takes his ream. 

With no provision made, but of his theme ; 

Perhaps a title has his fancy emit, 

Or a quaint motto, which he thinks has wit ; 
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He writes, in inspiration puts his trust, 

Though wrong his thoughts, the gods will make them just 
Genius directly from the gods descends, 

And who by labour would distrust his friends ? 

Thus having reason'd with consummate skill. 

In immortality he dips his quill : 

And, since blank paper is denied the press, 

He mingles the whole alphabet by guess ; 

In various sets, which various words compose, 

Of which, he hopes, mankind the meaning knows. 

So sounds spontaneous from the Sibyl broke. 

Dark to herself the wonders which she spoke ; 

The priests found out the meaning, if they could ; 

And nations stared at what none understood. 

From Epistle 1 ; to Pope, 


KARCISSA. 

Sweet harmonist ! and Beautiful as sweet ! 
And Young as beautiful ! and Soft as young ! 
And Gay as soft ! and Innocent as gay ! 

And Happy (if aught Happy here) as good ! 

For fortune fond had built her nest on high. 
Like birds quite exquisite of note and plume, 
Transfixt by fate (who loves a lofty mark), 

How from the summit of the grove she fell, 

And left it unharmonious ! All its charms 
Extinguish'd in the wonders of her song ! 

Her song still vibrates in my ravish'd ear. 

Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her !) thrilling through my heart ! 

Soon as the lustre languish'd in her eye, 
Dawning a dimmer day on human sight; 

And on her cheek, the residence of spring, 

Pale omen sat ; and scatter'd fears around 
On all that saw ; (and who would cease to gaze. 
That once had seen ?) with haste, parental haste, 
I flew, I snatch’d her from the rigid north. 

Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
And bore her nearer to the sun ; the sun 
(As if the sun could envy) check’d his beam ; 
Denied his wonted succour ; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies ; fairest lilies, not so fair ! 
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Turn, hopeless thought! turn from her: — Thought 
repeird 

Resenting ndlies, and wakes every woe. 

Snatch’d ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal hour ! 

And when kind fortune, vrith thy lover, smiled ! 

And when high flavour’d thy fresh opening joys ! 

And when blind man pronounced thy bliss complete ! 
And on a foreign shore ; where strangers wept 1 
Strangers to Thee ; and, more surprising still, 

Strangers to Kindness, wept : their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears ! strange tears ! that trickled down 
From marble hearts ! obdurate tenderness ! 

A tenderness that call'd them more severe ; 

In spite of Nature’s soft persuasion, steel’d ; 

While nature melted, superstition raved ; 

That mourn’d the dead ; and this denied a grave. 

Their sighs incensed ; sighs foreign to the will ! 

Their will the tiger suck'd, outraged the storm. 

For, oh ! the cursed ungodliness of zeal ! 

While sinful flesh relented, spirit nursed 
In blind infallibility’s embrace. 

The sainted spirit petrified the breast ; 

Denied the charity of dust, to spread 
O’er dust ! a charity their dogs enjoy. 

What could I do? What succour? What resource? 
With pious sacrilege, a grave I stole ; 

With impious piety, that grave I wrong’d ; 

Short in my duty ; coward in my grief ! 

More like her murderer, than friend, I crept, 

With soft-suspended step, and, muffled deep 
In midnight darkness, whisper’d my last sigh. 

1 whisper’d what should echo through their realms ; 

Nor writ her name, whose tomb should pierce the skies« 
Presumptuous fear ! How durst I dread her foes, 

While Nature’s loudest dictates I obey’d ? 

Pardon necessity, blest shade ! Of grief 
And indignation rival bursts I pour’d ; 

Half execration mingled with my prayer ; 

Kindled at man, while I his God adored ; 

Sore grudged the savage land her sacred dust ; 

Stampt the curst soil ; and with humanity 
(Denied Narcissa) wish’d them all a grave. 

From Night Thot^hisi Night I fJ. 
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JOHN GAY 


Thm amiable and dlatingulahed poet was born In Devonshire, in 1688. After 
having received an education at tdie schdol of BamtUvle, he was apprenticed to 
a Bllk.mereer in London. But he eoon became wearj of hla occupation, ond 
easily persuaded his mastor ter dlsaharfo him} after wUoh b« entered the ser. 
Vico of the Duchess of Monmqcithi m eecretary. In this attuntton he composed 
his Rural Imports, and in the fbllowl^ fnar (1714), The 8he^h^*s Week, con. 
sitting of sis Pastorals, in Which be dellaieat^ the oeeu|MStltills ai^ amusements 
of our peasantry. lA tblswotk his iftlef mini waato show, tiuttm diase adherence 
to nature In pastoral poetry could produce aitbfngbut what was lpiw« barren, and 
contemptible. But ^ result was far beyond the author's calculations. The 
public were sorprised with the novelty of each an experlmenS ; and the pic. 
tures of humble life, iddch were drawn with such fidelity only Ip be laughed at, 
were perused With attention and delight. 

Gay had tried dramatic writing unsuccesaftfily In 171S, by bit comedy, called 
The Wife of Bath ; but he repeated the attempt with another comedy, entitled 
The What d 'ye call it f which was more successful. In 1717, ha produced, with 
the aid it Is said of Pope end Arbutfanot, the comedy of lliree Hours after 
Marriage, one design of which was to ridicule Dr. Woodward j bnt the purpose 
failed, for the play was hooted' off the stage. 

The fortunes of the poet had not prospered in the mean time consistently 
with his labours and expectations. In the last year of Qbeen Anne's reign lie 
was appointed secretory to the F4irl of Clarendon, ambassador to the court of 
Hanover j but the death of the queen deprived him of that office, while his 
unfortunate dedication of The What d 'ye call it, to Lord Bolingbroke, put an 
end to hit hopes of office under George I. In his friends and the public, how. 
ever, he found a more steady patronage ; for having published his Poems by sub- 
scription in 1720, lie raised by it a thousand pounds, with which he purchased un 
annuity. After this he produced his tragedy of The Captives, which was acted at 
Drury Lane In 1720. but with indifferent success. Three years afterwards he 
wrote a volume of Fables, for the improvement of the young Duke of Cumber- 
land, for which he woa promised an adequate reward, a promise which he 
expected to be fulfilled on the accession of George 11. ; but the only appoinu 
mont he received on the occasion was that of Gentleman Usher to the Princess 
Louisa. He Indignantly refused the offer, declaring that he was too old for 
such an office. Such was the end of hu expectations of court patronage, upon 
which he had hitherto so fondly trusted. 

Gay being thus obliged to rely upon his own efforts, resolved to strike out a 
new path to fame and profit. He had bean Indignant, in common with many 
others, at the fashion into which the Italian Opera had grown, when Dean B^ft 
observed to him one day, * what a pretty sort of thing a Newgate Pastoral would 
make.’ Tliese circumstances produced the Beggar's Opera. The friends of the 
poet, when the work was introduced upon the stage, trembled for the success 
of so novel an experiment : but it took the public by storm, and the success 
was astounding. Night after night Uie play was performed with undlmlniahed 
applause, and from the metropolis it travelled to the boards of the provincial 
towns, to Wales, to Scotland, and Ireland ; while the songe of the Beggar’s 
Opera were printed upon fans, and the scenes painted upon liouse-screens. It 
IS needless to add, khat the Italian Opera fled in dismay, and did not return to 
England till the dsmger was over. Ibis reception encouraged Gay to write a 
second part of the Beggar’s Opera, under the title of Polly ; but Its representa- 
tion was proliiblted by the Lord Chamberlain, on aoeount oi Us alleg^ immo- 
rality, although political, rather than moral, hostlBty was supposed to have 
prompted the prohibition. Gay, therefore, published the eecobd Pkit by sub. 
scription, and the sale produced him more then a thousand pounds. 

After this, the Duke and Duchess of Quemsberry received Oey into their 
bouse, where he continued during the remainder of his life, cheered by the hoa- 
pltable kindness of his noblo.^ patrons. That life, however, which had been so 
often embittered end disappointed by court Intrigue and Ingratitude, wa<i 
already drawing to a close, and he died on Uic 4th of December, 1732. 




GAY. 

EPISTLE TO A LADY ON HER PASSION FOR OLD CHINA. 

Wbat ecBtacies her bosom fire ! 

How her eyes languish with desire ! 

How blest, how happy, should I be. 

Were that fond glance bestow’d on me ! 

New doubts and fears within me war. 

What rival’s near?— a china jar. 

China’s the passion of her soul : 

A cup, a plate, a dish, a bowl> 

Can kindle wishes in her breast, 

Inflame with joy, or break her rest. 

Some gems collect; some medals prize, 

And view the rust with lovers’ eyes ; 

Some court the stars at midnight hours ; 

Some doat on Nature’s charms in flowers : 

But every beauty 1 can trace 
In Laura’b mind, in Liaura’s face ; 

My stars are in this brighter sphere. 

My lily and my rose is here. 

Philosophers, more grave than wise. 

Hunt science down in butterflies ; 
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Or, fondly poring on a spider, 

Stretch human contemplation 'wider. 

Fossils give joy to Galen’s soul ; 

He digs for knowledge, like a mole ; 

In shells so learn’d, that all agree 
No fish that swims knows more than he ! 

In such pursuits if wisdom lies, 

Who, Laura, shall thy taste despise ? 

When I some antique jar behold. 

Or white, or blue, or speck’d with gold ; 
Vessels so pure, and so refined, 

Appear the types of womankind : 

Are they not valued for their beauty, 

Too fair, too fine, for household duty ? 

With flowers and gold and azure dyed, 

Of every house the grace and pride 
How w^te, how polish’d is their skin. 

And valued most when only seen ! 

She, who before was highest prized, 

Is for a crack or flaw despised. 

I grant they’re frail; yet they’re so rare. 

The treasure cannot cost too dear I 
But man is made of coarser stuff, 

And serves convenience well enough ; 

He’s a strong earthen vessel, made 
For drudging, labour, toil, and trade; 

And, when wives lose their other self, 

With ease they bear the loss of delf. 

Husbands, more covetous than sage, 
Condemn this china-buying rage ; 

They count that woman’s prudence little, 

Who sets her heart on things so brittle. 

But are those wise men’s inclinations 
Fix’d on more strong, more sure foundations t 
If all that’s frail we must despise, 

No human view or scheme is wise. 

Are not ambition’s hopes as weak? 

They swell like bubbles, shine, and break. 

A courtier’s promise is so slight, 

’Tis made at noon, and broke at night. 

What pleasure ’s sure ? The Miss you keep 
Breaks both your fortune and your sleep. 

The man who loves a country life 
Breaks all the comforts of his wife ; 

And, if he quit liis farm and plough, 

His wife in town may break her vow. 
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Love, Laura, love, while youth is warm, 
For each new winter breaks a charm ; 
And woman ’s not like china sold, 

But cheaper grows in growing old ; 
Then quickly choose the prudent part, 
Or else you break a faithful heart. 


SONG : BLACK.EYED SUSAN. 

All in the Downs the fleet was moor’d. 

The streamers waving in the wind, 

When black-eyed Susan came aboard — 

Oh ! where shall I my true-love find ? 

Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true. 

If my sweet Wflliam sails among the crew. 

William, who high upon the yard 
Rock’d with the billow to and fro, 

Soon as her well-known voice he heard. 

He sigh’d, and cast his eyes below : 

The cord slides swiftly through his glowing hands, 
And (quick as lightning) on the deck he stands. 

So the sweet lark, high poised in air. 

Shuts close his pinions to his breast 

(If chance his mate’s shrill call he hear) , 

And drops at once into her nest. 

The noblest captain in the British fleet 
Might envy William’s lip those kisses sweet. 

O Susan, Susan, lovely dear. 

My vows shall ever true remain ; 

Let me kiss off that falling tear ; 

We only part to meet again. 

Change, as ye list, ye winds ; my heart shall be 
The faithful compass that still points to thee. 

Believe not what the landmen say, 

Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind. 

They ’ll tell thee, sailors, when away, 

In every port a mistress find : 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee so. 

For thou art present wheresoe’er I go. 

If to fair India’s coast we sail, 

Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright, 
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Thy breath is Afric'e spicy gale, 

Thy skin is ivory so white. 

Thus every beauteous object that I view, 

Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue. 

Though battle call me from thy arms, 

Let not my pretty Susan mourn ; 

Though cannons roar, yet, safe from harms, 
William shall to his dear return. 

Love turns aside the balls that round me fly, 

Lest precious tears should drop from Susan's eye. 

The boatswain gave the dreadful word, 

The sails their swelling bosom spread ; 

No longer must she stay aboard : 

They kiss'd, she sigh'd, he hung his head. 
Her lessening boat unwilling rows to land : 

Adieu ! she cries ; and waved her lily hand. 


DIRECTIONS FOR WALKING THE STREETS OF LONDON. 

For ease and for dispatch, the morning 's best ; 

No tides of passengers the streets molest. 

You *11 see a draggled damsel here and there. 

From Billingsgate her fishy trafiie bear ! 

On doors the sallow milk-maid chalks her gains : 

Ah ! how unlike the milk-maid of the plains ! 

Before proud gates attending asses bray, 

Or arrogate with solemn pace the way ; 

These grave physicians with their milky cheer 
The love-sick maid and dwindling beau repair ; 

Here rows of drummers stand in martial file. 

And with their vellum thunder shake the pile, 

To greet the new-made bride. Are sounds like these 
The proper prelude to a state of peace ? 

Now industry awakes her busy sons ; 

Full-charged with news the breathless hawker runs : 
Shops open, coaches roll, carts shake the ground, 

And all the streets with passing cries resound. 

If clothed in black you tread the busy town. 

Or if distinguish'd by the reverend gown. 

Three trades avoid ; oft in the mingling press 
The barber's apron soils the sable dress ; 

Shun the perfumer's touch with cautious eye, 

Nor let the baker’s step advance too nigh. 
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Ye walkers, too, that youthful colours wear. 

Three sullying trades avoid with equal care ; 

The little chimney-sweeper skulks along, 

And marks with sooty stains the heedless throng ; 
When small-coal murmurs in the hoarser throat, 

From smutty dangers guard thy threaten’d coat ; 

The dustman’s cart offends thy clothes and eyes, 

When through the street a cloud of ashes flies ; 

But, whether black or lighter dyes are worn. 

The chandler’s basket, on his shoulder borne, 

With tallow spots thy coat ; resign the way. 

To shun the surly butcher’s greasy tray. 

Butchers, whose hands are dyed with blood’s foul stain, 
And always foremost in the hangman’s train. 

Let due civilities be strictly paid : 

The wall surrender to the hooded maid ; 

Nor let thy sturdy elbow’s hasty rage 
J ostle the feeble steps of trembling age : 

And when the porter bends beneath his load, 

And pants for breath, clear thou the crowded road. 

But, above all, the groping blind direct ; 

And from the pressing throng the lame protect. 

You’ll sometimes meet a fop, of nicest tread. 

Whose mantling peruke veils his empty head ; 

At every step he dreads the wall to lose, 

And risks, to save a coach, his red-heel’d shoes ; 

Him, like the miller, pass with caution by, 

Lest from his shoulder clouds of powder fly. 

But when the bully, with assuming pace. 

Cocks his broad hat, edged round with tarnish’d lace. 
Yield not the way, defy his strutting pride, 

And thrust him to the muddy kennel’s side ; 

He never turns again, nor dares oppose. 

But mutters coward curses as he goes. 

If drawn by business to a street unknown. 

Let the sworn porter point thee through the town ; 

Be sure observe the signs, for signs remain 
Like faithful landmarks to the walking train. 

Seek not from ’prentices to learn the way. 

Those fabling boys will turn thy steps astray ; ^ 

Ask the grave tradesman to direct thee right, 

He ne’er deceives — ^but when he profits by ’t. 

When wagnsh boys the stunted besom ply 
To rid the slabby pavement, pass not by 
Bre thou hast held their hands ; some heedless flirt 
Will overspread thy calves with spattering dirt. 
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Where porters’ hogsheads roll from earts aslope, 

Or brewers down steep cellars stretch the rope. 
Where counted billets are by carmen tost, 

Stay thy rash step, and walk without the post. 

'^^at though the gathering mire thy feet besmear ^ 
The voice of industry is always near. 

Hark ! the boy calls thee to his destined stand. 

And the shoe shines beneath his oily hand. 


A FABLE: THE FARMER'S WIFE AND THE RAVEN. 

Why are those tears? why droops your head? 
Is then your other husband dead ? 

Or does a worse disgrace betide ? 

Hath no one since his death applied ? 

Alas ! you know the cause too well ; 

The salt is spilt, to me it fell ; 

Then, to contribute to my loss, 

My knife and fork were laid across ; 

On Friday too ! the day I dread ! 

Would I were safe at home in bed ! 

Last night (I vow to Heaven ’tis true) 

Bounce from the fire a coffin flew. 

Next post some fatal news shall tell : 

God send my Cornish friends be well ! 

Unhappy Widow, cease thy tears. 

Nor feel affliction in thy fears, 

Let not thy stomach be suspended ; 

Eat now, and weep when dinner ’s ended ; 

And, when the butler clears the table, 

For thy dessert I *11 read my Fable. 

Betwixt her swagging pannier’s load 
A Farmer’s Wife to market rode. 

And, jogging on, with thoughtful care, 

Summ’d up the profits of her ware ; 

When, starting from her silver dream. 

Thus far and wide was heard her scream : 

** That Raven on yon left hand oak 
(Curse on his ill-betiding croak!) 

Bodes me no good.” No more she said, 

When poor blind Ball, with stumbling tread. 

Fell prone ; o’ertum’d the pannier lay. 

And her mash’d e^gs bestrow’d the way. 

She, sprawling in the yellow road, 

Rail’d, swore, and cursed. ** Thou croaking toad, 
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A murrain take thy whoreson throat ! 

I knew misfortune in the note.” 

“ Dame,” quoth the Raven, “ spare your oaths. 
Unclench your fist, and wipe your clothes. 

But why on me those curses thrown ? 

Goody, the fault was all your own ; 

For, had you laid this brittle ware 
On Dun, the old sure-footed mare, 

Though all the ravens of the hundred 
With croaking had your tongue out- thunder'd. 
Sure-footed Dun had kept her legs, 

And you, good woman, saved your eggs.” 


TO MY NATIVE COUNTRY 

Hail, happy land ! whose fertile grounds 
The liquid fence of Neptune bounds ; 

By bounteous Nature set apart. 

The seat of industry and art ! 

O Britain ! chosen port of trade. 

May luxury ne’er thy sons invade ! 

May never minister (intent 
His private treasures to augment) 

Corrupt thy state ! If jealous foes 
Thy rights of commerce dare oppose. 

Shall not thy fieets their rapine awe ? 

Who is’t prescribes the ocean law ? 

Whenever neighbouring states contend, 
’Tis thine to be we general friend. 

What is ’t who rules in other lands ? 

On trade alone thy glory stands ; 

That benefit is unconfined, 

Difiusing good among mankind : 

That first gave lustre to thy reigns. 

And scatter’d plenty o’er thy plains : 

’Tis that alone thy wealth supplies. 

And draws all Europe’s envious eyes. 

Be commerce, then, thy sole design ; 

Keep that, and all ^e world is tl^e. 


THE SPELL. 

Hobnelia, seated in a dreary vale, 
lu pensive mood rehearsed her piteous tale ; 
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Her piteous tale the winds in sighs bemoan, 

And pining Echo answers groan for groan* 

I rue the day, a rueful day I trow, 

The woful day, a day indeed of woe ; 

When Lubber]^ to town his cattle drove, 

A maiden fine bedight he hapt to love ; 

The maiden fine bedight his love retains. 

And for the village he forsakes the plains. 

Return, my LubWkin, these ditties hear ; 

Spells will I tiy, and spells shall ease my care. 

With my sharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

When first the year I heard the cuckoo sing. 

And call with welcome note the budding spring, 

I straightway set a-runniiig with such haste, 

Debor^ that won the smock scarce ran so fast ; 

Till spent for lack of breath, quite weary grown. 

Upon a rising bank I sat adown. 

Then doff’d my shoe, and, by my troth, I swear, 

Therein I spied this yellow frizzled hair. 

As like to Lubberkin’s in curl and hue. 

As if upon his comely pate it grew. 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark the ground. 
And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

At eve last Midsummer no sleep I sought, 

But to the field a bag of hemp-seed brought; 

I scatter’d round the seed on every side, 

And three times in a trembling accent cried, 

“ This hemp-seed with my virgin hand I sow, 

Who shall my true-love the crop shall mow.” 

I straight look’d back, and, if my eyes speak truth. 

With his keen scythe behind me came the youth. 

** With my sharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

Last Valentine, the day when birds of kind 
Their paramours with mutual chirpings find; 

1 early rose, just at the break of day. 

Before the sun had chased the stars away; 

A-field I went, amid the morning dew 
To milk my kine (for so should housewives do) ; 

Thee first I spied ; and the first swain we see. 

In spite of fortune, shall our true-love be. 

See, Lubberkin, each bird his partner take ; 

And canst thou then thy sweetheart dear forsake? 

** With my sharp heel I three times mark the ground. 
And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 
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Last May-day fair 1 search'd to find a snail, 

That might my secret lover’s name reveal. 

Upon a gooseberry-bush a snail I found 
(For always snails near sweetest fruit abound). 

I seized the vermin, whom I quickly sped. 

And on the earth the milk-white embers spread. 

Slow crawl'd the snail, and, if I right can spell. 

In the soft ashes mark’d a curious L ; 

Oh, may this wondrous omen lucky prove ! 

For Zf is found in Lubberkin and Love. 

With my sharp heel I three times mark the ground. 
And turn me thrice around, around, around." 

Two hazel nuts I threw into the fiame. 

And to each nut I gave a sweetheart's name ; 

This with the loudest bounce me sore amazed, 

That in a flame of brightest colour blazed. 

As blazed the nut, so may thy passion grow ; 

For *twas thy nut that did so brightly glow. 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark the ground. 
And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

As peascods once I pluck'd, 1 chanced to see 
One that was closely fill’d with three times three, 

Which when I cropp’d I safely home convey’d, 

And o’er the door the spell in secret laid ; 

My wheel I turn'd, and sang a ballad new, 

While from the spindle I the fleeces drew ; 

The latch moved up, when, who should first come in, 
But, in his proper person — ^Lubberkin. 

I broke my yam, surprised the sight to see ; 

Sure sign that he would break his word with me. 
Eftsoons 1 Join'd it with my wonted sleight : 

So may again bis love with mine unite ! 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around." 

This Lkdy-fly I take from ofiT the grass. 

Whose spotted back might scarlet red surpass ; 

“ Fly, Lady-bird, north, south, or east, or west, 

Fly where the man is found that I love best.” 

He leaves my hand ; see, to the west he ’s flown. 

To call my true-love from the faithless town. 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark ^^e ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around." 

I pare this pippin round and round again, 

My shepherd's name to flourish on the plain, 

I fling th’ unbroken paring o’er my head, 

Upon the grass a perfect Z is read ; 
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Yet on my heart a fairer Z» is seen 

Than what the paring makes upon the green. 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark the ground. 
And turn me thrice around, around, around,’* 

This pippin shall another trial make, 

See from the core two kernels brown I take ; 

This on my cheek for Lubberkin is worn ; 

And Boobyclod on t* other side is borne. 

But Boobyclod soon drops upon the ground, 

A certain token that his love *s unsound ; 

While Lubberkin sticks firmly to the last ; 

Oh were his lips to mine but join’d so fast ! 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

As Lubberkin once slept beneath a tree, 

I twitch’d his dangling garter from his knee. 

He "wist not when the hempen string I drew. 

Now mine I quickly doff, of inkle blue. 

Together fast 1 tic the garters twain ; 

And while I knit the knot repeat this strain : 

“ Three times a true-love’s knot I tie secure, 

Firm be the knot, firm may his love endure ! ” 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, aiound, around.” 



AI^LAN RAMSAY. 


249 


Thii national poet and favourite of Scotland, waa bora at Crawford Moor, 
Lianarkshire, in 16S6. His father was only an humble miner, and In thia occu. 
pation the poet himself continued until he was fifteen years old, when he appren. 
ticed himself to a wlg-maker in Edinburgh. He had, however, acquired such a 
love of literature, that when his apprenticeship expired he became a bookseller, 
and opened the first Circulating Library that had been attempted in Scotland. 
He aAerwards fitted up a theatre in Edinburgh, to the great Indignation of the 
sober citizens, who designated the house a Synagogue of Satan. He lived to a 
good old age, and died in 1758. 

The poems of Ramsay, whicli are numerous, were published in small tracM 
os they were composed for popular circulation, and their currency among the 
common people was similar to that of the Spectator among the better classes of 
the English, so that liis verses became household words, and he was spoken of 
under the endearing appellation of “honest Allan." But of all his works his 
Gentle Shepherd is the best. In this admirable production be has not only ex- 
hibited the choicest specimen of pastoral poetry, but of truth and nature also— 
limitations to which no pastoral poet had hitherto been so hardy as to confine 
himself. In The Gentle Shepherd, therefore, we have no enchanted scenery, 
peopled by Utopian inhabitants — no Pons, Nymphs, and Satyrs — no shepherds 
bleating over dying lambs, or shepherdesses rustliug in silk and satin. Instead 
of this, we have a Scottish spring with all its changes of ram, mut, and sunshine, 
and Scottish scenery diversified with hill and dale, broom and heath, inhabited 
by swains who keep sheep and make love equally in earnest, and calculate with 
national prudence amidst their courtship about the plenuhtn' of a house, and 
provision for the future family Bui this very truthfulness constitutes the 
great charm, as well as the moral effect of the work, so that it continues to 
enjoy at the present day an undlmimshed popularity, among every class in 
ikiotland. 


RUSTIC COQUETTES. 

Daft gowk ! leave aff that silly whingeing way ; 
Seem careless — there ’s my hand ye ’ll win the day. 
Hear how I served my lass I loe as weel 
As ye do Jenny, and wi’ heart as leal. 

Last morning 1 was gye and early out, 

Upon a dyke I lean'd, glowering about ; 

I saw my Meg come linkin* o’er the lee ; 

I saw my Meg, but Meggy saw nae me — 

For yet the sun was wading thro* the mist, 

And she was close upon me ere she wist — 

Her coats were kiltit, and did sweetly shaw 
Her straught bare legs, that whiter were than snaw. 
Her cockemony snooded up fu* sleek, 

Her haffet-locks hoiig waving on her cheek ; 

Her cheeks sae ruddyi her een sae clear ; 

And O ! her mouth *e like ony hinny pear. 

Neat, neat she was, in bustine waistcoat clean, 

As she cam skifling o’er the dewy green : 

o 
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BlytheBome, I cried My bonny Me^, come here, 

I ferW wherefore ye’re sae soon asteer ; 

But I can guess— ye ’re gawn to gather dew.” 

She scour’d awa, and said, ^‘What’s that to you ?” 

“ Then fare ye weel, Meg Doris, and c’en’s ye like,’* 
I careless cried, and lap in o’er ^e dyke. 

1 trow, when that she saw, within a crack. 

She cam wi’ a right thieveless errand hack ; 

Misca’d me first, then bade me hound my dog. 

To wear up three wafiT ewes stray’d on the bog. 

I leugh, and sae did she ; then wi’ great haste 
I clasp’d my arms about her neck and waist— 

About her pelding waist, and took a fouth 
O’ sweetest kisses frae her glowing mouth. 

While hard and fast 1 held her in my grips, 

My very saul came louping to my lips. 

Sair, sair she flet wi’ me ’tween ilka smack, 

But weel I kend she meant nae as she spak. 

Dear Roger, when your jo puts on her gloom, 

Do ye sae too, and never fash your thoom — 

Seem to forsake her, soon she ’ll change her mood ; 
Gae woo anither, and she HI gang clean wud. 

From The Oentle Shepherd. 


defence of matrimony. 

Peggy. Yes, it’s a heartsome thing to be j^^wife. 
When round the ingle-edge young sprouts areVife. 
Gif I ’m sae happy, I shall hae deUght 
To hear their little plaints, and keep them right. 
Wow ! Jenny, can there greater pleasure be. 

Than see sic wee tots tomying at your knee ; 

When a* they ettle at— their greatest wish, 

Is to be made o’, and obtain a kiss ? 

Can there be toil in tenting day and night 
The like o’ them, when love make care delight ? 

Jenny. But poortith, Peggy, is the warst o* a* ; 
Gif o’er your heads ill-chance should bcgg’ry draw, 
But little love or canty cheer can come 
Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry toom. 

Your nowt may die— the spate may bear away 
Frae aff ihe howms your dainty rucks o’ hay. 

The thick-blawn wreaths o’ saaw, or blashy tbows, 
smoor your wathers, and may rot, your ewes. 



BAM8AT. 


251 


A d 3 rvour buys your butter, woo, and cheese, 

But, or the d]ay o* payment, breaJke, and flees. 

Wi’ gloomin’ brow, the laird seeks in his rent ; 

It 'a no to gie ; your merchant ’s to the bent. 

His honour maunna want — ^he poinds your gear ; 
Syne, driven frae house and bald, where will ye steer? 
Dear Meg, be wise, and live a single life ; 

Troth, it’s nae mows to be a married wife. 

Peggy. May sic ill luck befa’ that silly she 
Wha has sic fears, for that was never me. 

Let fouk bode weel, and strive to do their best ; 

Nae mair’s required; let Heaven mak out the rest. 

I 've heard my honest uncle aften say, 

That lads should a* for wives that's virtuous pray; 
For the maist thrifty man could never get 
A weel-stored room, unless bis wife wad let : 
Wherefore nocht shall be wanting on my part. 

To gather wealth to raise my shepherd's heart : 
Whate'er he wins, I *11 guide wi* canny care, 

And win the vogue at market, tron, or fair, 

For halesome, clean, cheap, and sufficient ware. 

A flock o* lambs, cheese, butter, and some woo, 

Shall first be said to pay the laird his due ; 

^ne a* behind 's our ain. Thus, without fear, 

Wi* love and rowth, we thro* the warld will steer ; 

And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, 

He *11 bless the day he gat me for his wife» 

Jenny. But what if some young giglet on the green, 
Wi* dimpled cheeks and twa bewitching een, 

Shou'd gar your Patie think his half-wom Meg, 

And her ken'd kisses, hardly worth a feg? 

Peggy. Nae mair o' that — Dear Jenny, to be free, 
There 's some men constanter in love than we : 

Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind 
Has blest Uiem wi' solidity o' mind. 

They ’ll reason calmly, and wi* kindness smile, 

When our short passions wad our peace beguile : 

Sae, whensoe'er they slight their maiks at hame, 

It's ten to ane the wives are maist to blame. 

Then I'll employ wi' pleasure a' my art 
To keep him cbeerfu', and secure his he^. 

At e'en, when he comes weary free the hill, 

I'll hae a* things made ready to his will. 

In winter, when he toila thro' wind and rain, 

A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth-stane ; 

And soon as he flings by his plaid and staff, 

The seething pat's be ready to tak aff ; 
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Clean hag-a-bag I'll spread upon his board, 

And serve him yn* the best We can afibrd ; 

Good humour and white bigonets shall be 
Guards to my face, to keep his love for me. 

From The Qentle Shepherd, 


MIDNIGHT ASSIGNATION WITH A WITCH. 

■ ■ ■ ■ Ah ! Sir, the witch ca’d Mause, 

That wins aboon the mill amang the haws. 

First promised that she'd help me, wi' her art, 

To gain a bonny thrawart lassie's heart. 

As she had trysted, I met wi'er this night ; 

But may nae friend o' mine get sic a fright ! 

For the curst hag, instead o' doing me guid, 

(The very thought o't's like to freeze my bluld !) 
liaised up a ghaist, or deil, I keniia whilk. 

Like a dead corse, in sheet as white as milk : 

Black hands it had, and face as wan as death ; 

Upon me fast the witch and it fell baith. 

And gat me down ; while I, like a great fool. 

Was labour'd as I used to be at school. 

My heart out o' it's hool was like to loup, 

I pithless grew wi' fear, and had nae houp, 

Till, wi' an elritch laugh, they vanish'd quite ; 

Syne I, bauf dead wi' anger, fear, and spite, 

Crap up, and fled straught frae them, Sir, to you^ 
Houping your help to gie the deil his due. % 

V m sure my heart will ne'er gie o'er to dunt, 

Till, in a fat tar-barrel, Mause be brunt. 

From The Qentle Shepimd, 


IN PRAISE OF THE Pl.AID. 

O first of garbs ! garment of happy fate I 
So long employ'd, of such an antique date ; 

Look back some thousand years, till records fail, 
And lose themselves in some romantic tale, 

We '11 find our godlike fathers nobly scorn'd 
To be with any other dress adorn'd ; 

Before base foreign fashions interwove, 

Which 'gainst their int'rest and their bravery strove. 
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*TwaB they could boast their freedom with proud Rome^ 
And» arm'd in steel, despise the senate's doom : 
Whilst o'er the globe their eagle they display'd, 

And conquer'd nations prostrate homage paid. 

They, only they, unconquei^d stood their ground. 

And to the mighty empire fix'd the bound. 

Our native prince who then supplied the throne. 

In Plaid array'd, magnificently s^ne ; 

Nor seem'd his purple, or his ermine less. 

Though cover'd by the Caledonian dpess. 

In this at court the thanes were gaily clad ; 

With this the shepherds and the hynds were glad ; 

In this the warrior wrapp'd his brawny arms ; 

With this our beauteous mothers veil'd their charms ; 
When ev'ry youth, and ev'ry lovely maid. 

Deem'd it a disJiaJbille to want their Plaid. 

0 heav'us, how changed ! how little look their race, 
When foreign chains with foreign modes take place ; 
When East and Western Indies must combine 

To deck the fop, and make the gewgaw shine ! 

Thus, while the Grecian troops in Persia lay. 

And Icarn'd the habit to be soft and gay, 

By luxury enerved, they lost the day. 

1 ask'd Varell, what soldiers he tliought best? 

And thus he answer'd to my plain request : 

“ Were I to lead battalions out to war, 

And hoped to triumph in the victor's car. 

To gain the loud applause of worthy fame, 

And columns raised to eternise my name, 

I'd choose (had I my choice) that hardy race 
Who fearless can look terrors in the face j 
Who, 'midst the snows, the best of limbs can fold 
In Tartan Plaids, and smile at chilling cold : 

No useless trash should pain my soldiers* back, 

Nor canvas-tents make loaden axles crack; 

No rattling silks I 'd to my standaids bind. 

But bright Tartanus waving in the wind : 

The Plaid alone should all my ensigns be. 

This army from such banners would not flee. 

These, these were they, who naked taught the way 
To fight with art, and boldly gain the day ! 

Ev'n great Gustavus stood himself amazed. 

While at their wondrous skill and force he gazed. 

With such brave troops one might o'er Europe run. 
Make out what Bich'lieu framed, and Louis had begun. 


Ftom Tartana, 
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HORACE TO VIROlLs ON HIS TAKING A VOYAGE TO ATHENS 

O Cyprian goddess, twinkle clear, 

And Helen's brithers aye appear ; 

Te stars wha shed a lucky light, 

Auspicious aye keep in-a sight ; 

King Eol, erant a tydie tirl. 

But boast the blast that rudely whirl : 

Dear ship, be canny wi' your care, 

At Athens land my Virgil fair, 

Syne soon and safe, bai& lith and spaul. 

Bring hame the tae hauf o' my saul. 

Daring and unco stout he was, 

Wi' heart hool'd in three sloughs o' brass, 

Wha ventured first on the rough sea, 

Wi' hempen branks, and horse o' tree : 

Wha in the weak machine durst ride 
Thro* tempests, and a rairiug tide ; 

Nor clinty craigs, nor hurricane, 

That drives the Adriatic main, 

And gars the ocean gowl and quake, 

Could e'er a soul sae sturdy shake. 

The man wha could sic rubs win ower, 

Without a wink at death might glow'r, 

Wha unconcern'd can tak his sleep 
Amang the monsters o' the deep. 

Jove vainly twin'd the sea and eard, 

Since mariners are not afraid, 

Wi’ laws o* nature to dispense, 

And impiously treat Providence. 

Audacious men at nought will stand, 

When vicious passions hae command. * 
Prometheus ventured up, and staw 
A lowin' coal frae heav'n's high ha; 

Unsonsy thift, which fevers brought 
In bikes, which fouk like sybows bought : 

Then death erst slaw began to ling, 

And fast as haps to dart his sting. 

Neist Dedalus must contradict 
Nature forsooth, and feathers stick 
Upon his back, syne upward streek, 

And in at Jove's hi^hwinnocks keek. 

While Hercules, wi *s timmer mell, 

Plays rap upo* the yates o’ hell. 

What is't man winna ettle at ? 

E*en wi’ the gods he *11 bell the cat : 
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Tho* Jove be very laith to kill, 
They winna let his bowt lie etill. 


THE TWA BOOKS; A Fable. 

Twa books, near neighbours in a shop. 

The tane a gilded Turkey fop, 

The tither’s face was weather-beaten. 

And cauf-skin jacket, sair worm-eaten. 

The corky, proud o’ his braw suit. 

Curl’d up his nose, and thus cried out ; — 

** Ah ! place me on some fresher binks : 

Figh ! how this mouldy creature stinks ! 

How can a gentle book like me 
Fndurc sic scoundrel company ? 

What may fouk say, to see me cling 
Sae close to this auld ugly thing. 

But that I’m of a simple spirit. 

And disregard my proper merit ? ” 

Quoth grey-beard, “ Whisht, sir, wi’ youi din; 
For a’ your meritorious skin, 

I doubt if ye be worth within : 

For as auld-fashioii'd as I look. 

May be I am the better book.” 

** O heav'ns ! I canna thole the clash 
O' this impertinent auld hash ; 

I winna stay ae moment langer.” 

“ My lord, please to command your anger ; 
Pray only let me tell you that 
“ What wad this insolent be at? 

Rot out your tongue — pray, Master Syiiimei , 
Remove me frae this dinsome rhymer : 

If you regard your reputation. 

And us o’ a distinguish’d station. 

Hence frae this beast let me be hurried, 

For wi’ his stour and stink I'm worried.” 

Scarce had he shook his paughty crap. 
When in a customer did pap ; 

He up douse Stanza lifts, and eyes him, 

Turns o’er his leaves, admires, and buys him ; 
** This book,” said he, “ is guid and scarce, 
The saul o’ sense in sweetest verse.” 

But reading title o’ gilt cleathing. 

Cries, “ Gk>d8 ! wha buys this bonny naithing? 
Nought duller e’er was put in print : 

Wow ! what a deal o’ Turkey’s tint ! ” 
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ran physician and poet was bore in Ywkahlre, of n good family, bnt the year 
of his birth cannot be ascclrtained. He Mudied at Peter Honse, Cambridge, and 
became a Doctor of Medicine in 1091. Hla popularity and practice soon became 
extensive, and he was distinguished in his profession, not only for medical skill, 
but benevolence and humanity. His principal poem. The Dispensary, which Is 
an obvious imitation of the lAitrln of Boileau, originated in the following cause. 
In 1687, the College of Physicians had published an edict, by which all the 
fellows, candidates, and licentiates, were required to give gratuitous medical 
advice to the neighbouring poor. This was donej but, after a yearns trial, the 
benevolent deeign was almost frustrated by the high price of drugs and the 
avarice of the apothecaries — upon which the college took the superintendence of 
poor patients into their own himds. The apothecaries, who thus found that their 
craft was in danger, made loud and violent remonstrances, but the cause of their 
adversaries was popular, and the physicians triumphed. Garth eagerly entered 
the lists against the venders of medicine, by his poem of The Dispensary, and the 
victory of his brethren was complete. Much of the wit of this poem was of a 
temporary nature, as it referred to individuals, and has therefore lost its force; 
and Indeed The Dispensary, notwithstanding the important effects it produced 
in its own day, is now universally neglected. Garth lived In friendly union and 
esteem with Pope, Addison, Granville, and the principal authors of the age ; 
and, on the accession of George 1., he was honoured with knighthood. He died 
January 11 , 1718 


The evening now with blushes warms the air, 
The steer resigns the yoke, the hind his care. 

The clouds above with golden edgings glow, 

And falling dews refresh the earth below. 

The bat with sooty wings flits through the grovo. 
The reeds scarce rustle, nor the aspens move, 

And all the feather’d folks forbear their lays of love^ 
Through the transparent region of the skies, 

Swift as a wish, the mlssioimry flies : 

With wonder he surveys the upper air. 

And the gay gilded meteors sporting there ; 

How lambent jellies, kindling in the night, 

Shoot through the ether in a trail of liglit ; 

How rising steams in th’ azure fluid blend. 

Or fleet in clouds, or soft in showers descend ; 

Or, if the stubborn rage of cold prevail. 

In flakes they fly, or fall in moulded hail 
How honey-dews embalm the fragrant morn, 

And the fair oak with luscious sweats adoiTj ; 

How heat and moisture mingle in a mass, 

Or belch in thunder, or in lightning blaze ; 

Why nimble corruscations strike the eye, 

And bold tornados bluster in the sky; 
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Why a prolific Aura upwards tends^ 

Ferments, and in a li^ng» shower descends ; 

How vapours hanging on tiie towering hills 
In breexes sigh, or weep in warbling rills ; 

Whence infant winds their tender pinions try, 

And river gods their thirsty urns supply. 

The wondering sage pursues his airy flight. 

And braves the chill unwholesome damps of night : 

He views the tracts where luminaries rove, 

To settle seasons here, and fates above; 

The bleak Arcturus s^l forbid the seas. 

The stormy Kids, the weeping Hyades ; 

The shining Lyre with strains attracting more 
Heaven’s glittering mansions now than Hell’s before; 
Glad Cassiopeia circling in the sky, 

And each fair Churchill of the galaxy. 

From The DtepenaarF : Canto IF. 


THE REGIONS OF DISEASE 

And now the goddess with her cliarge descends. 
Whilst scarce one cheerful glimpse their steps befiiends. 
Here his forsaken seat old Chaos keeps; 

And, undisturb’d by form, in silence sleeps : 

A grisly wight, and hideous to the eye, 

An awkward lump of shapeless anarchy. 

With sordid age his features are defaced ; 

His lands unpeopled, and his countries waste. 

To these dark realms much learned lumber creeps. 

There copious Morton safe in silence sleeps; 

Where mushroom libels in oblivion lie. 

And, soon as born, like other monsters, die. 

Upon a couch of jet, in these abodes. 

Dull Night, his melancholy consort, nods. 

No ways and means their cabinet employ; 

But their dark hours they waste in barren joy. 

Nigh this recess, with terror they survey 
Where Deatli maintains his dread tyrannic sway. 

In the close covert of a cypress grove. 

Where goblins frisk, and airy spectres rove. 

Yawns a dark cave, with awful horror wide, 

And thcro the monarch’s triumphs arc descried; 
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Confused, and wildly huddled to the eye, 

The beggar's pouch and princels purple lie; 

Dim lamps with sickly rays scarce seem to glow ; 

Sighs heave in mour^ul moans, and tears o'erflow ; 
Restless Anxiety, forlorn Despair, 

And all the faded family of Care ; 

Old mouldering urns, racks, daggers, and distress. 
Make up the frightful horror of the place. 

Within its dreadful jaws those furies wait. 

Which execute the harsh decrees of Fate. 

Febris is first : the hag relentless hears 
The virgin’s sighs, and sees the infant’s tears. 

In her parch’d eyeballs fiery meteors reign ; 

And restless ferments revel in each vein. 

Then Hydrops next appears amongst the throng ; 
Bloated, and big, she slowly sails along. 

But, like a miser, in excess she *s poor. 

And pines for thirst amidst her watery store. 

Now loathsome Lepra, that ofiTexisive sprite. 

With foul eruptions stain’d, offends the sight ; 

Still deaf to Beauty’s soft persuading power ; 

Nor can bright Hebe’s charms her bloom secure. 

Whilst meagre Pthisis gives a silent blow, 

Her strokes are sure, but her advances slow : 

No loud alarms, nor fierce assaults, are shown : 

She starves the fortress first, then takes the town. 
Behind stood crowds of much inferior fame, 

Too numerous to repeat, too foul to name ; 

The vassals of their monarch’s tyranny, 

Who, at his nod, on fatal errands fly. ^ 

Ft om The Dtsjtemary : Canto /V. 


TO THE DUKE OF MAIILBOUOUOH, ON HIS VOLUNTAUY 
BANISHMENT. 

Go, mighty prince, and those great nations see, 
Which thy victorious arms before made free ; 

View that famed column, where thy name engia\ed 
Shall tell their children who their empire saved ; 

Point out that marble where thy worth is shown, 

To every grateful country but fiiy own. 

O censure undeserved ! unequal fate ! 

Which strove to lessen him who made her great : 
Which, pamper’d with success and rich in fame, 
Bxtoll’d his conquests, but condemn’d his name. 
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But virtue is a crime when placed on high. 
Though all the fault’s in the beholder’s eye ; 

Yet he, untouch’d, as in the heat of wars, 

Flies ttom no danger but domestic jars, 

Smiles at the dart which angry Envy shakes, 
And only fears for Her whom he forsakes : 

He grieves to find the course of virtue cross’d. 
Blushing to see our blood no better lost ; 
Disdains in factious parties to contend, 

And proves in absence most Britannia’s friend. 

So the great Scipio of old, to shun 

That glorious envy which his arms had won. 

Far from his dear, ungrateful Rome retired. 
Prepared, whene’er his country’s cause required, 
To shine in peace or war, and be again admired. 


ON THE STATUE OF QUEEN ANNE IN ST. PAUL’S CHURCHYARD. 

Near the vast bulk of that stupendous frame, 

Known by the Gentiles’ great apostle’s name ; 

With grace divine, great Anna’s seen to rise. 

An awful form that glads a nation’s eyes ; 

Beneath her feet four mighty realms appear, 

And with due reverence pay their homage there : 

Britain and Ireland seem to own her grace, 

And even wild India wears a smiling face. 

But France alone with downcast eyes is seen, 

The sad attendant of so good a Queen : 

Ungrateful country ! to forget so soon, 

All that great Anna for thy sake has done : 

When sworn the kind defender of thy cause, 

Spite of her dear religion, spite of laws, 

For thee she sheath’d the terrors of her swonl. 

For thee she broke her General — and her wovfl : 

For thee her mind in doubtful terms she told. 

And learn’d to speak like oracles of old. 

For thee, for thee alone, what could she more? 

She lost the honour she had gain’d before; 

Lost all the trophies which her arms had won 
^uch CsBsar never knew, nor Philip’s son) ; 

Resign’d the glories of a ten years* reign, 

And such as none but Marlborough’s arm could gain. 
For thee in annals she ’s content to shine, 

Like other monarchs of the Stuart line. 
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Tflii eminent literary penonece. wboM neme oecnry lo frequently in the 
memoirs of the wits of the eighteenth century, wu bora In 1686. Although bis 
drcumitances were comparatlrely uurrow, hts life end meens were deroted 
to the petrcmage of unfortunete genius, end the promotion of schemes of public 
bmevolence, end he seems to hcTc enjoyed the esteem of ell his contemporaries 
except Pope, who meenly libelled him, end then es meenly epologised. After 
e life of honour and usefulnesB, he died in 1760. 


ALEXIS; on, POPE. 

Tuneful Alexis, on the Thames' fair side, 

The ladies* plaything, and the Muses’ pride ; 

With merit popular, with wit polite ; 

Easy tliough vain ; and elegant though light ; 
Desiring and deserving others* praise, 

Poorly accepts a fame he ne’er repays; 

Unborn to cherish, sneakingly approves, 

And wants the soul to spread the worth he loves. 
This, to the juniors of his tribe, gave pain, 

For mean minds praise but to be praised again. 
Henceforth, renouncing an ungracious Baal, 

His altars smoke not, and their offerings fail : 

The heat his scorn had raised, his pride inflamed, 
Till what they worshipp’d first they next defamed. 


VERSES WRITI'EN WHEN ALONE IN AN INN 
AT SOUTliAMiaON. 

Twenty lost years have stolen their hours away, 
Since in this inn, even in this room, I lay : 

How changed ! what then was rapture, fire, and air. 
Seems now sad silence all and bla^ despair ! 

Is it that youth paints every view too bright, 

And, life advancing, fancy fades her light ? 

Ah, no ! — nor yet is day so far declined. 

Nor can time’s creeping coldness reach the mind. 

*Tis that 1 miss Ui’ inspirer of that youtli ; 

Her, whose soft smile was love, whose soul was truth. 
Her, from whose pain I never wish’d relief, 

And for whose pleasure I could smile at grief. 
Prospects that, view’d with her, inspired before, 

Now seen without her can delight no more. 
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Death SDatcb’d my joys, by cutting off her share, 

But left her griefs to multiply my care. 

Pensive and cold this room in each changed part 
I view, and, shock'd, from every object start : 

There hung the watch, that, beating hours from day, 
Told its sweet owner's lessening life away. 

There her dear diamond taught the sash my name ; 

'Tis gone ! frail image of love, life, and fame. 

That glass she dress'd at, keeps her form no more ; 
Not one dear footstep tunes th’ unconscious floor. 
There sat she— yet those chairs no sense retain, 

And busy recollection smarts in vain. 

Sullen and dim, what faded scenes are here ! 

I wonder, and retract a starting tear ; 

Gaze in attentive doubt— with anguish swell. 

And o'er and o’er on each weigh'd object dwell : 

Then to the window rush, gay views invite, 

And tempt idea to permit delight ; 

But unimpressive, all in sorrow drown’d, 

One void forgetful desert glooms around. 

Oh life !-^eceitful lure of lost desires ! 

How short thy period, yet how fierce thy fires ! 

Scarce can a passion start (we change so fast), 

Ere new lights strike us, and the old are past. 

Schemes following schemes, so long life’s taste explore, 
That ere we learn to live, we live no more. 

Who then can think — yet sigh, to part with breath, 

Or shun the healing hand of friendly death ? 

Guilt, penitence, and wrongs, and pain, and strife, 
Form the whole heap’d amount, thou flatterer, life ! 

Is it for this, that toss’d 'twixt hope and fear, 

Peace, by new shipwrecks, numbers each new year ? 

Oh take me, death ! indulge desired repose, 

And draw thy silent curtain round my woes. 

Yet hold — one tender pang revokes that pray'r, 

Still there remains one claim to tax my care. 

Gone though she is, she left her soul behind. 

In four dear transcripts of her copied mind. 

They chain me down to life, new task supply. 

And leave me not at leisure yet to die ! 

Busied for them I yet forego release, 

And teach my wearied heart to wait for peace. 

But when their day breaks broad, I welcome night. 
Smile at discharge from care, and shut out light. 
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TROaCAS WARTOK. 


, THOMAi Wabton, uanally called the E9dert to diattairutih him ftom hli more 
lllostriooe ion, was bom In 1687. He mu educated at Miffdalen College. Oa. 
ford, and on taking orden became tiear of Baaingitoke and Cobham. Such 
waa hii reputation for taitc and erltleal tttoellence, that he iraa twice Choeen 
Profonor of Poetry. He died in 1745. 


AN AMERICAN LOVE ODE. 

Stay, stay, thou lovely, fearful snake, 
Nor hide thee in yon darksome brake ; 
But let me oft thy charms review, 

Thy glittering scales, and golden hue ; 
From these a chaplet shall be wove, 
To grace the youth I dearest love. 

Then ages hence, when thou no more, 
Shalt qreep along the sunny shore, 
Thy copied beauties shall be seen ; 
Thy red and azure mix’d with green, 
In mimic folds thou shalt display : — 
Stay, lovely, fearful adder, stay. 


VERSES WRITTEN AFTER SEEING WINDSOR CASTLE. 

From beauteous Windsor’s high and storied halls, 
Where Edward’s chiefs start from the glowing walls, 
To my low cot, from ivory beds of state, 

Pleased I return, unenvious of the great. 

So the bee ranges o’er the varied scenes 
Of corn, of heaths, of fallows, and of greens, 

Pervades the thicket, soars above the hill. 

Or murmurs to the meadow’s murmuring rill ; 

Now haunts old hollow’d oaks, deserted cells, 

Now seeks the low vale-lily’s silver bells ; 

Sips the warm fragrance of the greenhouse bowers, 
And tastes the myrtle and the citron flowers ; 

At length returning to the wonted comb, 

PreftTs to all his little straw-built home. 
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aETIREMENT. AN ODEL 

On beds of daisies idly laid. 

The willow waving- o’er my head. 

Now morning, on the bending stem. 
Hangs the round and glittering gem ; 
Lull’d by the lapse of yonder spring, 

Of Nature’s various charms I sing : 
Ambition, pride, and pomp, adieu, 

For what has joy to do with you ? 

Joy, rose-lipt dryad, loves to dwell 
In sunny field or mossy cell ; 

Delights on echoing hUls to hear 
The reaper’s song, or lowing steer ; 

Or view, with tenfold plenty spread, 

The crowded com-ficld, blooming mead ; 
Wliile beauty, health, and innocence. 
Transport the eye, the soul, the sense. 

Not fresco’d roofs, not beds of state, 

Not guards that round a monarch wait ; 
Not crowds of fiatlerers can scare, 

From loftiest courts, intruding Care. 

’Midst odours, splendours, banquets, wine. 
While minstrels sound, w^hile tapers shine. 
In sable stole sad Care will come. 

And darken the sad drawing-room. 

Nymphs of the groves, in green array’d, 
Conduct me to your thickest shade ; 

Deep in the bosom of tbe vale. 

Where haunts the lonesome nightingale ; 
Where Contemplation, maid divine. 

Leans against some aged pine. 

Wrapt in solemn thought profound. 

Her eyes fix’d stedfast on the ground. 

Oh, virtue’s nurse, retired queen. 

By saints alone and hermits seen. 

Beyond vain mortal wishes wise. 

Teach me St. James’s to despise ; 

For what are crowded courts, but schools 
For fops, or hospitals for fools ; 

Where slaves and madmen, young and old, 
Meet to adore some calf of gold ? 
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'WlLI.IAM 60M£aVII.E. 


Thu ardent lerer and eloquent euloflat of field qwru, iraa bora in 1092/and 
poMeaied a patrlnwnial ettate in Wanvicluhlre^ worth 1,600{. per annum. He 
was educated at 'Winchester, and lubeequently at New College, Oxfierd} after 
which he lettled upon his property, and distinguished himself as a skiUhl and 
enthusiastic sportsman. Unfortunately, howerer, hit eaertiona in the field were 
followed by excesses at the table, and hia fortune was at length wasted by a 
course of reckless hospitality. This loss, and the embarraasmenu that ensued, 
only drove him more deeply into fatal habits of Intemperance, by which his 
misery was completed, and his end accelerated. He died in 1743. Although 
he wrote several poems, distinguished for wit and elegance, they are almost 
forgotten in the superior merits of The Chase, which was written when age had 
matured his mind, and practice impioved hia versification. 


HARE HUNTING. 

Hail, gentle dawn ! mild blushing goddess, haii ! 
Rejoiced I see thy purple mantle spread 
O'er halt* the skies, gems pave thy radiant way, 

And orient pearls from every shrub depend. 
Farewell, Cleora ; here deep sunk in down 
Slumber secure, 'with happy dreams amused, 

Till grateful steams shall tempt thee to receive 
Thy early meal; or thy officious maids, 

Thy toilet placed, shall urge thee to perfdrm 
Th’ important work. Me other joys invite ; 

The horn sonorous calls, the pack awaked 
Their matins chant, nor brook my long delay. 

My courser hears their voice ; sec there, with ears. 
And tail erect, neighing he paws the ground ; 

Fierce rapture kindles in bis reddening eyes, 

And boils in every vein. As captive boys 
Cow'd by the ruling rod and haughty frowns 
Of pedagogues severe, from their hard tasks 
If once dismiss'd, no limits can contain 
The tumult raised within their little breasts, 

But give a loose to all their frolic play : 

So from their kennel rush tlie joyous pack ; 

A thousand wanton gaieties express 
Their inward ecstacy, their pleasing sport 
Once more indulged, and liberty restored. 

The rising sun, that o'er th’ horizon peeps, 

As many colours from their glossy skins 
Beaming reflects, as paint the various bow 
When April showers descend. Delightful scene ! 
Where all around is gay, men, horses, dogs, 
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And in each smiling countenance appears 
Fresh blooming health, and universal joy. 

Huntsman, lead on ! behind, the clustering pack 
Submiss attend, hear with respect tliy whip 
Loud clanging, and thy harsher voice obey : 

Spare not the straggling cur that wildly roves ; 

But let thy brisk assistant on his back 
Imprint thy just resentments; let each lash 
Bite to the quick, till howling he return. 

And whining creep amid the trembling crowd. 

Here on this verdant spot, w here Nature kind 
With double blessings crowns the farmer’s hopes; 
Where flowers autumnal spring, and the rank mead 
AflTords the wandering hares a rich repast ; 

Throw off* thy ready pack. See, where they spread. 
And range around, and dash the glittering dew. 

If some staunch hound, with his authentic voice, 
Avow the recent trail, the justling tribe 
Attend his call, then with one mutual cry, 

The welcome news conflrm, and echoing hills 
Repeat the pleasing tale. See how tliey thread 
The brakes, and up yon furrow drive along! 

But quick they back recoil, and wisely check 
Their eager haste ; tlien o’er the fallow’d ground 
How leisurely they work, and many a pause 
Th* harmonious concert breaks ; till more assured 
With joy redoubled the low valleys ring. 

AVliat artful labyrinths perplex tlieir way ! 

Ah ! there she lies ; how close t she pants, she doubts 
If now she lives ; she trembles as she sits, 

With horror seized. The wither'd grass that clings 
Around her head, of the same russet hue 
Almost deceived my sight, had not her eyes 
With life full beaming her vain wiles betray’d. 

At distance draw thy pack, let all be hush’d, 

No clamour loud, no frantic joy, be heard, 

Lest the wild hound run gadding o'er the plaiji 
Untractable, nor hear thy chiding voice. 

Now gently put her off* ; see how direct 

To her known mew she flies 1 Here, huntsman, bring 

(But without hurry) all thy jolly hounds. 

And calmly lay them in. How low they stoop. 

And seem to plough the ground! then all at once 
With greedy nostrils snuff* the fuming steam 
That glads their fluttering hearts. As winds let loose 
From the dark caverns of the blustering god, 

They hurst away, and sweep tJie dewy lawn. 
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Hope gives them wings while she *8 8purr*d on by fear. 
The welkin rings; men, dogs, hills, rocks, and woods. 
In the full concert join. Now, my brave youths, 
Stripp’d for the chase, give all your souls to joy ! 

See how their coursers, than the mountain roe 
More fleet, the verdant carpet skim, thick clouds 
Snorting they breathe, their shining hoofs scarce print 
The grass unbruised ; with emulation fired 
They strain to lead the field, top the barr’d gate. 

O'er the deep ditch exulting bound, and brush 
The Ihorny-twining hedge : The riders bend 
O’er their arch’d necks; with steady hands, by tu 
Indulge their speed, or moderate their rage. 

Where are their sorrows, disappointments, wrongs, 
Vexations, sickness, cares? All, all are gone. 

And with the panting winds lag far behind. 

Huntsman ! her gait observe ; if in wide rings ‘ 

She wh<*el her mazy way, in the same rtmnd 
Persisting still, she'll foil the beaten track. 

But if slie ily, and with the fa\o\iriiig wind 
Urge her bold course, less intricate thy task ; 

Push on thy jiaok. Bike some poor exiled wretch. 

The frighted chase leaves her late dear abodes ; 

O’er plains remote she stretches fai away, 

Ah ! Tic’\'cr to r<',turii ! For gree.dy Death 
Hovering exults, secure to seize his prey. 

Hark ! from yon covert, where those towering oaks 
Above the humble copse aspiring rise, 

What glorious triumphs burst in every gahi 
Upon our ravisli'd ears ! The hunters shout, 

The clanging horns swell their sweet -winding notes, 
The pack wide opening load the trembling air 
With various melody ; from tree to tree 
The propagated cry redoubling bounds. 

And winged zephyrs waft the floating joy 
Through all the regions near; afflictive birch 
No more the schoolboy dreads, his prison broke, 
Scampering he flics, nor heeds his master’s call ; 

The weary traveller forgets his road, 

And climbs th’ adjacent hill ; the ploughman leaves 
Th’ untinish’d furrow ; nor his bleating flocks 
Are now the shepherd’s joy ! men, boys, and girls. 
Desert th’ unpeopled village; and wild crowds 
Spread o’er the plain, by the sweet frenzy seized. 

Jjouk, how she pants ! and o’er yon opening glade 
Sli])s glancing by ! while, at the farther end. 

The puzzling pack unravel wile by wile, 
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Maze within maze. The covert’s utmost bound 
Slyly she skirts ; behind them cautious creeps, 
And in that very track so lately stain’d 
By all the steaming crowd, seems to pursue 
The foe she flies. Let cavillers deny 
That brutes have reason; sure ’tis something more 
’Tis Heaven directs, and stratagems inspires 
Beyond the short extent of human thought. 

But hold— I see her from the covert break ; 

Sad on yon little eminence she sits ; 

Intent she listens with one ear erect, 

Pondering, and doubtful what new course to take. 
And how t’ escape the fierce blood-thirsty crew, 
That still urge on, and still in volleys loud 
Insult her woes, and mock her sore distress. 

As now in louder peals the loaded winds 
Bring on the gathering storm, her fears prevail, 
And o'er the plain, and o’er the mountain’s ridge. 
Away she flies ; nor ships with wind and tide. 

And all their canvas wings, scud half so fast. 

Once more, ye jovial train, your courage try. 

And each clean courser’s speed. We scour along. 
In pleasing hurry and confusion tost ; 

Oblivion to be wish'd. The patient pack 
Hang on the scent unwearied, up they climb. 

And ardent we pursue ; our labouring steeds 
We press, we gore ; till once the summit gain’d, 
Painfully panting, there we breathe a while ; 

Then, like a foaming torrent, pouring down 
Precipitant, wc smoko along the vale. 

Happy the man who, with unri vail'd speed, 

Can pass his fellows, and with pleasure view 
The struggling pack ; how in the rapid course 
Alternate they preside, and jostling push 
To guide the dubious scent; how giddy youth 
Oft babbling errs, by wiser age reproved ; 

How, niggard of his strength, the wise old hound 
Hangs in the rear, till some important point 
Rouse all his diligence, or till the chase 
Sinking he finds: then to the head he s]>rings 
With thirst of glory fired, and wins the prize. 
Huntsman, take heed ; they stop in full career. 

Yon crowding flocks, that at a distance gaze, 

Have haply foil’d the turf. Sec! that old hound. 
How busily he works, but dares not trust 
His doubtful sense ; draw yet a wider ring. 

Hark f now again the chorus fills. As bells, 
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Sally'd a while, at once their peal renew, 

And high in air the tuneful thunder rolls. 

See, how they tdSs, with animated rage 
Recovering all they lost ! — That eager haste 
Some doubling wile foreshows. — Ah! yet once more 
They're check’d, — hold back with speed — on either hand 
They flourish round— ev’n yet persist — 'Tis right, 

Away they spring ; the rustling stubbles bend 
Beneath the driving storm. Now the poor chase 
Begins to flag, to her last shifts reduced. 

From brake to brake she flies, and visits all 

Her well-known haunts, where once she ranged secure, 

With love and plenty blest. See ! there she goes. 

She reels along, and by her gait betrays 

Her inward weakness. See, how black she looks ! 

The sweat , that clogs th* obstructed pores, scarce leaves 
A languid scent. And now iii open view 
See, see, she flies! each eager hound exerts 
His utmost speed, and stretches vyery nerve. 

How quick she turns ; their gaping jaws eludes, 

And yet a moment lives ; till, rouinl enclosed 
By all the greedy pack, with infant screams 
She yields her breath, and there reluctant dies. 

Ftont ’Hit L'httkc 
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Tiii» poet, who 18 not ffcnerally known, and to whom Johnson churlishly 
refused a plare among the British poets, was horn, it is supposed, in London, in 
lf!9G. As hiB parentN ^ere Dissenters, they f^ducated their son with the strictest 
rigour of their sect, and, in consequence ol thin luJudicious austerity, he no 
sooner entered the world than he threw himseli loose from religious belief, and 
became a free-thinker. He obtained a place in the Custom House, which 
ensured him a fixed and comfortable salary; but he was a martyr to low spirits, 
to obtain relief from which he composed Ids poem The Spleen th" best of his 
productions. His poems were not published till after his death, which occurred 
in 1737 


REMEDIES FOR THE SPLEEN. 

Hunting I reckon very good 
To brace the ner^cs, and stir the blood : 

But after no field honours itch, 

Achieved by leaping hedge and ditch. 

While Spleen lies soft relax'd in bed, 

Or o'er coal fires inclines the head, 

Hygeia's sons, with hound and horn, 

And jovial cry, awake the morn. 

These see her from the dusky plight, 
Smear’d by th’ embraces of the night, 

With roral wash redeem her face, 

And prove herself of Titan’s race ; 

And, mounting in loose robes the skies, 
Shed light and fragrance as she flies. 

Then horse and hound flerce joy display, 
Exulting at the havk-away. 

And in pursuit o’er tainted ground 
From lungs robust field notes resound. 
Then, as St. George the dragon slew. 

Spleen pierced, trod down, and dying, view; 
While all their spirits are on wing. 

And w'oods, and hills, and valleys, ring. 

To cure the mind’s wrong bias, Spleen, 
Some recommend the bowling-green ; 

Some, hilly walks ; all, exercise ; 

Fling but a stone, the giant dies ; 

Laugh and be well. Monkeys have been 
Extreme good doctors for the spleen ; 

And kitten, if the humour bit, 

Has harlequin’d away the fit. 

Since mirth is good in this behalf. 

At some partic’lars let us laugh. 
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Witlings, brisk fools, cursed with half sense. 
That stimulates their impotence ; 

Who buzz in rhyme, and, like blind flies, 

Krr with their wings for want of eyes : 

Poor authors worshipping a calf, 

Deep tragedies that make us laugh, 

A strict dissenter saying grace, 

A lecturer preaching for a place. 

Folks, things prophetic to dispense, 

Making the past the future tense, 

Tlie popish dubbing of a priest. 

Fine epitaphs on knaves deceased, 
Green-apron’d Pythonissa’s rage, 

Great j^sculapius on his stage, 

A miser starving to be rich. 

The prior of Newgate’s dying speech, 

A jointured widow’s ritual state. 

Two Jews disputing tete a tete, 

New almanacks c(»mposcd by seers. 
Experiments on felons’ ears. 

Disdainful prudes, who ceaseless ply 
The superb muscle of the eye, 

A coquet’s April-weather face, 

A Queeiib’ rough mayor behind his mace. 

And fops in military show. 

Arc Bov’reign for the case in view. 

If spleen-fogs rise at close of day, 

I clear my ev'nirig with a play. 

Or to some concert take my way : 

The company, the shine of lights, 

The scenes of humour, music’s flights. 

Adjust and set the soul to rights. 

Life’s moving pictures, well-wrought plays. 
To others’ grief attention raise : 

Here, while the tragic fictions glow. 

We borrow joy by pitying woe ; 

There gaily comic scenes delight. 

And hold true mirrors to our sight. 

Virtue, in charming dress array’d. 

Calling the passions to her aid, 

When moral scenes just actions join, 

Takes shape, and sliows her face divine. 

Music has charms, we all may find. 
Ingratiate deeply with the mind. 



ORISKN. 


271 


When art does sound’s high power advance, 
To music^’s pipe: the passions dance ; 

Motions unwiird its powers have shown, 
Tarantulatod by a tune. 

Many liave held the soul to he 
Nearly allied to harmony. 

Her have 1 known indulging grief, 

And shunning company’s relief. 

Unveil her face, and looking round, 

Own, by neglecting sorrow’s wound. 

The consanguinity of sound. 

In rainy days keep double guard, 

Or Spleen will surely be too hard ; 

Which, like those fish by sailors met. 

Fly highest, while their wings arc wet. 

In such dull weather, so unht 
To enterprise a woik of wit. 

When clouds one yard of azure sky, 

That *8 fit for simile, deny, 

I dress my face with studious looks, 

And shorten tedious hours with books. 

But if dull fogs invade tlie head, 

That mem’ry minds not what is read, 

I sit in window dry as ark, 

And on the drowning world remark : 

Or to some coffee-house I stray 
For news, the manna of a day, 

And from the hipp’d discourses gather, 

That politicos go by tlie weather ; 

Then seek good-humour’d tavern chums. 
And play at cards, but for small sums ; 

Or with the merry fellows quaff, 

And laugh aloud with them that laugh ; 

Or drink a joco-serious cup 

W'ith souls who ’vc took their freedom up, 

And let my mind, beguiled by talk, 

In Epicurus’ garden walk, 

W'ho thought it hcav’n to be serene ; 

Pain, hell, and purgatory — spleen. 

Sometimes I dress, with women sit, 

And chat awav the gloomy fit ; 

Quit the stiff garb of serious sense, 

And wear a gay imj^crtinence. 

Nor think nor speak with any pains, 

But lay on fancy’s neck the reins. 


From Tkr Sj>leen 
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Imagination has in^outc^l fi'w tales uf atuore nnuumful intere«t than the real 
history of this talented and must unfortunate t'enius. He was bom in January, 
1G9H; but even before he saw the light his misfortunes rommenced, by the 
public avonni of his mother, the Countess of Macclesfield, who voluntarily con. 
fessed hcrseli guilty of adultery, and that the expected child was begotten by 
the Earl Rivers. It would have been well if the shameless woman had stopped 
here ; but not contented with thus depriving tier unhappy child of wealth and 
rank, she abandoned him to obscurity and neglect, aspersed his character, cm. 
bittored his enemies against him, and eTen ond«>iivnured to procure his death 
upon the gallows. But who, after the admirable life of Savage by his friend 
Johnson, would attempt the same subject f After a strange career of iinprovi. 
dence, suffering, and misfortune, he died on the Slst of July, 1743, in Newgate 
prison, where he had been confined for a paltry debt 


SUFFERIN(5 WORTH. 

O Thou, who form’d, who raised the poet’s art, 
(Voice of thy will !) unerring force impart ! 

If wailing worth can generous warmth cxeitc, 

If verse can gild instruction with delight, 

Inspire his honest Muse with orient flame, 

To rise, to dare, to reach the noblest aim ! 

But, O my friend ! mysterious is our fate ! 

Hoav mean his fortune, though his mind elate ; 
jEiieas-like he passes through the crowd, 
Unsought, unseen beneath misfortune’s cloud; 

Or seen with slight regard : Upraised his name : 
His after-honour, and our after-shame. 

The doom’d desert, to Avarice stands confess’d ; 
Her eyes averted are, and steel’d her breast. 

Knvy asquint the future wonder eyes : 

Hold Insult, pointing, hoots him as he flies ; 

"While coward Censure, skill’d in darker ways, 
Hints sure detraction in dissembled praise. 
Hunger, thirst, nakedness, there grievous fall ; 
Unjust derision too! — that tongue of gall! 

Slow comes relief, with no mild charms endued. 
Usher’d by pride, and by reproach pursued. 
Forced pity meets him with a cold respect. 
Unkind as scorn, ungenerous as neglect. 

Yet, suffering Worth ! thy fortitude will shine: 
Thy foes are Virtue’s, and her friends are thine ! 
Patience is thine, and peace thy days shall crown ; 
Thy treasure prudence, and thy claim renown : 
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Myriads, unborn, shall mourn thy hapless fate, 

And myriads grow, by thy example, great ! 

From The Wanderer : Canto III 


AOVAKTAGES OF ADVERSITY. 

I know thy soul believes, 

’Tis hard vice triumphs, and that virtue grieves ; 

Yet oft affliction purifies the mind. 

Kind benefits oft flow from means unkind. 

Were the whole known, that we uncouth suppose, 
Doubtless, would beauteous symmetiy disclose. 

The naked cliff, that singly rough remains, 

In prospect dignifies the fertile plains ; 

Lead-colour’d clouds, in scattering fragments seen. 
Show, though in broken views, the blue serene. 

Severe distresses industry inspire ; 

Thus captives oft excelling arts acquire. 

And boldly struggle through a state of shame, 

To life, ease, plenty, liberty, and fame. 

Sword-law has often Europe’s balance gain’d, 

.\nd one red victory years of peace niaiiitain’d. 

Wc j)ass through want to wealth, through dismal strife 
To calm content, through death to endless life. 

Libya thou nam’st — Let Afric’s wastes appear 
Curst by those heats that fructify the year ; 

Yet the same suns her orange-groves befriend, 

Where clustering globes in shining rows depend. 

Here, wlien fierce beams o'er withering plants are roll’d. 
There, the green fruit seems ripen’d into gold. 

Ev’n scenes that strike with terrible surprise, 

Still prove a God, just, merciful, and wise* 

Sad wintery blasts, that strip the autumn, bring 
The milder beauties of a flowery spring 
Yc sulphurous fires in jaggy lightnings break! 

Ye thunders rattle, and ye nations shake ! 

Ye storms of riving flame the forest tear! 

Deep crack the rocks! rent trees be whirl’d in air; 

Reft at a stroke, some stately fane wc ’ll mourn ; 

Her tombs wide shatter’d, and her dead up-torn ; 

Were noxious spirits not from caverns drawn. 

Rack'd earth would soon in gulfs enormous yawn : 

Then all were lost ! — Or would we floating view 
The baleful cloud, there would destruction brew ; 

Plague, fever, frenzy, close-engendering lie, 

Till these rt^d ruptures clear the sullied sky. 

Frmn The Wanderct . Cnnto V 
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SAVAGE ON HIS MISFORTUNES, AND THE QUEEN S KINDNESS. 

Thus unprophetic, lately misinspired, 

I sung : Gay fluttering hope my fancy &ed ; 

Inly secure, through conscious scorn of ill. 

Nor taught by wisdom, how to balance will; 

Rashly deceived, 1 saw no pits to shun. 

But thought to purpose and to act were one ; 
Heedless what pointed cares pervert his way, 

Whom caution arms not, and whom woes betray ; 

But now, exposed, and shrinking from distress, 

I fly to shelter, while the tempests press ; 

My Muse to grief resigns the varying tone, 

The raptures languish, and the numbers groan. 

O memory ! thou soul of joy and pain ! 

Thou actor of our passions o’er again ! 

'Why dost thou aggravate the wretch’s woe ? 

Why add continuous smart to every blow ? 

Few are my joys ; alas ! how soon forgot ! 

On that kind quarter thou invad’st me not : 

While sharp and numberless my sorrows fall ; 

Yet thou repeat’st, and multiply’st them all. 

O fate of late repentance ! always vain : 

Thy remedies but lull undying pain. 

Where shall my hope And rest? — No mother's caie 
Shielded my infant innocence with prayer : 

No father's guardian hand my youth maintaiird. 

Call’d forth my virtues, or from vice restrain’d , 

Is it not thine to snatch some powerful arm, 

First to advance, then screen from future harm?* 

Am I return’d from death, to live in pain ? 

Or would imperial pity save in vain ? 

Pistrust it not-^what blame can mercy And, 

Which gives at once a life, and rears a mind ? 

Mother, miscaird, farewell — of soul severe, 

This sad rejection yet may force one tear : 

All I was 'i^etohed by to you I owed. 

Alone from strangers every comfort flow’d. 

Lost to the life you gave, ^ur eion no more. 

And now adopted, who Was doom’d before, 

New-born, I may a nobler mother claim, . 

But date not whisper her immortal nune ; 

Supremely lovely, and serenely great 1 
Majestic Mother of a kneeling State ! 

Queen of a People’s heiut, who ne’er before 
Agreed — yet now wHh bnc consent ado^ra ! 
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One content yet remains in this desire, 

Who most shall give applause, where all admire. 

From The Bcnitani 


POLITIC AI- IN DEPEND I:NCK OF THE POET. 

Be posts disposed at will ! — have, for these. 

No gold to plead, no impudence to teaze. 

All secret service from my soul I hate ; 

All dark intrigues of pleasure, or of state. 

1 have no power election votes to gain ; 

No will to hackney out polemic strain ; 

To shape, as time shall serve, my verse, or prose. 

To Hatter thence, nor slur, a courtier’s foes ; 

Nor him to daub with praise, if I prevail ; 

Nor shock’d by him with libels to assail. 

W'here these arc not, what claim to me belongs? 
Though mine the muse and virtue, birth and wrongs. 

Where lives the statesman, so in honour clear, 

I’o give where he has nought to hope, nor fear? 

No! — there to seek, is but to iind fresh pain : 

The promise broke, renew’d, and broke again ; 

To be, as humour deigns, received, refused ; 

By turns affronted, and by turns amused ; 

To lose that lime which worthier thoughts require ; 

To lose the health which should those thoughts inspire ; 
To still* ve a hope ; or, like cameleons, fare 
On ministerial faith, which means but air. 

From The Poet’s Dependence an a 5t€desman, 
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WILLIAM CRAWFUiUJ. 


Tn» amiable author, whose works are little known in England, was bom. It 
is supposed, about the year 1700. He was a merchant in the city of Gla.sgow, 
and Hided Ilamsuy in his culloclion of Scottish poems, entitled. The Tea Table 
Miscolluny. Hix Lyrics, and ospocially his song of Tweedside, have been fre- 
quently admired, while the name of the author has boon forgotten. His per- 
sonal history is very obscure, as well as the circumstances of bis death, and it 
has been alleged, although there Is no sufficient proof of the fact, that he was 
drowned while crossing from France to Scotland. The year of his death is 
uncertain. 


THE BUSH ADOON TRAQUAlll. 


Hear me, yo nymphb, and every swain, 
I’ll tell how Peggy grieves me ; 

Though, thus I languish, thus complain, 
Alas ! she ne’er believes me ; 

My vows and sighs, like silent air, 
Unheeded never move her ; 

At the bonny bush aboon Traquair, 
’Twas there I first did love her. 

That day she smiled, and made me glad, 
No maid seem’d ever kinder ; 

1 thought myself the luckiest lad, 

So sweetly there to find her. 

1 ti'icd to soothe my amorous fiame 
111 words that I thought tender ; 

If more there pass’d, I’m not to blame, 

I meant not to offend her. 

Yet now she scornful fiees the plain, 

The fields we then frequented ; 

If e’er we meet, she shows disdain. 

She looks as ne’er acquainted. 

The bonny bush bloom’d fair in May, 

Its sweets I’ll aye remember ; 

But now her frowns make it decay. 

It fades as in December. 

Ye rural powers who hear my strains, 
Why thus should Peggy grieve me ? 

Oh ! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her smiles relieve me. 

If not, my love will turn despair. 

My passion no more tender; 
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I’ll leave the bush abuoii Traquair^ 
To lonely wilds I’ll wander. 


TWEEDSIDE. 

What beauties does Flora disclose ! 

How sweet are her smOes upon Tweed ! 
Yet Mary's, still sweeter than those, 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 

Nor daisy, nor sweet-blushing rose. 

Not all the gay flowers of the field. 

Not Tweed gliding gently through those. 
Such beauty and pleasure does yield. 

The warblers are heard in the grove, 

The linnet, the lark, and the thrusli, 
The blackbird, and sweet-cooing dove, 
With music enchant every bush. 

Come, let us go forth to the mead, 

Let us see how the primroses spring; 
We'll lodge in some village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks sing. 

How does my love pass the long day? 

Does Mary not tend a few sheep? 

Do they never carelessly stray, 

While happily she lies asleep? 

Tweed’s murmurs should lull her to rest; 

Kind nature indulging my bliss. 

To relieve the soft pains of my breast, 

I'd steal an ambrosial kiss. 

’Tis she does the virgins excel, 

No beauty with her may compare ; 
Love’s graces around her do dwell ; 

She’s fairest where thousands are fair. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks stray, 

Oh ! tell me at noon where they feed ; 
Shall I seek them on smooth-winding Tav, 
Or the pleasanter banks of tlie Tweed ? 
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WILLIAM HAMILTON. 


William Hamilton, of Bungour, was bom of an ancient family in A>rhhire, 
Koith Britain. In 1704. Althout;li he whm of literary habiu, anil por.sehsfrt a 
tlolicale constitution, he joined the InHurKcnts in favour of the Preteiuler, in 
1745, and wrote an heroic eulogy iiiain their siutpiiih at l*rcston Pans. But when 
the cause was crashed at C'ulloden, the unfortunate bard shared largely in the 
nnsenes of the vanquished, being obliged to skulk, in the Highlands, until he 
found an opportunity of escaping into France. Ho at lengtii made his peace 
with government, and retumi'd to take posNessiuu of his family esiaie ; but an 
impaired constitution obliged him to return to the conlinent, where he died ot 
consumption in 1754 


Ah, the poor BhephertVs mournful late, 

When doom'd to lovt*, and doom’d to languish ; 

To bear the scornful fair one's hate, 

Nor dare disclose his anguish ! 

Yet eager looks and dying sighs, 

My secret soul disco\er : 

While* rapture trembling through mine eyes, 
Reveals how much 1 love her. 

The tender glance, the reddening cheek 
O'erspread with rising blushes, 

A thousand various ways they speak, 

A thousand various wishes. 

For oh! that form so heavenly fair, 

Those languid eyes so sweetly smiling. 

That artless blush and modest air, 

So fatally beguiling ! — 

The ever^’ look atid every grace. 

So charm whene'er I v icw thet* ; 

Till death o'ertake me in the chase, 

Still will my hopes pursue thee : 

Then when my tedious hours are past, 

Be this last blessing given, 

Low at thy feet to breath my last, 

And die in sight of heaven. 


FROM CONTEMPLATION, OK THE TRIUMPH OF LOVK. 

Contemplation, bafRed maid, 

Remains there yet no other aid ? 

Helpless and weary must thou yield 
To love supreme in every field ? 

Let Melancholy last engage, 

Rev'rend, hoary-mantled sage. 
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Sure, at his sable Hag's display 
Trove's idle troop \\ ill flit away ; 

And bring with liim his due compeer, 
Silence, sad, forlorn, and drear. 

Haste thee, Silence, haste and go. 

To search the gloomy world below. 

My trembling steps, O Sibyl, lead. 

Through the dominions of the dead : 

Where Care, enjoying soft repose. 

Lays down the burden of his woes ; 

Where meritorious Want no more 
Shiv'ring begs at Grandeur's door ; 
Unconscious Grandeur, seal'd his eyes. 

On the mouldering purple lies. 

In the dim and dreary round. 

Speech in eternal chains lies bound. 

And see a tomb, its gates displayed, 
Lxpands an everlasting shade. 

O ye inhabitants ! that dwell 
£ach forgotten in your cell, 

O say ! for whom of human race 
Has fate decreed this hiding-place? 

And hark ! methinks a spirit calls. 

Low winds the whisper round the walls. 

A voice the sluggish air that breaks, 

Solemn amid the silence speaks. 

Mistaken man, thou seek'st to know, 

Wliat known will but afflict with woe; 
There thy Monimia shall abide, 

Willi the jiale bridegroom rest a brifie. 

The wan assistants there shall lay, 

In weeds of death, her beauteous clay. 

O words of woe ! what do I hear ? 

What sounds invade a lover's ear ? 

Must then thy charms, my anxious care. 
The fate of vulgar beauty share ? 

Good heaven retard (for thine the power) 
The wheels of time, that roll the hour. 

Yet ah ! why swells my hreast with fears ? 
Why start the interdicted tears ? 

Love, dost thou tempt again? depart. 

Thou devil, cast out from my heart. 

Sad I forsook the feast, the ball. 

The sunny bower, and lofty hall. 

And sought the dungeon of despair; 

Yet thou overtakest me there. 
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JOHN BY ROM. 


John Byrom, a poet of tiogular^ amiable character, was bom at Korsal, in 
1691. Ho was educated at Merchant Tallora* School, after which he obtained, 
through the favour of Dr. Bentley, th4 father of the Pheebe of his paatoral, a 
fellowship at Cambridge } but as he declined to go into the church, he was 
obliged to vacate it. Afterwari^ he went to London, and supported himself by 
teaching the art of stenography, until, by the death of his elder brother, he suc- 
ceeded to the family estate, and enjoyed competence for the rest of his life He 
died in 1763. 


A PASTORAL. 


My time, O ye Muses, was happily spent. 
When Phoebe went with me wherever I went ; 
Ten thousand sweet pleasures I felt in my breast : 
Sure never fond shepherd like Colin was blest ! 
But now she is gone, and has loft me behind, 
What a marvellous change on a sudden I find ! 
When things were as fine as could possibly bo, 

I thought ’twas the Spring ; but, alas ! it was she 


ir. 

With such a companion to tend a few sheep, 

To rise up and play, or to lie down and sleep : 

I was so good-humour’d, so cheerful, and gay. 

My heart was as light as a feather all day : 

But now I so cross and so peevish am grown, 

So strangely uneasy, as never was known. 

My fair one is gone, and my joys are all drown’d, 

And my heart— I am sure it weighs more than a. pound. 

III. 

The fountain, that wont to run sweetly along. 

And dance to soft murmurs the pebbles among ; 

Thou know’st, little Cupid, if Pheebe was tliere, 

’Twas pleasure to look at, ’twas music to hear : 

But now she is absent, I walk by its side, 

And still, as it murmurs, do nothing but chide ; 

Must you be so cheerful, while I go in pain? 

Peace there with your babbling, and hear me complain. 

IV. 

My lambkins around me would oftentimes play, 

And Pheebe and 1 were as joyful as they ; 

How pleasant their sporting, how happy their time, 

When Spring, Love, and Beauty, were all in their prime , 



BTBOM. 


281 


But now, in their frolics when by me they pass, 
I fling at their fleeces a handful of grass ; 

Be still then, I ciy, for it makes me quite mad. 
To see you so merry while I am so sad. 


V. 

My dog I was ever well pleased to see 
Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me ; 

And Phoebe was pleased too, and to my dog said, 

“ Come hither, poor fellow and patted his head. 
But now, when ho *s fawning, I with a sour look 
Cry “ Sirrah ;** and give him a blow with my crook : 
And I *11 give him another ; for why should not Tray 
Be as dull as his master, when Phtebe *s away ? 


When walking with Phoebe, what sights have I seen, 
How fair was the flower, how fresh was the green ! 
Wliat a lovely appcjirance the trees and the shade, 

Tlie com fiedds and hedges, and every thing, made ! 

But now she has left me, though all are still there, 
'They none of them now so delightful appear : 

’'Fwas nought but the magic, I find, of her eyes, 

Made so many beautiful prospects arise. 


Sweet music went with us both all the wood through. 
The lark, linnet, throstle, and nightingale too : 

Winds over us whisper’d, flocks by us did bleat. 

And chirp went the grasshopper under our feet. 

But now she is absent, though still they sing on, 

The woods are but lonely, the melody ’s gone : 

Her voice in the concert, as now I liave found. 

Gave every thing else its agreeable sound. 


Rose, what is become of thy delicate hue ? 

And where is the violet's beautiful blue ? 

Does aught of its sweetness the blossom beguile ? 
That meadow, those daisies, why do they not smile ? 
Ah ! rivals, I see what it was that you drest. 

And made yourselves fine for — a place in her breast : 
You put on your colours to pleasure her eye, 

To be pluck’d by her hand, on her bosom to die. 
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IIow slowly Time creeps till my Phcebe return f 
While amidst the soft zephyr's cool breezes I burn : 
Methinks, if I knew whereabouts he would tread, 

I could breathe on his wings, and ’twould melt down the 
lead. 

Fly swifter, yc minutes, bring hither my dear. 

And rest so much lunger for't when she is here. 

Ah Colin ! old Time is full of delay, 

Nor will budge one foot faster for all thou canst say. 


X. 

Will no pitying power, that hears me complain. 

Or cure my disquiet, or soften my pain ? 

To be cured, thou must, ('olin, thy passion remo\e ; 
13ut what swain is so silly to live without lo\e? 

No, deity, bid the dear nymph to return, 

Foi ne'er mus poor shepherd so sadly forlorn. 

AJi! what shall I do? 1 shall die with despair; 

Take heed, all ye swains, how je pari w ith your fair. 
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Tail poet wu born in Scotland, about 1700. It wai auppowd that hli father 
belonged to the proscribed clan of Maegregor, and that on emigTatiDg to the 
Lowlands he changed his name to Malloch, which the poet afterwards Angll. 
cised into Mallet James became tutor to the sons of the Duke of Montrose, 
and afterwards he conducted them upon the grand tour. On returning home, 
he became a wit, courtier, and poet; was admitted into the brilliant circles of 
fashion, and the societies ot the learned and talented ; and attained distinction 
and wealth, not so much by his Intellectual merits as his dexterity In turning 
them to account. He died in April, 1765. His poems, with the exception of 
two ballads, Edwin and Emma, and William and Margaret, are now In a great 
measure forgotten. 


WII.L1AM AND MARGARET. 

’Twas at the silent, solemn hour, 

When night and morning meet ; 

In glided Margaret’s grimly ghost. 

And stood at William’s feet. 

Her face was like an April morn, 

Clad in a wintery cloud ; 

And clay-cold was her lily hand. 

That held her sable shroud. 

8o shall the fairest face appear. 

When youth and years arc ilown : 

Such is the robe that kings must wear,' 
When death has reft their crown. 

Her bloom was like the springing flower, 
’J^hat sips the silver dew ; 

The rose was budded in her cheek, 

Just opening to the view. 

But Love had, like the canker-worm, 
Consumed her early prime : 

The rose grew pale,- and left her cheek.; 
She died before her time. 

Awale ! ahe cried, thy true-love calls, 
Gome from her midnight grove ; 

Now let thy pity bear the maid. 

Thy love reflised to save. 

This IS the dumb and dreary hour, 

When injured ghosts complam; 
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MAL.L.F.T. 


When yawning graves give up their dead^ 
To haunt the faithless swain. 

Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 

Thy pledge and broken oath ! 

And give me back my maiden vow, 

And give me back my troth. 

Why did you promise love to me, 

And not that promise keep ? 

Why did you swear my eyes were bright, 
Yet leave those eyes to weep ? 

How could you say my face was fair, 

And yet that face forsake ? 

How could you win my virgin heart. 

Yet leave that lieart to break? 

Why did you say my lip was sweet, 

And made the scarlet pale ? 

And why did I, young witless maid ! 
Believe the flattering tale ? 

That face, alas ! no more is fair. 

Those lips no longer red : 

Dark arc my eyes, now closed in death, 
And every charm is fled. 

The hungi'y worm my sister is ; 

This winding-sheet I Wf,ar : 

And cold and weary lasts our night. 

Till that last morn appear. 

But, hark ! the cock has warn’d me hence 
A long and late adieu ! 

Come, see, false man, how low she lies. 
Who died for love of you. 

The lark sung loud ; the morning smiled, 
With beams of rosy red : 

Pale William quaked in every limb. 

And raving left his bed. 

H e hi ed him to the fatal place 
"Where Margaret’s body lay ; 

And stretch’d him on the green-grass turf, 
ThSt wrapp’d her breathless clay. 
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And thrice he call’d on Margaret’s name. 
And thrice he wept full sore ; 

Then laid his cheek to her cold grave. 
And word spoke never more ! 


EDWIN AND EMMA. 

Far in the windings of n vale. 

Fast by a sheltering wood. 

The safe retreat of health and peace, 

An humble cottage stood. 

There beauteous Kmina flourish'd fair. 
Beneath a mother’s eye ; 

'Whose only wish on earth was now 
To see her blest, and die. 

The softest blush that Nature spreads 
Oave colour to her cheek : 

Such orient colour smiles through hea%cn. 
When vernal mornings break. 

Nor let the pride of great ones scorn 
This charnifjr of the plains : 

That sun, who bids their diamonds bla/.e. 
To paint our lily deigns. 

Long had she fill’d each youth with love, 
Fach maiden with despair ; 

And though by all a wonder o^^ n’d. 

Yet knew not she was fair. 

Till Fdwiu came, the pride of swains, 

A soul devoid of art. ; 

And from whose eye, serenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 

A mutual flame was quickly caught : 

Was quickly too reveal’d : 

For neither bosom lodged a wish. 

That virtue keeps conceal’d. 

What happy hours of home-felt bliss 
Did love on both bestow ! 

But bliss too mighty long to last. 

Where fortune proves a foe. 
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His sister, who, like Envy form'd, 

Lrike her in mischief joy'd. 

To work them harm, with wicked skill. 
Each darker art employ’d. 

The Father too, a sordid man, 

Who love nor pity knew. 

Was all unfeeling as the clod. 

From whence Ids riches grew. 

Long had he seen their secret flame. 

And seen it long unmoved : 

Then with a father's frown at last 
Had sternly disapproved. 

In Edwin’s gentle heart, a war 
Of differing passions strove : 

His heart, that durst not disobey, 

Yet could not cease to love. 

Denied her sight, he oft behind 
The spreading hawthorn crept, 

To snatch a glance, to mark the spot 
Where Emma walk'd and wept. 

Oft too on Stanemore's wintery waste, 
Beneath the moonlight shade. 

In sighs to pour his soften'd soul. 

The midnight mourner stray’d. 

His cheek, where health with beauty glow’d, 
A deadly pale o’ercast : 

So fades the fresh rose in its prime. 

Before the northern blast. 

The parents now, with late remorse. 

Hung o'er his dying bed ; 

And wearied heaven with fruitless vows. 
And fruitless sorrows shed. 

*Ti8 past ! he cried— but if your souls 
Sweet mercy yet can move. 

Let these dim eyes once more behold, 

What they must ever love ! 

She came ; his cold hand softly touch’d, 

And bathed with many a tear : 

Fast falling o’er the primrose pale. 

So morning dews appear. 



MA1.T,KT. 


287 


But oh! his sister's jealous care, 

A cruel sister she! 

Forbade what Bmiua came to say — 

“ My Edwin, live for me!” 

Now homeward as she hopeless wept 
The churchyard path along, 

The blast blew cold, the dark owl scream’d 
Her lover’s funeral song. 

Amid the falling gloom of night, 

Her startling fancy found 

In every bush his hovering shade, 

His groan in every sound. 

Alone, appall’d, thus had she pass’d 
The visionary vale — 

\Vhen lo ! tht; death-bell smote her ear, 

Sad Bounding in the gale ! 

Just then she reach’d, with trembling step, 
Her aged mother's door— 

He ’s gone ! she cried ; and I shall see 
That angel face no more. 

I feel, I feel this breaking heart 
Beat high against my side — 

From her white arm down sunk her head ; 
She shivering sigh’d, and dit^d. 


EPITAPH ON A YOUNG LADY 

This humble grave though no proud structures grace. 
Yet Truth and Goodness sanctify the place : 

Yet blameless Virtue that adorn’d thy bloom. 
Lamented maid ! now weeps upon thy tomb. 

O 'scaped from life ! O safe on that calm shore, 
Where sin, and pain, and passion, are no more! 
What never wealth could buy, nor power decree. 
Regard and Pity, wait sincere on thee : 

LoT soft Remembrance drops a pious tear ; 

And holy Friendship stands a mourner here. 
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CRBISTOPHBB PITT. 


He WEI the ion of a phyilcian, and wai born at Blandford, in 1699. He flnt 
rocoived hii education at Winchester College* where he diitingulshed hlmielf 
by great proficiency in claiaical looming* after which he was removed to New 
College. As he studied for the Church* he was presented, in 1722, to the rectory 
of Pimpem* in Dorsetshire. Pitt was chiefly eminent as a translator, and oven 
while at college he rendered the whole of Lucian's Pharsalia into English verse. 
He afterwards translated Vida's Art of Poetry ; and* encouraged by the recep- 
tion with which it was welcomed, he in his thirtieth year commenced a trans- 
lotion of Virgil’s JEneid, which he completed to the high satisfaction of the 
literary world. Pitt died in 1748* beloved by his people on account of his ami- 
able character, as well as by society at large on account of his talents and 
learning. 


ON A SHADOW: An Ooe. 


How are deluded human kind 
By empty shows betray’d ? 

In all their hopes and schemes they find 
A nothing or a shade. 

The prospects of a truncheon cast 
The soldier on the wars ; 

Dismiss’d with shatter’d limbs at last, 
Brats, poverty, and scars. 

The fond philosophers for gain 
Will leave unturn’d no stone ; 

But though they toil with endless pain. 
They never find their own. 

By the same rock the chemists drown, 
And find no friendly hold, 

But melt their ready specie down, 

In hopes of fancied gold. 

What is the mad projector’s care ? 

In hopes elate and swelling, 

He builds his castles in the air. 

Yet wants a house to dwell in. 

At court the poor dependants fail, 

And damn their fruitless toil, 

When complimented thence to jail, 

And ruin’d with a smile. 



1»1TT, 


289 


How to philosophers will sound 
So strange a truth display'd ? 

There 's not a substance to be found, 
But every where a shade." 


FROM THE ART OF PREACHIHO. 


Some steal a page of sense from Tillotson, 

And then conclude divinely with their own. 

Like oil on water, mounts the prelate up; 

His Grace is always sure to be at top : 

That vein of mercury its l)€ams will spread, 

Aiid shine more strongly through a mine of lead. 
With such low arts your audience never bilk ; 

For who can bear a fustian lined with silk ? 
Sooner than preach such stuff, I’d walk the town, 
Without my scarf, in Whiston’s draggled gown ; 
Ply at the Chapter, and at Child’s, to read 
For pence, and bury for a groat a head. 

Some easy subject choose, within your power, 
Or you can never hold out half an hour. 

One rule observe : this Sunday split your text ; 
Preach one part now, and t’ other half the next. 
Speak, look, and move, wdth dignity and ease; 
Ijike mitred Seeker, you "11 be sure to please. 

But, if you whine like boys at country schools. 
Can you be said to study Cambray’s rules? 

Begin with care, nor, like that curate vile, 

Set out in this high prancing stumbling style, 

“ Whoever with a piercing eye can see 
Through the past records of futurity—’’ 

All gape — no meaning — the puff’d orator 
Talks much, and says just nothing for an hour. 
Truth and the text he labours to display, 

Till both are quite interpreted away : 

So frugal dames insipid water pour. 

Till green, bohea, and coffee, are no more. 

His arguments in silly circles run 
Still round and round, and end where Uiey begun: 
So the poor turn-spit, as the wheel rune round, 
The more he gains, the more he loses ground. 
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TSAAC HAWKINS BROWNE. 


This was a popt, who, like Philips, was a sort of poetical mock-bird, haying no 
tunc of his own, but roadily catching that of any other author, and upon this 
imitativencss his chief merit depends He was bom at Burton-npon-Trent, in 
ITOA. He was educated at Westminster, and subsequently at Cambridge, after 
which he studied at Lincoln’s Inn. Being howerer of Independent circumstances, 
bo did not engage In the active pursuits of the legal profession. Ho was twice 
elected member of Parliament for Wenlocke, In Shropshire, and he died In 1760. 
His chief work is entitled A Pipe of Tobacco, in which he has successfully imi- 
tated some of our principal poets. 


A PIPE OF TOBACCO. 

IMITATION I COLLEY CIBBER. A Npw Year’s One. 

RECITATIVO. 

Old Battle-array, big with horror, is fled. 

And olive-robed Peace again lifts up her head. 
Sing, ye Muses, Tobacco, the blessing of peace ; 
Was ever a nation so blessed as this ? 


When summer suns grow red with heat. 
Tobacco tempers Phoebus* ire ; 

When wintry storms around us beat, 
Tobacco cheers with gentle fire. 
Yellow autumn, youthful spring, 

In thy praises jointly sing. 


Like Neptune, Cipsar guards Virginian fleets. 
Fraught with Tobacco’s balmy sweets; 

Old Ocean trembhis at Britannia’s power. 
And Boreas is afraid l,o roar. 


Happy mortal ! he who knows 
Pleasure which a pipe bestows ; 
Curling eddies climb the room, 
Wafting round a mild perfume. 

RBCITATIVO. 

Ijet foreign climes the wine and orange boast, 
While wastes of war deform the teeming coast ; 
Britannia, distant from each hostile sound, 
Enjoys a Pipe, with ease and freedom crown'd: 
E’en restless faction finds itself most free, 

Or if a slave, a slave to liberty. 
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AIR. 

Smiling years that gaily run 
Hound the zodiac with the bim. 
Tell if ever you have seen 
Realms so quiet and serene. 
British sons no longer now 
Hurl the bar or twang the bow, 
Nor of crimson combat think, 
But securely smoke and drink. 


Smiling years, that gaily run 
Round the zodiac witli the j?un, 
Tell if ever you have seen 
Realms so quiet and serene. 


IMITATION 11.— AMBROSE PHILIPS. 

Liittle tube of mighty power, 
Charmer of an idle hour, 

Object of my warm desire, 

Lip of wax and eye of fire ; 

And thy snowy taper waist, 

With my finger gently braced ; 
And thy pretty swelling crest. 
With my little stopper prest. 

And the sweetest bliss of blisses. 
Breathing from thy balmy kisses. 
Happy thrice, and thrice again. 
Happiest he of happy men, 

V^^'lio when again the night retui'iis. 
When again the taper burns, 
W^ien again the cricket’s gay 
^ittle cricket full of play), 

Can afibrd his tube to feed 
With the fragrant Indian weed : 
Pleasure for a nose divine. 

Incense of the god of wine. 

Happy thrice, and thrice again, 
Happiest he of happy men. 


IMITATION 111 JAMES THOMSON. 

O thou, matured by glad Hesperian suns. 
Tobacco, fountain pure of limpid truths 
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That looks the very soul ; whence pouring tbouglit 
Srearms all the mind; absorpt his yellow care, 
^nd at each puff imayination hums ; 

Flash on thy bard, and with exalting fires 
Touch the mysterious lip that chants thy praise 
In strains to mortal sons of earth unknown. 

Behold an engine, wrought from ta^vny mines 
Of ductile clay, with plastic virtue form’d, 

And glazed magnific o’er, I grasp, I fill. 

From P®totheke with pungent powers perfumed. 
Itself one tortoise ally where shines imhihed 
Koch parent ray : then rudely ramm’d illume. 
With the red touch of zeal-enkindling sheet. 
Marked with Gibsonian lore ; forth issue clouds. 
Thought-thrilling, thirst-inciting clouds around, 

And many-mining fires ; I all the while, 
ladling at ease, inhale the breezy balm. 

But chief, when Bacchus wont with thee to Join, 
In penial strife and orthodoxal ale, 

Stream life and joy into the Muse's howl. 

Oh be thou still tuy great inspircTy thou 
My Muse ; oh fan me with thy zephyrs boon ; 
While 1, in clouded tabernacle shrined. 

Burst forth all oracle and mystic song. 


IMITATION V —ALEXANDER POPE. 

Blest leaf! whose aromatic gales dispense 
To Templars modesty, to parsons sense : 

So raptured priests, at famed Dodona’s shrine, 
Drank inspiration from the steam divine. 
Poison that cures, a vapour that affords 
Content, more solid than the smile of lords : 
Rest to the weary, to the hungry food, 

The last kind refuge of the wise and good. 
Inspired by thee, dull cits adjust the scale 
Of Europe's peace, when other statesmen fail. 
By thee protected, and thy sister, beer, 

Poets rejoice, nor think the bailiff near. 

Nor less the critic owns thy genial aid. 

While supperless he plies the piddling trade. 
What though to love and soft delights a foe, 
By ladies hated, hated by the beau ¥ 

Yet social freedom, long to courts unknown. 
Fair health, fair truth, and virtue, are thy own 
Gome to thy poet, come with healing wings, 
And let me taste thee unexcised by kings. 
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1*1118 poet, whose Ulents scarcely obtained justice during his own day, and 
who since that period has been almost entirely neglected, was the son of a dis. 
seating clergyosan at Abingdon, in Berkshire, where be was bom in 1712. He 
was originally bred to the humble business of a linen-draper, which be followed 
in Ijondon and Ireland ; but finding no success in trade, and becoming disgusted 
with his unpoetical occupation, he forsook the counter, and became a literary 
adventurer. His verses were distinguished by correctness of taste and elegance 
of sentiment; and his Fables, which he published in 1744, first brought him into 
notice. He gained the patronage of Lord Lyttelton, and other influential per- 
sons, and devoted himself to dramatic writiiiig, in which his Gamester, which 
still keeps possession of the stage, was eminently successful. In 1751, Ix>rd 
Lyttelton, in conjunction with Dodsley, planned a periodical, colled The World, 
of which Moore was to eitjoy the profits, and the work went on prosperously till 
the conclusion, which preceded the death of Moore only by a few weeks. He 
died in 1767. 


THE RETURN OF THE PENITENT. 

Lovely Penitent, arise, 

Come, and claim thy kindred skies ; 
Come, thy sister angels say, 

Thou hast wept thy stains away. 

Let experience now decide, 

’Twixt the good and evil tried; 

In the smooth, enchanted ground, 

Say, unfold the treasures found. 

Structures, raised by morning dreams, 
Sands, that trip the flitting streams, 
Down, that anchors on the air. 

Clouds, that paint their changes there. 

Seas, that smoothly dimpling lie, 
While the storm impends on high, 
Showing, in an obvious glass, 

Joys, that in possession pass, 

Transient, flckle, light, and gay, 
Flattering, only to betray ; 

What, alas, can life contain ! 

Life, like all its circles, vain ! 

Will the stork, intending rest, 

On the billow build her nest ? 

Will the bee demand his store 
From the bleak and bladeless shore ? 

Man alone, intent to stray. 

Ever turns from wisdom’s way, 

Lays up wealth in foreign land. 

Sows the sea, and ploughs the sand. 
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Soon this elemental mass, 

Soon th* incumb’ring world shall pass. 
Form be wrapt in wasting Are, 

Time be spent, and life expire. 

Then, ye boasted works of men. 
Where is your asylum then ? 

Sons of pleasure, sons of care. 

Tell me, mortals, tell me where ? 

Gone, like traces on the deep, 

Like a sceptre grasp’d in sleep. 

Dews, exhaled from morning glades, 
Melting snows, and gliding shade’s. 

Pass the world, and what 's behind ? 
Virtue’s gold, by Are refined ; 

From a universe depraved. 

From the wreck of nature saved. 

Like the life-supporting giain, 

Fruit of patience, and of pain, 

On the swain’s autumnal day, 
'Winnow’d from the cliaft' away. 

Little trembler, fear no more, 

Thou hast plenteous crojis in stole, 
Seed, by geniid sorrows sown. 

More than all thy scorners own. 

What though hostile earth despise, 
Hcav’n beholds with gentler eyes ; 
Heav'n thy friendless st<‘ps shall gxiide. 
Cheer thy hours, and guard thy side. 

When the fatal trump shall sound, 
'When th’ immortals pour around, 
Heav’n shall thy return attest, 

Hail’d by myriads of the hlcss’d. 

Little native of the skies. 

Lovely penitent, arise, 

Calm thy bosom, clear thy brow, 

Virtue is thy sister now. 

More delightful are my woes, 

Than the rapture pleasure knows ; 
Richer far the weeds I bring, 

Than the robes that grace a king. 

On my wars of shortest date. 
Crowns of endless triumphs wait ; 

On my cares, a period blees’d ; 

On my toils, eternal rest. 

Come, with Virtue at thy side. 

Come, be every bar dehed, 
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’Till we gain our native shore, 

Sister, come, and turn no more. 

From Fablcafor the J,adte». 


THE NIGHTINGALE AND GLOW.W^ORM. A FABLE. 

The prudent nymph, whose cheeks disclose 
The lily, and the blushing rose. 

From public view her charms will screen, 

And rarely in the crowd be seen ; 

This simple truth shall keep her wise, 

“ The fairest fruits attract the flies.’* 

One night, a glow-worm, proud and vain, 
Contemplating her glittering train, 

Cried, Sure there never was in nature 
So elegant, so fine a creature. 

All <»tlicr insects, that I see, 

The frugal ant, industrious bee, 

Or silk-W'orin, with contempt I view ; 

With all that low, mechanic crew, 

Who servilely their lives employ 
In business, enemy to joy. 

Mean, vulgar herd! ye are my scorn. 

For grandeur only I was born, 

Or sure am sprung from race divine. 

And placed on earth, to live and shine. 

Those lights that Bj>.arkle so on high. 

Are but the glow-worms of the sky, 

And kings on earth their gems admire, 

Because they imitate my fire. 

She spoke. Attentive on a spray, 

A Nightingale forbore his lay; 

He saw the shining morsel near, 

And flew, directed by the glare ; 

A while he gazed with sober look. 

And thus the trembling prey bespoke : — 
Deluded fool, with pride elate. 

Know, ’tis thy beauty brings thy fate : 

Less dazzling, long thou might’st have lain 
Unheeded on the velvet plain : 

Pride, soon or late, degraded mourns. 

And beauty wrecks whom she adorns. 

From Fables Jot the Ladtes. 
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Tu anUior of the S^Mont'wee born September 7th, 170C^ at 111 Hoc. 

burgh, of which pariRh hie father wae mliaiter. Jamei reoelred bli eduoatloa 
at the echool of Jedburgh ) add there, in the daje of hli boyhood, he showed 
his derotedness to poetry, by oomposing fugitire pieces— and his ambltloa for 
higher excellence, by throwltig them into the Are on every new year*s* day. 
From Jedburgh he was removed to Edinburgh, the Unlvsmity of which ho 
entered with the Intention of studying for the church j but when his proba. 
tlonory discourse in the divinity hall was delivered, the'language was so ele. 
rated and poetical, that the Professor of Divinity rebuked him for writing In 
a style so fer beyond the capacities of any ordinary audience. Thomson, 
disgusted at this severe chedc, resolved to abandon all hopes of the church, 
and repair to London, as the plaaa where talent would be certain to prosper ; 
and on his arrival In the metropoUs he found his countryman. Mallet, In whom 
he afterwards experienced a steady and Influential friend. 

The first entrance of Thomatm into London, however, was accompanied 
with serious difficulties. His shoes were worn out with tfie pilgrimage, while 
his pockets contained nothing but his Winter, fVom whfch to raise the neces. 
sary supplies. This poem, too, was so much out of the common style, that 
the publishers, among whom he hawked It, demurred at the risk of the apocu- 
lation, and refused to undertake It. At last, Mr. Millar purchased it for a 
small sum, and ventured to publish It : but even then the work threatened to 
lie dead upon the shelves, but for a fortunate accident. Mr. Whatley, a 
literary gentleman, having seen the production, was so struck by its merits, 
that ho blazed Its excelleme thruugli the town, and excited the attention of 
the public in its behalf It fn'odually become popular ; and the reputation 
of the unhefriunded atranrtur was at length eRtahIii.lied upon a aolid fuundo. 
tion. In the following year (1727), Thomson published the next part of his 
Seasons, entitled, Summer ; a poora. On the Death of Sir Isaac Newton , and 
Britannia; and in 1728, appeared Spring. As fur Autumn, its piiblicattun 
was delayed till 1730 ; but the poet of The Seasons had already turned his 
attention to the drama, and in 1727 he produced the tragedy of Sophonisba, 
which became popular, because the public were determined, in spite of their 
own foolings, to admire it Thomson was now at the height of popularity. 
His circumstances were prosperous, and In consequence of his merited repu. 
tatioD, he was selected to accompany Mr. Charles Talbot, oldest son of tliu 
Chancellor, upon the grand tour. On nis return, he published the fruits of 
his observations during two years, under the title of Liberty, a poem In five 
books, which the author regarded as the best of his works; but the public 
was, and has ever continued to be, of a different opinion, so that the unfor- 
tunate poem has seldom found a reader. 

In consequence of the death of the Chancellor, Thomson was reduced, from a 
situation of ease and affluence, to his former state of indigence, which roused 
his constitutional indolence to exertion ; and as he resolved to devote himself 
to dramatic writing, he produced, in 1738, the tragedy of Agamemnon, which 
was not successful in representation, although it was countenanced by Pope. 
He then produced Edward and Eleonora ; but in consequence of the strict cen« 
Borship which was established upon plays of a political tendency, a license to 
represent it was refused. Shortly after, he wrote, in conjunction with Mallet, 
ITic Masque of Alfred ; and In 1745, appeared his Tancred and Sigismunda, 
the most successful of all his dramatic productions. A favourable change now 
took place upon his fortunes ; for In addition to a pension, which he enjoyed 
fW>m the Prince of Woles, of 100/. per annum, bo was appointed Surveyor- 
general of tho Leeward Isles, which, after deducting the salary allowed to 
his deputy, yielded 800/. more, llio last work which Thomson published, was 
his exquisite poem. The Castle of Indolence, the best of hit productions, that 
seems to have flowed, con amore^ flrom the innermost depths of his heart, and 
which he had spent years In considering and correcting. He did not live long 
after this work had been published, and bis death occurred August 27, 1748. 



I] <>l' 


Da 


: THOMSON. 

CH AUlTY INSPIRED BY RPRINtl. 

Hia;icfe ! from the bounteous walks 
Of flowing Springl ye sordid sons of earth, 

Hard and unfeeling of another’s woe ! 

Or only lavish to yourselves ; away ! 

But come, ye generous minds,' in whose wide thought, 
Of all his works, creative Bounty bums 
With warmest beam ; and on your open front 
And liberal eye, sits, from his dark retreat 
Inviting modest Want, Nor, till invoked 
Can restless goodness wait : your active search 
Leaves no cold wintry corner unexplored ; 

Like silent- working Heaven, surprising oil 
' uThe lonely heart with unexpected good. 

For you the roving spirit of the wind 

Blows Spring abroad ; for you the teeming clouds 

Descend in gladsome plenty o’er the world ; 

And the sun sheds his kindest rays for you, 
flower of human race ! In these green days. 
Reviving sickness lifts her languid head ; 

Life flows afresh ; and young-eyed Health exalts 
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The whole creation round. Contentment walks 
The sunny glade, and feels an inward bliss 
Spring o’er his mind, beyond the power of kings 
To purchase. 

I'lom Sprtng 


SHEEP SHEARING. 

Or rushing thence, in one diffusive band. 

They drive the troubled flocks, by many a dog 
Compell’d, to where the mazy-running brook 
Forms a deep pool; this bank abrupt and high, 

And that fair spreading in a pebbled shore. 

Urged to the giddy brink, much is the toil, 

The clamour much, of men, and boys, and dogs, 

Ere the soil fearful people to the flood 
Commit their woolly sides. And oft the swain, 

On some impatient seizing, hurls them in : 
Embolden’d then, nor hesitating more. 

Fast, fast, they plunge amid the flashing wave, 

And panting labour to the farthest shore. 

Repeated this, till deep the well-wash’d fleece 
Has drunk the flood, and from his lively haunt 
The trout is banish’d by the sordid stream ; 

Heavy and dripping, to the breezy brow 

Slow move the harmless race; where, as they ts]>read 

Their swelling treasures to the sunny ray. 

Inly disturb’d, and wondering what this wild 
Outrageous tumult means, their loud complaints 
The country fill ; and, toss’d from rock to rock. 
Incessant bleatings run around the hills. 

At last, of snowy white, the gather’d flocks 
Are in the wattled pen innumerous press’d, 

Head above head ; and, ranged in lusty rows, 

The shepherds sit, and whet the sounding shears. 
The housewife waits to roll her fleecy stores. 

With all her gay-dress’d maids attending round. 

One, chief in gracious dignity enthroned, 

Shines o’er the rest, the pastoral queen, and rays 
Her smiles, sweet-beaming, on her shepherd-king ; 
While the glad circle round them yield their souls 
To festive mirth, and wit that knows no gall. 
Meantime, their joyous task goes on apace : 

Some mingling stir the melted tar, and some. 

Deep on the new-shorn vagrant’s heaving side. 

To stamp his master’s cipher ready stand ; 
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Others th’ unwilling wether drag along ; 

And, glorying jn his might, the sturdy boy 
Holds by the twisted horns th’ indignant ram. 

Behold where bound, and of its robe bereft, 

By needy man, that all-depending lord. 

How meoH, how jiatient, the mild creature lies ! 
What softness in its melancholy face, 

What dumb complaining innocence appears I 
Fear not, ye gentle tribes, *tis not the knife 
Of horrid slaughter that is o’er you waved ; 

No, *ti8 the tender swain's well-guided shears, 

Who having now, to pay his annual care, 

Borrow’d your fleece, to you a cumbrous load, 

Will send you bounding to your hills again. 

From Summer* 


A FOX HUNTING BANQUET 

But first the fucl’d chimney blazes wide ; 

The tankards foam ; and the strong table groans 
Beneath the smoking sirloin, stretch’d immense 
From side to side ; in which, with desperate knife, 
They deep incision make, and talk the while 
Of England’s glory, ne’er to be defaced 
While hence they borrow vigour ; or amain 
Into the pasty plunged, at intervals, 

If stomach keen can intervals allow, 

Ilclating all the glories of the chase. 

Then sated Hunger bids his brother Thirst 
Produce the mighty bowl ; the mighty bowl, 

Swell’d high with fiery juice, steams liberal round 
A potent gale, delicious as the breath 
Of Maia to the love-sick shepherdess, 

On violets diflused, while soft she hears 
Her panting shepherd stealing to her arms. 

Nor wanting is the brown October, drawn, 

Mature and perfect, from his dark retreat 
Of thirty years ; and now his honest front 
Flames in the light refulgent, not afraid 
Ev’n with the vineyard’s best produce to vie. 

To cheat the thirsty moments, whist a while 
Walks his dull round, beneath a cloud of smoke, 
Wreath’d, fragrant, from the pipe ; or the quick dice. 
In thunder leaping from the box, awake 
The sounding gammon : while romp-loving miss 
Is haul’d about, in gallantry robust. 
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At last these puling idlenesses laid 
Aside, frequent and full, the dry divan 
Close in firm circle ; and set, ardent, in 
For serious drinking. Nor evasion sly, 

Nor sober shift, is to the puking wretch 
Indulged apart; but earnest, brimming bowls 
Lave every soul, the table floating round. 

And pavement, faithless to the fuddled foot. 

Thus as they swim in mutual swill, the talk. 

Vociferous at once from twenty tongues. 

Reels fast from theme to theme ; from horses, hounds, 
To church or mistress, politics or ghost. 

In endless mazes, intricate, perplex’d. 

Mean time, with sudden interruption, loud, 

Th’ impatient catch bursts from the joyous heart ; 

That moment touch'd is every kindred soul ; 

And, opening in a full-mouth*d cry of joy. 

The laugh, tlie slap, the jocund curse, go round ; 
While, from their slumbers shook, the keiineird hounds 
Mix in the music of the day again. 

As when the tempest, that has vex’d llie deep 
The dark night long, with faint <'r murmurs falls : 

So gradual sinks their mirth. Their feeble longues 
Unable to take up the cumbrous word, 

Lie quite dissolved. Before their maudlin eyes. 

Seen dim, and blue, the double tapers dance, 
liike the sun wading through the misty sky. 

Then sliding soft, they drop. C’onfused above, 

Glasses and bottles, pipes and gazetteers, 

As if the table ev'n itself was drunk, 

I.*ic a wet broken scene ; and wide, below. 

Is heap’d the social slaughter ; where astride 
The lubber Power in filthy triumph sits. 

Slumberous, inclining still from side to side, 

And steeps them drench’d in potent sleep till morn. 
Perhaps some doctor, of tremendous paunch, 

Awful and deep, a black abyss of drink, 

OuUlives them all ; and from his buried flock 
Retiring, full of rumination sad, 

Laments the weakness of these latter times. 

Frotft Autumn. 


THE TRAVELLER LOST IN THE SNOW. 

As thus the snows arise ; and foul, and fierce, 
All Winter drives along the darken’d air; 
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In his own loose-revolving fields, the swain 
Disaster’d stands : sees other hills ascend, 

Of unknown joyless brow ; and other scenes, 

Of horrid prospect, shag the trackless plain : 

Nor finds the river, nor the forest, hid 
Bencatli the formless wild ; but wanders on 
From hill to dale, still more and more astray ; 

Impatient flouncing through the drifted heaps, 

Stung with the thoughts of home ; the thoughts of home 
Rush on his nerves, and call their vigour forth 
In many a vain attempt. How sinks his soul ! 

What black despair, what horror, fills his heart ! 

When for the dusky spot, which fancy feign’d 
His tufted cottage rising through the snow, 

He meets the roughness of the middle waste. 

Far from the track and blest abode of man ; 

While round him night resistless closes fast, 

And every tempest, howling o’er his head. 

Renders the savage wilderness more wild. 

Then throng the busy shaj)es into his mind. 

Of cover'd pits, unfathcmiably deep, 

A dire des(;cnt ! beyond th(' power of frost ; 

Of faithless bogs ; of pn'cijiices huge, 

Smooth’d up with snow : and, what is land, unknown. 
What water of the still unfrozen spring, 

In the loose marsh or solitary lake, 

Where the fresh fountain fioni tlie bottom boils. 

Those check his fearful stops ; and down he sinks 
Beneath the shelter of tlie sliapeltjss drift, 

Thinking o’er all the bitt(;riiess of dejath, 

Mix’d with the tender anguish nature shoots 
Through the wrung t)osom of the dying man, 

His wife, his children, and his friends, unseen. 

In vain for him th’ ollieious wife prepares 
The fire fair-hlazing, and the vestment warm ; 

In vain his little children, peeping out 
Into the mingling storm, demand their sire, 

With tears of artless innocence. Alas! 

Nor wife, nor children, more shall he behold. 

Nor friends, nor sacred home. On every nerve 
The deadly winter seizes ; shuts up sense ; 

And, o’er his inmost vitals creeping cold, 

Lays him along the snows, a stiffen’d corse, 

Stretch’d out, and bleaching in the northern blast. 
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DESCRIPTION OF THE SCENERY AROUND THE CASTLE 
OF INDOLENCE. 

In lowly dale, fast by a river’s side, 

WiUi woody hill o’er hill encompass’d round, 

A most enchanting wizard did abide, 

Than whom a fiend more fell is no where found : 

It was, I ween, a lovely spot of ground ; 

And there a season atween June and May, 

Half pronkt with spring, with summer half imbrown’d, 
A lisUesB climate made, where, sooth to say, 

No living wight could work, ne cared ev’n for play. 

Was nought around but images of rest : 

Sleep-soothing groves, and quiet lawns between ; 

And flowery beds that slumberous influence kest, 
From poppies breathed ; and beds of pleasant green 
Where never yet was creeping creature seen. 
Meantime unnumber’d glitlcring streamlets play'd. 
And hurled every where their waters sheen ; 

That, as they bicker’d through the sunny glade, 
Though restless still themselves, a lulling murmur iniid<‘. 

Join'd to the prattle of the purling rills, 

Were heard the lowing herds along the vale. 

And flocks loud-bleating from the distant hills. 

And vacant shepherds piping in the dale : 

And now and then sweet Philomel would wail. 

Or stock-doves plain amid the forest deep, 

That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale ; 

And still a coil the grasshopper did keep ; 

Yet all these sounds yblent inclined all to sleep. 

Full in the passage of the vale, above, 

A sable, silent, solemn forest stood ; 

Where nought but shadowy forms was seen to move, 
As Idless fancy’ d in her dreaming mood : 

And up the hills, on either side, a wood 
Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro. 

Sent forth a sleepy horror through the blood ; 

And where this valley winded out, below, 

3’he murmuring main was heard, and scarcely heard, to 
flow. 

A pleasing land of drowsy-head it was, 

Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye ; 

And of gay castles in the clouds that pass. 

For ever flushing round a summer sky ; 

There eke the soft delights, that witchingly 
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InAtil a wanton sweetness through the breast, 

And the calm pleasures always hover’d nigh ; 

But whatever smack’d of noyancc, or unrest, 

Was far far off expell'd from this delicious nest. 

The landskip such, inspiring perfect ease. 

Where Indolence (for so the wizard hight) 

Close-hid his castle mid embowering trees, 

That half shut out the beams of Pheebus bright, 

And made a kind of checker’d day and night ; 
Meanwhile, unceasing at the massy gate. 

Beneath a spacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was placed ; and to his lute, of cruel fate. 

And labour harsh, complain’d, lamenting man’s estate. 

Fr<itn The Ceutle qf Itutoh'ttce Canto / 


THE ^-OniAN HATir 

Each sound too here, to languishment inclined. 
Lull’d the weak bosom, and induced ease, 

Ai’rial music in the warbling wind, 

At distance rising oft by small degn*ees, 

Nearer and nearer came, till o’er the trees 
It hung, and breathed such soul-dissolving airs, 

As did, alas ! with soft perdition please : 

Entangled dee]) in its enchanting snares 
The listening heart forgot all duties and all cares. 

A certain music, never known before, 

Here lull'd the ijcnsivc melancholy mind; 

Full easily obtain’d. Behoves no more, 

But sidelong, to the gently-waving wind, 

To lay the well-tuned instrument reclined ; 

From which, with airy flying fingers light, 

Be5^ond each mortal touch the most refined. 

The god of winds drew sounds of deep delight : 
Whence, with just cause, the harp of ./Eolus it bight. 

Ah me ! what hand can touch the string so fine ? 

Who up the lofty diapasan roll 

Such sweet, such sad, such solemn airs divine, 

Then let them down again into the soul? 

Now rising love they fann’d ; now pleasing dole 
They breathed, in tender musings, through the heart ; 
And now a graver sacred strain they stole, 
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As when seraphic hands an hymn impart: 
Wild-warbling nature all, above the reach of art! 

Frofn the Castle qf litdalencc ; Canto /. 


THE MISERIES OF INDOLENCF.. 

“Ye impious wretches,” quoth the knight iii wrath 
“Your happiness behold!” — Then straight a wand 
H<* waved, an anti-magic power that hath 
Truth from illusive falsehood to command. 

Sudden the laiidskip sinks on every hand ; 

The pure quick streams are inarsliy puddles found ; 
On baleful heaths the groves all blacken’d stand ; 

And, o'er the weedy foul ablu)rred grmind. 

Snakes, adders, toads, each loathsome creature, cra\N Is 
around. 

And here and there, on trees by lightning scathed, 
Unhappy wights who loathed life yhung ; 

Or, in fresh gore and recent murder bathed, 

They weltering lay ; or else, infuriate flung 
Into the gloomy flood, whde ravens sung 
The funeral dirge, they down the torrent roll'd : 

These, by distemperM blood to madness stung. 

Had doom'd themselves; whence oft, when night 
controird 

The w'orld, returning hither their sad spirits howl'd. 
Meantime a moving scene was open laid ; 

That lazar-housc, 1 whilom in my lay, 

Hepainted have, its horrors deep displaj^'d, 

And gave unnumber’d wretches to the day. 

Who tossing there in squalid misery lay. 

Soon as of saert'd light th’ unwonted smile 
Pour’d on these living catacombs its ray. 

Though the drear caverns stretching many a mile, 

The sick uji-raised tlicir heads, and flroi)p'd their woes 
awhile. 

“ O, heaven! (they cried) and do we once more see 
Yon blessed sun, and this green earth so fair? 

Are we from noisome danq)s of jx'st-hoiist' free? 

And drink our souls the sw'cc*t ethereal air? 

O, thou! or knight, or god! wdio boldest there 
That fiend, oh, keep him in ctf'rnal chains ! 

But what for us, the children of despair, 

Brought to the brink of liell, wliat hope remains? 
Repentance does itself but aggravat<' our pains.” 

Ftom The Ca lie qf Indolence * Canto II. 
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Hb was bom in Cacrmarthcnshire, Wales, in 170<), and was educated at West- 
minster School, after which he devoted himself to the profession of a painter; 
but ho studied the sister art of poetry as well as painting, and in 1727 published 
Grongar Hill. In the pursuit of excellence in his professional art, he travelled 
to Italy, and on his return to England in 1740, ho published The Ruins of Rome. 
After this he married a lady of the name of Ensor, whose grandmother, as be 
tells us, *• was a Shakspeare, descended from a brother of every body's Shak- 
speare and abandoning at the same time his pictorial occupation, he entered 
into holy orders, and became on humble curate. In 17.'i7 he published his chief 
poem, ’I'be Fleece, and died in the following year. The popularity of Dyer 
has scarcely been equal to his merits, although some of his own contemporanes 
could appreciate and acknowledge them ; and Akensido, an incontestable judge 
of poetical excellence, declared, that “ he would regulate his opinion of the 
reigning taste by the fate of Dyer’s Fleece." 


RECOMMENDATION OF BRITISH INDUSTRY. 

Gold cannot gold appear, until man's toil 
Discloses wide the mountain’s hidden ribs, 

And digs the dusky ort^, and breaks and grinds 
Its gritty parts, and laves in limpid streams, 

With ofl-repeated toil, and oft in fire 
The metal purifies : with the fatigue, 

And tedious process of its painful works, 

The lusty sicken, and the feeble die. 

But cheerful are the labours of the loom, 

By health and ease accompanied : they bring 
Superior treasures speedier to the state, 

Than those of deep Peruvian mines, where slaves 
(Wretched requital) drink, with trembling hand. 
Pale palsy’s baneful cup. Our happy swains 
Behold arising, in their fattening fiocks, 

A double wealth ; more rich than Belgium’s boast, 
Who tends the culture of the flaxen reed ; 

Or the Cathayan’s, whose ignobler care 
Nurses the silkworm; or of India's sons, 

Who plant the cotton-grove by Ganges’ stream. 
Nor do their toils and products furnish more, 

Than gauds and dresses, of fantastic web, 

To the luxurious : but our kinder toils 
Give clothing to necessity; keep warm 
Th' unhappy wanderer, on the mountain wild 
Benighted, while the tempest beats around. 

No, ye soft sons of Ganges, and of Ind, 

Ye feebly delicate, life little needs 

Your feminine toys, nor asks your nerveless arm 

To cast the strong-flung shuttle, or the spear. 

Can ye defend your country from the storm 

R 
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Of Strong invasion ? Can ye want endure, 

In the besieged fort, with courage firm ? 

Can ye the weather-beaten vessel steer, 

Climb the tall mast, direct the stubborn helm, 

Mid wild discordant waves, with steady course V 
Can ye lead out, to distant colonies, 

Th’ o*erfiowings of a people, or your wrong’d 
Brethren, by impious persecution driven, 

And arm their breasts with fortitude to try 
New regions ; climes, though barren, yet beyond 
The baneful power of tyrants ? These are deeds 
To which their hardy labours well prepare 
The sinewy arm of Albion's sons. Pursue, 

Ye sons of Albion, with a yielding heart, 

Your hardy labours: h't the sounding loom 
Mix with the melody of every vale ; 

The loom, that long-renown'd, wide-envied gift 
Of wealthy Flandria, wlio the boon received 
From fair Venetia ; she from Grecian nymphs ; 

They from Phenic^, who obtain’d the dole 
From old jEgyptus. Tlius around the globe, 

The golden-footed sciences their path 
Mark, like the sun, enkindling life and joy; 

And follow’d close by Ignorance and Pride, 

Lead Day and Night o’er realms. 

From The Fleece Book III. 


PROSPECT FROM GKONGAU TULL. 

Now, I gain the mountain’s brow, 
What a landscape lies below ! 

No clouds, no vapours, intervene ; 
But the gay, tlie open scene, 

Does the face of Nature show, 

In all the hues of heaven’s bow ! 
And, swelling to embrace the light. 
Spreads around beneath the sight 
Old castles on the ediifs arise, 
Proudly towering in the skies ! 
Rushing from the woods, the spires 
Seem from hence ascending fires ! 
Half his beams Apollo sheds 
On the yellow mountain heads! 
Gilds the fleeces of the flocks. 

And glitters on the broken rocks ! 
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Selow me trees unnumbered rise. 

Beautiful in various dyes : 

The gloomy pine, the poplar blue. 

The yellow beech, the sable yew. 

The slender fir that taper grows. 

The sturdy oak with broad-spread boughs. 
And beyond the purple grove. 

Haunt of Phyllis, Queen of Love ! 

Gaudy as the opening dawn. 

Lies a long and level lawn. 

On which a dark hill, steep and high, 

Holds and charms the wandering eye ! 

Deep are his feet in Tow^ 's flood, 

His sides are clothed with waving woo<U 
And ancient towers crown his brow, 

That cast an awful look below; 

'Whose ragged walls the ivy creeps, 

And with her arms from falling keeps ; 

So both a safety from the wind 
On mutual dependence tind- 
’Tis now the raven’s bleak abode ; 

’Tis now th' apartment of the toad; 

And there the fox securely feeds ; 

And there the poisonous adder breeds. 
Conceal'd in ruins, moss, and weeds ; 

While, ever and anon, there falls 
Huge heaps of hoary moulder’d walls. 

'Yet time has seen, that lifts the low. 

And level lays the lofty brow. 

Has seen this broken pile complete. 

Big with the vanity of state ; 

But transient is the smile of fat** ! 

A little rule, a little sway, 

A sunbeam in a winter’s day. 

Is all the proud and mighty have 
Between the cradle and the grave. 

And see the rivers how they run, 

Through woods and meads, in shade and sun. 
Sometimes swift, sometimes slow, 

"Wave succeeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep. 

Like human life to endless sleep ! 

Thus is Nature’s vesture wrought, 

To instruct our wandering thought ; 

Thus she dresses green and gay. 

To disperse our cares away. 
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Ever charming, ever new, 

Wlien will the landscape tire the view? 
The fountain's fall, the river's flow. 

The woody valleys, warm and low ; 

The windy summit, wild and high. 
Roughly rushing on the sky ! 

The pleasant seat, the ruin’d tower. 

The naked rock, the shady bower ; 

The town and village, dome and farm. 
Each give each a double charm. 

As pearls upon an iEthiop's arm. 


FROM THE RUINS OF ROME. 

Yet once again, my Muse, 

Yet once again, and soar a loftier flight ; 

Lo! the resistless theme, imperial Rome. 

Fall'n, falVn, a silent heap ; her heroes all 
Sunk in their urns ; behold the pride of pomp, 

The throne of nations fall'n ; obscured in dusi ; 

Ev'n yet majestical : the solemn scene 
Elates the soul, while now the rising sun 
Flames on the ruins in the purer air 
Towering aloft, upon the glittering plain, 

Like broken rocks, a vast circumference ; 

Rent palaces, crush’d columns, rifled moles. 

Fanes roll’d on fanes, and tombs on buried tombs. 

Deep lies in dust the Theban obelisk 
Iiiiineiise along the waste ; minuter art, 

Glicouian forms, or Phidian, subtly fair, 
O'erwhelming ; as th’ immense Leviathan 
The finny brood, when near lerne's shore 
Outstretch’d, unwieldy, his island length appears 
Above the foamy flood. Globose and huge. 

Grey mouldering temples swell, and wide o’ercast 
The solitary landscape, hills and w^oods. 

And boundless wilds ; while the vine-mantled brows 
The pendent goats unveil, regardless they 
Of hourly peril, though the clifted domes 
Tremble to every wind. The pilgrim oft 
At dead of night, 'mid his oraison, hears 
Aghast the voice of time, disparting towers. 
Tumbling all precipitate down-dash ’d, 

Rattling around, loud thundering to the moon ; 

While murmurs soothe each awful interval 
Of ever-falling waters. 
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Of the penonal hletory of this poet, whose writings do not teem to have been 
known proportionably to their desertt, very little can be ascertained, lie was 
probably bom about tfie year 1700, and studied at Christ Church, Oxford, where 
he took his degree of Master of Arts. His views being directed to the church, 
he entered into orders, and was appointed Vicar of Starting, in Sussex, where 
he died in 1744. His Man of Taste is a biting satire upon the gentlemen of 
fashion and vcrtO of his own day. Besides this poem, he wrote The Crooked 
Sixpence, in iniitatKJii ot Philips’s Splendid Shilling j and a political satire, 
entitled, The Art of Politics. 


FROM THE MAN OK TASTE. 

But not to writings I confine my pen, 

I have a taste for buildings, music, men. 

Young travelled coxcombs mighty knowledge boast, 
With superficial smattering at most. 

Not BO my mind, unsatisfied with hints, 

Knows more than Budgell writes, or Roberts prints. 
I know the town, all houses I have seen, 

From Hyde-Paik comer down to Bednal-Green. 
Sure wretched Wren was taught by bungling Jones. 
To murder mortar, and disfigure stones I 
Who in Whitehall can symmetry discern ? 

I reckon Covent-Garden church a bam. 

Nor hate I less thy vile cathedral, Paul ! 

The choir ’s too big, the cupola ’s too small : 
Substantial walls and heavy roofs I like, 

*Tis Vanbrugh’s structures that my fancy slrikt' : 
Such noble ruins every pile would make, 

I wish they’d tumble for the prospect's sake 
To lofty Chelsea, or to Greenwich dome. 

Soldiers and sailors all are welcomed home. 

Her poor to palaces Britannia brings, 

St. James's hospital may serve for kings. 

Buildings so happily I understand, 

That for one house I’d mortgage 'all my land. 

Doric, Ionic, shall not there be found. 

But it shall cost me threescore thousand pound. 
From out my honest workmen I'll select 
A bricklayer, and proclaim him architect ; 

First bid him build me a stupendous dome. 

Which having finish’d, we set out foi* Rome ; 

Take a week’s view of Venice and the Brent; 

Stare round, see nothing, and come home content. 
I’ll have my villa, loo, a sweet abode, 

Its situation shall be London road : 
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Pots o’er the door 1*11 place like cit’s balconies, 
Which Bentley calls the gardens of Adonis. 

I’ll have my gardens in the fashion too, 

For what is beautiful that is not new ? 

Fair four-legg'd temples, theatres that vie 
With all the angles of a Christmas-pie. 

Does it not merit the beholder’s praise, 

What ’s high to sink, and what is low to raise ? 
Slopes shall ascend where once a green-house stood, 
And in my horsc-jjoiid I will plant a wood. 

misers dread the hoarded gold to waste, 
Kxpense and alteration shows a taste. 

In curious paintings I'm exceeding nice, 

And know their several beauties by their price. 
Auctions and sales I constantly attend, 

But choose my pictures by a skilful friend. 

Originals and copies much the same, 

Tlic picture’s value is the painter’s name. 

My taste in sculpture from my choice is seen, 

I buy no statues that are not obscene. 

In spite of Addison and ancient Rome, 

Sir Cloudesley Shovel’s is my favourite tomb. 

How oft have I with admiration stood. 

To view some city magistrate in wood ! 

I gaze with pleasure on a lord-mayor’s head. 

Cast with propriety in gilded lead. 

Oh could 1 view, through London as I pass, 

Some broad Sir Balaam in Corinthian brass : 

High on a pedestal, ye freemen, place 
His magisterial paunch and griping face; 
l^e.tter’d and gilt, let him adorn Cheapside, 

And grant the tradesman what a king’s denied. 

Old coins and medals I collect, ’tis true ; 

Sir Andrew has ’em, and I’ll have ’em too. 

But among friends, if 1 the truth might speak, 

I like the modern, and despise th’ antique. 

Thougli in the drawers of my japan bureau. 

To lady Gripeall I the Caesars show, 

’Tis equal to her ladyship or me, 

A copper Otho, or a Scotch bawbee. 

Without Italian, or without an ear. 

To Bononcini’s music I adhere; 

Music has charms to soothe a savage breast. 

And therefore proper at a sheriff’s feast. 

My soul has oft a secret pleasure found 
In the harmonious bagpipe’s lofty sound. 
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Bagpipes for men, shrill German-flutes for boys, 
I'm English bom, and love a grumbling noise. 

The stage should yield the solemn organ’s note, 
And Scripture tremble in the eunuch's throat. 

Let Senesino sing what David writ, 

And hallelujahs charm the pious pit. 

Eager in throngs the town to Esther came. 

And oratorio was a lucky name. 

Thou, Heidegger! the English taste hast found, 
And rul’st the mob of quality with sound. 

In licnt, if masquerades displease the town. 

Call 'em ridottos, and they still go down. 

(jo on, prince Fhiz I to please the British nation, 
(Jail thy next masquerade a convocation. 

Bears, lions, wolves, and elephants, 1 breed, 

And Philosophical Transactions read. 

Next lodge I’ll be Freemason, nothing less, 

C iiless 1 happen to be F. R. S. 

I have a palate, and (as yet) two ears. 

Fit company for porters or for peers, 
or every useful knowledge I*\e a share, 

But my top talent is a bill of fare. 

Sirloins and rumps of beef offend my eyes, 

Pleased with frogs fricasseed, and coxcomb-pies; 
Dishes I choose, though little, yet genteel, 

Snails tlie first course, and peepers crown the meal. 
Pigs’ heads, with hair on, much my fancy please; 

I love young cauliflow’rs if stew’d in cheese, 
And^give ten guineas for a pint of peas. 

Oh, could a British barony be sold ! 

I would bright honour buy with dazzling gold. 
Could I the privilege of peer procure. 

The rich I'd bully, and oppress llie poor. 

To give is wrong, but it is wronger still 
On any terms to pay a tradesman’s bill. 

I'd make the insolent mechanics slay, 

And keep my ready money all for play. 

I’d try if any pleasure could be found 
In tossing up for twenty thousand pound : 

Had I whole counties, I to White’s would go, 

And set land, woods, and rivers, at a throw. 

But should I meet with an unlucky run, 

And at a throw be gloriously undone; 

My debts of honour I'd discharge the first; 

Let all my lawful creditors be cursed ; 

My title would preserve me from arrest, 

And seizing hired horses is a jest. 



3r^ WAI.TEB HA&TE. 

This writer of poetry, history, and termona, was bom. It is probable, about 
1700. He was educated at Marlborough College, and took his degree of Master 
of Arts at Oxford. His first attempt at authorship was In 1737, when he pub. 
IJshed a collection of Poems, most of which he boast^ he had composed when he 
was under the age of nineteen. He afterwards published an Essay on Satire, 
and another on Reason, in both of which he is supposed to have been assisted by 
Pope. Among his other literary labour^ Harte was persuaded to write a life of 
the renowned Oustavus Adolphus, for which purpose ho collected an Immense 
quantity of materials during several years of reseat, chiefly upon the continent j 
but when the work was published, the style was so obscure and so vitiated witli 
foreign idioms, as to be utterly unpalatable to the precise and formal taste of 
his own day. Mow, however, that historical accuracy is valued for its own sake, 
Harte’s History of Gustavus is prised as It ought to be, and is continually in. 
creasing in popularity. He di^ In 1774. The poetry of Harte Is generally 
uncouth and pedantic, but in many instances it evinces deep thought, and affords 
food for important reflection. 


EXAMPLES OF THE GREAT WHO RETIRED FROM 'ITIE WORLD. 

Why dwells my unoffended eye 
On yon blank desert’s trackless waste; 

All dreary earth, or cheerless sky, 

Like ocean wild, and bleak, and vast? 

There Lysidor’s enamour’d reed 
Ne’er taught the plains Eudosia’s praise : 

There herds were rarely known to feetl, 

Or birds to sing, or flocks to graze. 

Yet does ray soul complacence find; 

All, all from tliee, 

Supremely gracious Deity, 

Corrector of the mind ! 

Scipio sought virtue in his prime, 

And, having early gain'd the prize, 

Stole from th’ ungrateful world in time, 
Contented to be low and wise ! 

He served the state with zeal and force, 

And then with dignity retired ; 

Dismounting from th’ unruly horse, 

To rule himself, as sense required, 

Without a sigh, he power resign’d.— 

All, all from thee. 

Supremely gracious Deity, 

Corrector of the mind ! 

When Diocletian sought repose, 

Cloy’d and fatigued with nauseous power. 

He left his empire to his foes, 

For fools t’ admire, and rogues devour: 
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Rich in his poverty, he bought 
Retirement's innocence and health ; 

With his own hands the monarch wrought, 
And changed a throne for Ceres’ wealth. 

Toil soothed his cares, his blood refined — — 
And all from thee. 

Supremely gracious Deity, 

Composer of the mind ! 

He, who had ruled the world, exchanged 
His sceptre for the peasant’s spade. 
Postponing (as through groves he ranged) 
Court splendour to the rural shade. 

Child of his hand, th’ engrafted thorn 
More than the victor laurel pleased: 
Heart's-ease, and meadow-sweet, adorn 
The brow, from civic garlands eased 

Fortune, however poor, was kind. 

All, all from thee. 

Supremely gracious Deity, 

Corrector of the mind ! 

Thus Charles, with justice! styled the Great 
For valour, piety, and laws; 

Resign’d two empires to retreat. 

And from a throne to shades withdraws ; 

In vain (to sooth a nioiiarcli's pride) 

His yoke the wdling Persian bore : 

In vain tlie Saracen complied. 

And fierce Northumbrians stain’d witli gore. 
One Gallic farm his cai'es confined; 

And all from thee. 

Supremely gracious Deity, 

Composer of the mind ! 

Observant of th’ Almighty will. 

Prescient in faith, and pleased with toil, 

Abram Chaldea left, to till 

The moss-grown Haran’s flinty soil : 

Hydras of thorns absorb’d his gain. 

The commonwealth of weeds rebell’d. 

But labour tamed th* ungrateful plain. 

And famine was by art repell’d; 

Patience made churlish nature kind.— 

All, all from thee, 

Supremely gracious Deity, 

Corrector of the mind ! 
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A fkbquent and very foolish scruple has been often entertained about admit, 
tin? this author into the list of British poets. Wo conceive that such fastidious, 
ness was greatly out of place. The popular feeling of a whole century has cherished 
Blair’s Grave os a standard poetical work, and a suAroge of this nature Is a suf- 
ficient. refutation of whole volumes of carping criticism. 

Robert Blair was bom about the beginning of the seventeenth century. His 
father, the Rev. David Blair, was one of the ministers of Edinburgh and a chap, 
lain to the king. The author of The Grave was destined to the Scottish church, 
and received his education at the Unlvertity of Edlnbui^h, end in 1731. he was 
ordained minister of Athelstaneford, in EMt Lothian. His fortune, indepen. 
dently of his profession, was comfortable, and his ambition moderate, so that he 
'* never changed nor wished to change his place accordingly, he attached him- 
self to his humble charge for life, and combined In his own person the two 
happiest states — that of a country gmtleman and a rural divine. He was dis- 
tinguished, not only by devotedness to his clerical duties and the affection of 
his parishioners, but by his love of elegant and philosophical studies, among 
which may be mentioned botany and optics, in which he made great proficiency. 
Ho married Isabella Law, dau^ter of Mr. Law of Elvingstone, who was Pro- 
fessor of Moral Philosophy in the University of Edinburgh, and with this lady, 
who was distinguished by remarkable beauty and amiable manners, he realized 
such a life of substantial happiness, as seldom falls to the lot of poets. His death 
occurred on the 4th of February, 1746, In the forty-seventh year of his age, and 
he was succeeded in his clerical charge by John Home, the distinguished author 
of the tragedy of Douglas. 

Blair was the author of a few poetical incidental pieceii, but the Hiipprior 
merits of The Grave have entirely eclipsed them. Of this admirable poem ho 
gives the following modest statement, addressed to Dr. Doddridge ” I have 
desired Dr. Watts to transmit you a manuscript poem of mine, entitled The 
Grave, written, I hope, In a way not unbecoming my profession os a minister of 
the gospel, though the greatest part of it was eomposed several years before 1 
was clothed with so sacred a character. 1 was urged by some friends hi>rp, to 
whom 1 showed it, to make it public; nor did I decline it, provided J had the 
approbation of Dr. Watts, from whom 1 have received many civilities, and for 
whom I had ever entertained the highest regard. Yesterday 1 had u letter from 
the doctor, signifying his approbation of the piece m a maimer most oblining. 
A great deal loss from him would have done me no small lionour. But, at iho 
same time, he mentions to me, that he had offered it to two booksellers of his 
acquaintance, who, he tells me, did not care to run the risk of publishing It 
They can scarcely think (considering how critical an age we live in, with respect 
to such kind of writings) that a person livmg throe hundred miles from T^mdon 
could write so as to be acceptable to the fashionable and polite. Perhaps it may 
be BO, though at the same time, 1 must say, in order to make it more generally 
liked, I was obliged sometimes to go cross to my own inclination, well knowing, 
tliat whatever poem is written on a serious argument, must, on Uiut very 
account, be under peculiui dlBadvantage^ ; and therefore proper arts iiiusL 
be used to make such a piece go down with a licentious age, which cures 
for none of those tilings. 1 beg pardon for breaking in on moments pre- 
cious us yours, and hope you will be so kind os to give mo your opinion of 
the poem." 

When the Grave first mode Its appearance, the misgivings of Blair were in a 
groat measure realized. It grated upon the nerves of the public like a death- 
bell, and even those who could be charmed with good poetry, could scarcely for- 
give the author for the high religious tone he had adopted. The theme was. 
Indeed, too solemn for a frivolous age : the verse was, therefore, complained 
of as being stiff, and the language, in many coses, vulgar and affected. But 
a short time sufficed to free the poem from these hypercritical aspersions, and 
it was soon universally felt and conceded that, os a religious poem, It was scarcely 
Inferior to any in the English language, and might be plao^ by the side of the 
Night Thoughts, which had probably Inspired it. 
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See yonder hallow'd fane! the pious work 
Of names once famed, now dubious or foigot, 

And bulled ’midst the wreck of things which ^^(‘re ; 
There lie ini err’d the moie illustrious dead. 

The wind is up: hark! liow it howls! methinks, 

Till now I never heard a sound so dreary. 

Doors creak, and windows clap, and night's foul bird, 
Rook'd in the spire, screams loud ; the gloomy aisles 
Black plaster'd, and hung round with shreds or 'scutcheons 
And tatter’d coats of arms, send back the sound 
Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults. 

The mansions of the dead. Roused from their slumbers, 
In grim array the grizly spectres rise, 

Grin horrible, and obstinately sullen 
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PaPH and repasp, liupli’d as the foot of night. 

Again the screech-owl shrieks : ungracious sound ! 

T *11 hear no more ; it makes one's blood run chill. 

Quite round the pile, a row of rev’rend elms, 

Coeval near with that, all ragged show, 

Long lash’d by the rude winds : some rift half down 
Their branchless trunks : others so thin a-top 
That scarce two crows could lodge in the same tree. 
Strange things, the neighbours say, have happen’d here: 
Wild shrieks have issued from the hollow tombs ; 

Dead men have come again and walk’d about ; 

And the great bell has toll’d, unrung, unlouch’d. 

Such tales their cheer, at wake or gossiping, 

When it draws near to witching time of night. 

Oft in the lone churchyard at night I ’ve seen, 

By glimpse of moonshine, chequ’ring through the trees, 
The schoolboy, with his satchel in his hand, 

Whistling aloud to bear his courage up, 

And lightly tripping o’er the long flat Ploiies 
(With nettles skirled, and with moss o’ei grown) 

That tell in homely phrase who lie below. 

Sudden he starts! and hears, or thinks he hears, 

The sound of something purring at hip heels : 

Full fast he flics, and dares not look hchiiid him. 

Till out of bieath he overtakes his fellows ; 

Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid apparition, tall and ghastly, 

That walks at dead of night, or takes his stand 
O’er pome new-open'tl grave; and, strange to tell! 
Evanishes at crowing of the cock. 

The new-made wddow, too, I've somelimes s])ied. 
Sad sight ! slow moving o’er the prostrate dead : 
Listless she crawls along in doleful black. 

While bursts of sorrow gush from cither eye. 

Fast falling down her now-untasted chei’k. 

Prone on the lonely grave of the dear man 
She drops ; while busy meddling memory, 

Tn barbarous succession, musters up 
I'lie past endearments of their softer houis, 

Tenacious of its theme. Still, still she thinks 
She sees him, and indulging the fond thought. 

Clings yet more closely to the senseless turf, 

Nor heeds the passenger who looks that way. 

The Graif0. 
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But see ! the well-plumed hearse comes nodding on , 
Stately and slow; and properly attended 
By the whole sable tribe, that painful watch 
The sick man’s door, and live upon the dead, 

By letting out their persons by the hour 
To mimic sorrow, when the heart ’s not sad. 

How rich the trappings, now they 're all unfurl'd 
And glitt'ring in the sun ! triumphant entries 
Of conquerors and coronation pomps 
In glory scarce exceed. Great gluts of people 
Retard th’ unwieldy show; whilst from the casements, 
And houses’ tops, ranks behind ranks, close wedged, 
Hang bellying o’er. But tell us, why this waste? 
Why this ado in earthing up a carcase 
That 's fall’n into disgrace, and in the nostril 
Smells horrible? Ye undertakers! tell us, 

’Midst all the gorgeous figures you exhibit. 

Why is the principal conceal'd, for which 
You make this mighty stir? ’Tis wisely done ; 

What would offend the eye in a good picture, 

The painter casts discreetly into shade. 

Proud Uncage! now how little thou appc.ar'st! 

Below the envy of the private man ! 

Honour, that meddlesome otficious ill, 

I^ursues thee e’en to death ; nor there stops short : 
Strange persecution! when the grave itself 
Is no protection from rude sufferance. 

fVpw The (Jr avr 


THE (JRAVB A UNIVERSAL LEVELLER. 

Beaut}"! thou pretty plaything! dear deceit! 
That steals so softly o’er the stripling’s heart, 

And gives it a new pulse unknown before, 

The grave discredits thee: thy charms expunged. 
Thy roses faded, and thy lilies soil’d, 

What hast thou more to boast of? Will thy lovers 
Flock round thee now, to gaze and do thee homage? 
Me thinks I see thee with thy head low laid : 

Whilst surfeited upon thy damask cheek. 

The high-fed worm, in lazy volumes roll’d, 

Riots unscared. For this was all thy caution? 
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For this thy painful labours at tliy glass, 

T’ improve those charms, and keep them in repair. 

For which the spoiler thanks thee not? Foul feeder! 
Coarse fare and carrion please thee full as well, 

And leave as keen a relish on the sense. 

Look, how the fair one weeps ! the conscious teais 
Stand thick as dewdrops on the bells of flowers : 

Honest effusion ! the swoln heart in vain 
Works hard to put a gloss on its distress. 

Strengtli, too ! thou surly and less gentle boast 
Of those that laugh loud at the village ring ! 

A fit of common sickness pulls thee down 

With greater ease than e’er thou didst the stripling 

That rashly dared thee to th’ unequal fight. 

Wliat groan was that I heard? deep groan indeed ! 

With anguish heavy laden ! let me trace it ; 

From yonder bed it comes, where tlie strong man, 

By stronger arm belaboured, gasps for breath 

Like a hard-hunted beast. How his great heart 

Beats thick ! his roomy chest by far too scant 

To give the lungs full play. What now avail 

The strong-built sinewy limbs, and well-spread shoulders ? 

See how he tugs for life, and lays about him, 

Mad with his pain I eager he catches hold 
Of what comes next to hand, and grasps it hard. 

Just like a creature drowning ! hideous sight ! 

O how his eyes stand out, and stare full ghastly ! 

While the distemper's rank and deadly venom 
Shoots like a burning arrow ’cross his bowels. 

And drinks his marrow up. Heard you that groan ? 

It was his last. See how the great Goliath, 

Just like a child that brawl'd itself to rest, 

Lies still. What mean'st thou then, O mighty boaster. 
To vaunt of nerves of thine? What means the bull, 
Unconscious of his strength, to play the coward. 

And flee before a feeble thing like man ; 

That knowing well the slackness of his arm. 

Trusts only in the well-invented knife ! 

With study pale, and midnight vigils spent , 

The star-surveying sage close to his eye 
Applies the sight-invigorating tube. 

And travelling through the boundless length of space 
Marks well the courses of the far-seen orbs, 

That roll with regular confusion there, 

In ecstacy of thought. But ah ! proud man ! 

Great heights are hazardous to the weali head : 

Soon, very soon, thy firmest footing fails, 
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And down thou dropp’st into that darksome place, 
Where nor device nor knowledge ever came. 

Here the tongue- warrior lies ! disabled now, 
Disarm'd, dishonour'd, like a wretch that 's gagg'd. 
And cannot tell his ail to passers-by. 

Great man of language, whence this mighty change?, 
This dumb despair, and drooping of the head ? 
Though strong Persuasion hung upon thy lip. 

And sly Insinuation's softer arts 
In ambush lay about thy flowing tongue. 

Alas ! how chop-full’n now ! thick mists and silenco 
Hest, like a weary cloud, upon thy breast 
Unceasing. Ah ! where is the lifted arm, 

The strength of action, and the force of words, 

The well-tum'd period, and the well-tuned voice. 
With all the lesser ornaments of phrase ? 

Ah ! fled for ever, as they ne'er had been ! 

Rased from the book of fame : or, more provoking, 
Perhaps some hackney hunger-bitten scribbler 
Insults thy memory, and blots thy tomb 
With long flat narrati>c, or duller rhymes, 

With heavy halting pace that drawl along : 
l^nough to rouse a dead man into rage. 

And warm, with red resentment, the wan cheek. 

Front Thi 


DEATH AND ITS CONSEQUENC E. 

Sure 'tis a serious thing to die ! My soul ! 

What a strange moment must it be, when near 
The journey’s end, thou hast the gulf in view ! 

That awful gulf no mortal e’er repass’d 
To tell what 's doing on the other side ! 

Nature runs back and shudders at the sight, 

And every life-string bleeds at thoughts of parting : 

For pi\rt they must: body and soul must part; 

Fond couple ! link'd more close than wedded pair. 

This wings its way to its Almighty Source, 

The witness of its actions, now its judge ; 

T7iat drops into the dark and noisome grave, 

Like a disabled pitcher of no use. 

If death were nothing, and nought after death ; 

If when men died, at once they ceased^ to be, 

Returning to the barren womb of nothing, 

W^hence first they sprung ; then might the debauchee, 
Untrembling, mouth the heavens : then might the drunkard 
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Reel over his full bowl, and when ’tis drain’d 
Fill up another to the brim, and laugh 
At the poor bugbear Death ; then might the wretch 
Who *8 weary of the world, and tired of life, 

At once give each inquietude the slip. 

By stealing out of being when he pleased, 

And by that way, whether by hemp or steel : 

Death’s thousand doors stand open. Who could force 
The ill-pleased guest to sit out his full time, 

Or blame him if he goes ? Sure he does well 
That helps himself as timely as he can, 

When able. But if there’s an hereafter, 

And that there is, conscience, uninfluenced 
And suffer’d to speak out, tells every man. 

Then must it be an awful thing to die. 

From The (it ore. 


death of the good man. 

Sure the last end 

Of the good man is peace ! How calm his exit ! 
Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground. 
Nor weary worn-out winds expire so soft. 

Behold him in the evening-tide of life, 

A life well spent, whose early care it was 
His riper years should not upbraid his green : 

By unperceived degrees he wears away; 

Yet, like the sun, seems larger at his setting. 
High in his faith and hopes, look how he reaches 
After the prize in view ! and, like a bird 
That *8 hamper'd, struggles hard to get away : 
While the glad gates of sight are wide expanded 
To let new glories in, the first fair fruits 
Of the last-coming harvest. Then, O then ! 
Each earth-born joy grows vile, or disappears. 
Shrunk to a thing of nought. O how he longs 
To have his passport signd, and be dismiss'd! 
'Tis done, and now he 's happy ! The glad soul 
Has not a wish uncrown'd. E'en the lag flesh 
Rests too in hope of meeting once again 
Its better half, never to sunder more. 

Nor shall it hope in vain; the time draws on 
When not a single spot of burial earth, 

Whether on land or in the spacious sea, 

But must give back its long-committed dust 
Inviolate. 


From The Grave. 
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Wah born at Dublin, In 1708, and was tho son of a'dlssentlng minister in that 
city. He was first educated at a private school in Dublin, and then sent to the 
University of Glasgow j but there, by entering into an improvident marriage be. 
fore he had reached his twentieth year, he marred his future prospects of suc- 
cess in the world. A life of dissipation and recklessness ensued, and although 
his poetical talents procured him influential friends, who would have exerted 
themselves in his behalf, his indolence and excesses negatived all their efibrts 
He was, in short, an odious impersonation of the worst qualities of Savage 
After a life of thoughtlessness, meanness, and suffering, intermingled with 
paroxysms of repentance and remorse, he died worn out by excesses in May, 
1749. His poetry, whirh was scattered through several periodicals, would, if 
collected, form several bulky volumes; but his chief poem. The Deity, shown 
us of what excellence he would have been capable, if Ills mind hud been under 
the control of better habits .and principles 


EPISTLE TO HENRY BROOKE, Esg 

Al'THOK OV OITBTAVOS VASA. 

Though ’midst the cruel stonu of passion tost, 

I view tho shore, and sigh for safety lost, 

While every distant hope of good is gone. 

And, left by thee, 'tis joy to be undone ; 

Oh ! read the thought where no design has part, 

The last faint purpose of my wretched heart ; 

Long had between us (in a moment torn) 

The holy band of friendship’s faith been worn : 

I claim'd the bliss, so happy once was I, 

Dear to your breast, and cherish'd in your eye : 

Now lost the privilege, shall one short day 
Snatch all the labour of our lives away? 

But oh, I err ! 1 am not what I seem, 

Friendship can ne’er subsist without esteem ; 

Death were my choice, if Heaven my choice approved, 
More easy than to lose the friend I loved : 

Happy in this, that to your better care 
I gave a friend, will never lose his share ; 

Whose truth will still increase, the longer known, 
Whose faith, whose goodness, are so like your own i 
Forget, I bless you, — if this wish succeeds, 

Then live Gustavus, though Arvida bleeds. 


THE REDEEMER. 

Advance, thou hopeless mortal, steel’d in guilt. 
Behold, and if thou canet, forbear to melt ! 

Shall Jesus die thy freedom to regain. 

And wilt thou drag the voluntary chain? 
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Wilt thou refuse thy kind assent to give, 

When dying he looks down to bid thee live ? 
Perverse, wilt thou reject the proffer’d good, 

Bought with his life, and streaming in his blood ? 
Whose virtue can thy deepest crimes efface, 

Re-heal thy nature, and confirm thy peace ! 

Can all the errors of thy life atone. 

And raise thee from a rebel, to a son ? 

O blest Rcdocmer, from thy sacred throne. 

Where saints and angels sing thy triumphs won ! 
(Where from the grave thou raised thy glorious head. 
Chain’d to thy car the powers infernal led) 

From that exalted height of bliss supreme, 

Look down on those who bear thy sacred name ; 
Restore their ways, inspire them by thy grace, 

Thy laws to follow, and thy steps to trace ; 

Thy bright example to thy doctrine join, 

And by their morals prove their faith divine ! 

Nor only to thy church confine thy ray, 

O’er the glad world thy healing light display ; 

Fair Sun of Righteousness ! in beauty rise, 

And clear the mists that cloud the mental skies ! 

To Judah’s remnant, now a scatter’d train, 

Oh great Messiuli ! show thy promised reign ; 

O’er earth as wid(‘, thy saiirig warmth diffuse, 

As spreads the ambient air, or falling dews, 

And haste the time when, vancpiish’d by thy power. 
Death shall expire, and sin defile no more ! 

Front Dcttif^ 


TO MRS. OI.DFTFXD; ow her AcriNf: Ci.icupatiia. 

Oft has my soul with strong compassion strove. 
To think of Antony’s ill-fated love ; 

To see him shrink before Ih’ ambitious boy. 
Fame, life, and honour, given for transient joy ! 
Thus once I thought — but now my error see, 
And the lost hero stands absolved by thee. 

Had Cleopatra's charms like Oldfield’s shone ! 
Had she the tuneful magic of thy tongue ! 

Well might the Roman of his softness boast. 
And think that love atoned for empire lost : 

Well might he from the glorious war remove, 
And barter crowns and provinces for love ! 

For oh! who would not make the fate his own V 
And wish to be so gloriously undone ! 
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Th» laureate of the healing art was born at Custleton, in Roaburghiihire. 
about 1709, and was the son of the parish minister. After the usual routine 
of education pursudd in the Scottish schools, he was sent to the University of 
Edinburgh, to perfect himself in classical learning, and study the several 
branches of philosophy and medicine, which he did with great repuUtion. 
Having taken his degree of Doctor, he went to Liondon, and commenced prac. 
tlco as a physician, but with indifferent succesa This circumstanro, combined 
with his natural vein of sarcastic wit, produced from him certain fugitive essays 
and dialogues connected with the study of physic, in which he happily ridiculed 
the medical errors and prejudices of tite day. 

It was from poetry, however, that Armstrong was to derive ids chief celebrity, 
although his first publication in that department was rather inauspicious. This 
was, his Economy of Ixivo, in which he displayed all the elegance, and more 
than the licentiousness, of Ovid. At a later period of his life, indeed, be endea- 
voured to counteract the evil tendencies of the work, by publishing a casUgiited 
edition ; but the whole subject was too thoroughly imbued with a prurieui 
fancy, to be purified by any process of pruning. His next production, of still 
higher poetical merit, and of a very different moral tendency from the former, 
establl^ed his pootical reputation upon a lasting basis. Tiiis was, bis Art 
of Preserving Health, which ho published in 17 U After thii he continued to 
pursue his professional vocation, and write occasional poems, until his death, 
which occurred on the 7th of September, 1779. While most of the poetry of 
Armstrong has been forgotten, his Art of Preserving Health will always con- 
tinue to hold a high place In English literature. 


A HEALTHY SITE 

Meantime, the moist mali^ity to shun 
Of burthen’d skies, mark where the dry champaign 
Swells into cheerful hills ; where Marjoram 
And Thyme, the love of bees, perfume the air ; 
And where the Cynorrhodon with the rose 
For fragrance vies ; for in the thirsty soil 
Most fragrant hreatlie the aromatic tribes. 

There bid thy roofs high on the basking steep 
Ascend, there light thy hospitable fires; 

And let them see the winter morn arise, 

The summer evening blushing in the west ; 

While with umbrageous oaks the ridge hehlml 
O’erhung, defends you from the blust’ring north. 
And bleak affliction of the peevish east. 

O! when the growling winds contend, and ail 
The sounding forest fluctuates in the storm ; 

To sink in warm repose, and hear the din 
Howl o’er the steady battlements, delights 
Above the luxury of vulgar sleep. 

The murmuring rivulet, and the hoarser strain 
Of waters rushing o’er the slippery rocks. 

Will nightly lull you to ambrosial rest. 

To please the fancy is no trifling good, 
s 
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Where health is studied ; for whatever moves 
The mind with calm delight, promotes the just 
And natural movements of th’ harmonious frame. 
Besides, the sportive brook for ever shakes 
The trembling air ; that floats from hill to hill, 

From vale to mountain, with incessant change 
Of purest element, refreshing still 
Your airy seat, and uninfected gods. 

Chiefly for this I praise the man who builds 
High on the breezy ridge, whose lofty sides 
Th’ ethereal deep with endless billows chafes. 

His purer mansion nor contagious years 
Shall reach, nor deadly putrid airs annoy. 

From The Art li/* Preserving Hi aith Booh / 


TRUE LUXURY. 

Voluptuous Mill! 

Is by superior fatrulties misled ; 

Misled from pleasure even in quest of joy. 

Sated with Nature's boons, what thousands si'ek, 

With dishes tortured from their native taste, 

And mad variidy, to spur beyond 
Its wiser will the jad(‘d appetite! 

Is this for pleasure? Learn a juster taste ; 

And know that temperance is true luxury. 

Or is it pride? Pursue some no!)ler aim. 

Dismiss your par.isites, who praise for hire ; 

And earn the fair esteem of IiojhisI men, 

W^hose praise is Fame. Form'd of such clay as yours. 
The sick, the needy, shiver at your gates. 

Even modest want may bless your hand unseen, 
Though hush'd in jiatient wretchedness at home. 

Is there no virgin, graced with every charm 
But that which binds the mercenary vow ? 

No youth of genius, wliose neglected bloom 
Unfoster'd sickens in the barren shade ; 

No worthy man, by fortune’s random blows, 

Or by a heart too generous and humane. 

Constrain’d to leave his happy natal seat. 

And sigh for wants more bitter tlian his own? 

There are, while human miseries abound, 

A thousand ways to waste superfluous wealth, 
Without one fool or flatterer at your board, 

Without one hour of sickness or disgust 

t'rom The Att i\f Presrrvnig Health Booh II. 
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NIGHT-MARE. 

Oppress not Nature sinking down to rest 
With feasts too late, too solid, or too full : 

But be the first concoction half-matured 

Ere you to mighty indolence resign 

Your passive faculties. He from the toils 

And troubles of the day to heavier toil 

Retires, whom trembling from the tower that iocKk 

Amid the clouds, or Calpe*s hideous height. 

The busy demons hurl ; or in the main 
O’erwhelm; or bury struggling under ground. 

Not all a monarch’s luxury the woes 

Can counterpoise of that most wretched man, 

Whose nights are shaken witli the frantic fits 
Of wild Orestes ; whose delirious brain. 

Stung by the Furies, works with poison'd thought: 
While pale and monstrous painting shocks the soul ; 
And mangled consciousness bemoans itself 
For ever torn ; and chaos floating round. 

From the Art of vtUfi Health 7?t Ill 


nESCRlPTlON OF THE SWEATING SICKNESS IN ENGL \NI 

Ere yet the fell Plantagenets had spent 
Their ancient rage, at Bosworth's purple field ; 
While, for which tyrant England should recui\c. 
Her legions in incestuous murders mix'd, 

And daily horrors ; till the Fates were drunk 
With kindred blood by kindred hands profused ; 
Another plague of more gigantic arm 
Arose, a monster never known before, 

Rear’d from Cocytus its portentous head ; 

This rapid Fury not, like other pests. 

Pursued a gradual course, but in a day 
Rush’d as a storm o’er half th’ astonish'd isle. 

And strew'd with sudden carcases the land. 

First through the shoulders, or whatever part 
Was seized the first, u fervid vapour sprung; 

With rash combustion thence, the quivering spark 
Shot to the heart, and kindled all within ; 

And soon the surface caught the spreading fires. 
Through all the yielding pores, the melted blood 

s 2 
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Gush'd out in smoky sweats ; but nought assuaged 
The torrid heat within, nor aught relieved 
The stomach's anguish. With incessant toil, 
Desperate of ease, impatient of their pain. 

They toss’d from side to side. In vain the stream 
Ran full and clear, they burnt and thirsted still. 

The restless arteries with rapid blood 
Beat strong and frequent. Thick and pantingly 
The breath was fetch'd, and with huge lab’rings heaved. 
At last a heavy pain oppress'd the head, 

A wild delirium came ; their weeping friends 
Were strangers now, and this no home of theirs. 
Harass’d with toil on toil, the sinking powers 
Lay prostrate and o'erthrown ; a ponderous sleep 
Wrapt all the senses up : they slept and died. 

In some, a gentle horror crept at first 
O’er all the limbs ; the sluices of tlie skin 
Withheld their moisture, till by art provoked 
The sweats o'erflow’d ; but in a clammy tide : 

Now free and copious, now restrain’d and slow ; 

Of tinctures various, as the temperature 
Had mix’d the blood ; and rank with fetid steams : 
As if the pent-up humours by delay 
Were gi'own more fell, more putrid, and malign. 
Here lay their hopes (though little hojie remain'd); 
With full effusion of perpetual sweats 
To drive the venom out. And here the fates 
Were kind, that long they linger'd not in pain. 

For who survived the sun's diurnal race 
Rose from the dreamy gates of hell redeem’d : 

Borne the sixth hour oppress’d, and some the third. 

Of many thousands few untainted ’scaped ; 

Of those infected fewer 'scaped alive ; 

Of those who lived some felt a second blow ; 

And whom the second spared, a third destroy’d. 
Frantic with fear, they sought by flight to shun 
The fierce contagion. O'er the mournful land 
Th’ infected city pour’d her hurrying swarms : 
Roused by the flames that fired* her seats around, 

Th* infected couatxy rush’d into the town. 

Borne, sad at home, and in the desert some, 

Abjured the fatal commerce of mankind ; 

In vain : where'er they fled, the Fates pursued. 
Others, with hopes more specious, crosi^d the main. 
To seek protecuon in fkr distant skies ; 

But none they feund. It seem’d the general air, 
From pole to pole, from Atlas to the East, 
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Was then at enmity with English blood. 

For, but the race of England, all were safe 

In foreign climes ; nor did this Fury taste 

The foreign blood which England then contain'd. 

Where should they fly? The circumambient bea\en 

Involved them still; and every breeze bane. 

Where find relief? The salutary art 

Was mute ; and startled at the new disease, 

In fearful whispers hopeless omens gave. 

To Heaven with suppliant rites they sent their prayers : 
Heaven heard them not. Of every hope deprivecl ; 
Fatigued with vain resources; and subdued 
With woes resistless and enfeebling fear ; 

Passive they sunk beneath the weighty blow. 

Nothing but lamentable sounds \\ as h(*ard, 

Nor aught was seen but ghastly view^s of death 
Infectious horror ran from face to face, 

And pale despair. 'Tw'as all the business then 
To tend the sick, and in theii turns to die. 

In heaps they fell : and oft one bed, the^ sa^ , 

I'he sickening, dying, and the dead, contain'd. 

tjofu I hi tit of Urnifh Itont HI 
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War the son of Sir 'llidiniih TiVttolion, of Ilauloy, In Worcestorslilre, and wus 
born in 1709. He was ecliirated at Eton, and afterwards iit Christ Church 
College, and at an early period displayed his tn1i*nls hy his writings both in pioso 
and verse. He obtained a seat In Parliament, where ho distinguisbod himself 
by a constant opposition to the minister, Walpole, and in IT't? lie was appointed 
SisTPtnry to the Prince of Wales, in which situation he was enabled to rerom- 
mend several of hlR talented contemporurieH to the patronage of his royal master. 
In 1741, he married Misn I^ucy Fortesoue, of Devonshiro, with whom he lived in 
great happiness till her death, which happened flve years afterwards, wlien he 
eni]e.’ivoured to express and soothe his affliction by one of the most affl'cting 
domestic poems In the English language. In 1744, I<ytteIton was appointed one 
of tlie Ix>rds of the Treasury; in 176S, he wus advanced to the rank of Cbati. 
crilor of the Kxehequer; and towards the end of tho reign of George 11., ins 
political services were rewarded with a peerage. He died on the «2d of 
Augost. 1773. 

Ijord l.ytLelton’s poems were tho lightest, and perhaps the least valuable, of 
his literary exertions. He wrote seTcral prose works; amdfig which ilie most 
distinguislied are, his History of Henry II., and his Observations on llie Con- 
version of SL Paul. The origin of the last work is often referred to. Lyttelton, 
Willie A young man, had become estranged from tho Christian faith: hut as ho 
ailvjineed in life, he felt the necessity of studying the important question with 
eurtieNines.s and impartiality. Tlie result was, that he became a Arm and devout 
believer, and his desire that others should become so, led to his celebrated 
work on tho Conversion of St. Paul — a work that demonstrates the truth of (’iiris- 
tinniiv with a cogency and conclusiveneNS whicli infldclity has never lieen 
able to answer. 


FROM AN ELEGY TO THE MEMORY OF HIS WIFE 

At length escaped from every human (‘yo, 

I'Vom every duty, every care. 

That in my mournful thoughts might claim a shart* 
Or force my tears their flowing stream to dry; 
Bdheath the gloom of this embowering shade, 

This lone retreat, for tender sorrow made, 

I now may give my burden’d heart relief, 

And pour forth all my stores of grief ; 

Of grief surpassing every other woe, 

Far as the purest bliss, the happiest love 
Gan on th’ ennobled mind bestow. 

Exceeds the vulgar joys that move 
Our gross desires, inelegant and low. 

Ye tufted groves, ye gently-falling rills, 

Ye high o’ershadowing hills. 

Ye lawns gay^smiling with eternal green, 

Oft have you my Lucy seen ! 

But never shall you now behold her more : 

Nor will she now with fond delight 
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And taste refined your rural charms explore. 

Closed are those beauteous eyes in endless night, 
Those beauteous eyes where beaming used to shine 
Reason’s pure light and Virtue’s spark divine. 

Oft would the Dryads of these woods rejoice 
To hear her heavenly voice ; 

For her despising, when she deign’d to sing, 

The sweetest songsters of the spring : 

The woodlark and the linnet pleased no more ; 
The nightingale was mute, 

And every shepherd’s flute 
Was cast in silent scorn away. 

While all attended to her sweeter lay. 

Ye larks and linnets, now resume your song; 

And thou, melodious Philomel, 

Again thy plaintive story tell ; 

For death has stopt that tuneful tongue. 

Whose music could alone your warbling notes excel. 

In vain I look around 

O’er all the well-known ground, 

My Lucy's wonted footsteps to descry ; 

Where oft we used to walk. 

Where oft in tender talk 
We saw the summer sun go down the sky; 

Nor by yon fountain's side. 

Nor where its waters glide 
Along the valley, can she now be found : 

In all the wide-stretoh'd prospect’s ample bound 
No more my mournful eye 
Can aught of her espy. 

But the sad sacred earth where her dear relics lie. 

O shades of Hagley, where is now your boast? 

Your bright inhabitant is lost. 

You she preferr'd to all the gay resorts 
Where female vanity might wish to shine, 

The pomp of cities, and the pride of courts. 

Her modest beauty shunn'd the public eye ; 

To your sequester'd dales 
And flower-embroider'd vales 
From an admiring world she chose to fly : 

With Nature there retired, and Nature's God, 

The silent paths of wisdom trod. 

And banish'd every passion from her breast, 

But those, the gentlest and the^ best. 

Whose holy flames with energy divine 
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The \irtuous heart enliven and improve, 

The conjugal and the maternal love. 

Sweet babes, who, like the little playful fawns, 
Were wont to trip along these verdant lawns 
By your delighted mother's side, 

\^o now your infant steps shall guide ? 

Ah ! where is now the hand whose tender care 
To every virtue would have form'd your youth, 

And strew’d with flowers the thorny ways of truth ? 
O loss beyond repair! 

O wretched father ! left alone, 

To w(‘ep their dire misfortune, and thy own ! 

How shall thy weaken'd mind, oppress'd with woe, 
And drooping o’er thy Lucy's grave. 

Perform the duties that you doubly owe ! 

Now she, alas ! is gone. 

From folly and fi*om vice their helpless age to save ? 

Thou, plaintive Muse, whom o’er his Laura’s urji 
U nhappy Petrarch call’d to mourn ; 

O come, and to this fairer Laura pay 
A more impassion’d tear, a more pathetic lay. 

Tell how each beauty of her mind and face 
Was brighten’d by some sweet peculiar grace! 

How eloquent in every look 
Through her expressive eyes her soul distinctly s]>okc ! 
Tell how her manners, by the world refined, 

Left all the taint of modish vice behind. 

And made each charm of polish’d courts agree 
With candid Truth's simplicity. 

And uncorrupted innocence! 

Tell how to more than manly sense 
She join’d the softening influence 
Of more than female tenderness : 

How, in the thoughtless days of wealth and joy, 

Which oft. the care of others’ good destroy. 

Her kindly-melting heart, 

To every want and every woe, 

To guilt itself when in distress, 

The balm of pity would impart. 

And all relief that bounty could bestow ! 

Ev'n for the kid or lamb that pour’d its life 
Beneath the bloody knife. 

Her gentle tears would fall, 

Tears from sweet Virtue’s source, benevolent to all. 
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Was bom In London, on the 2Sth of January, 1710. After receiving a private 
education, he waa sent to the Temple, with the view of making law his profes- 
slon i but having bhen inveigled into a bond of security for Bf r. Fleetwood, of 
Drury Lane Theatre, he was, on the fidlure of that gentleman, sulyected to the 
penalty of three thousand pounds, which not being able to pay, he was confined 
for several years in the Fleet prison. On obtaining his release, however, he was 
enabled to pass the rest of his life in affluence, in consequence of a considerable 
fortune which he inherited from his deceased wife. He died on the 30th of 
December, 1774. 

Whitehead’s chief poems are. Manners, a Satire ; The State Dunces ; Honour ; 
The Gymnasiad, a mock*hcroic poem ; and an Epistle to Dr. Thomson. As he 
never could be prevailed upon to publish a collected edition of his poems during 
hiB life-time, the task was performed after his death by his friends and relatives. 
He waa a keen political writer, and he confined himself chiefly to the party con- 
tests of the day, so that his poems do not now possess that interest which ^.heir 
intrinsic merits demand, or which they would have undoubtedly obtained if they 
had been devoted to more general subjecta 


WORTHLESSNESS OF EXTERNALS. 

Who would the courtly chapel holy call, 

Though the whole bench should consecrate the wall ? 
While the trim chaplain, conscious of a see, 

Cries out, “ My king, I have no God but thee 
Lifts to the royal seat the asking eye, 

And pays to George the tribute of the sky ; 

Proves sin alone from humble roofs must spring, 

Nor can one earthly failing stain a king. 

Bishops and kings may consecrate, ’tis true ; 
Manners alone claim homage as their due. 

Without, the court and church arc both profane, 
Whatever prelate preach, or monarch reign ; 
lieligion’s rostrum virtue’s scaffold grows, 

And crowns and mitres are mere raree-shows. 

In vain, behold yon rev’reud turrets rise, 

And Sarum’s sacred spire salute the skies! 

If the lawn’d Levite’s earthly vote be sold. 

And God’s free gift retail'd for Mammon gold ; 

No rcv’rence can the proud cathedral claim, 

But Henley’s shop, and Sherlock’s, are the same. 

Whence have St. Stephen’s walls so hallow’d been? 
Whence? From the virtue of his sons within. 

But should some guileful serpent, void of grace, 

Glide in its bounds, and poison all the place ; 

Should e’er the sacred voice be set to sale. 

And o’er the heart the golden fruit prevail ; 
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The place is alter’d, Sir ; nor think it strange 
To see the senate sink into a 'change. 

Or court, or church, or senate-house, or hall. 
Manners alone beam dignity on all. 

Without their influence, palaces are cells ; 

Crane-court, a magazine of cockle-shells ; 

The solemn bench no bosom strikes with awe. 

But Westminster ’s a warehouse of the law. 

These honest truths, my lord, deny you can ; 

Since all allow, that Manners make the man.” 

Hence only glories to the great belong, 

Or peers must mingle with the peasant throng. 

Though strung with ribbons, yet behold His Grace 
Shines but a lacquey in a higher place ! 

Strip the gay livery from the courtier's back, 

What marks the diflTrence ’twixt my lord and Jack? 
The same mean, supple, mercenary knave. 

The tool of power, and of state the slave : 

Alike the vassal heart in each prevails. 

And all his lordship boasts is larger vails. 

Wealth, manors, titles, may descend, 'Us true ; 

But every heir must merit's claim renew. 

trofn Manners. 


PURSUIT OF HONOUR. 

Honour ’s a mistress all mankind pursue-; 

Yet most mistake the false one for the true ; 

Lured by the trappings, dazzled by the paint, 

Wc worship oft the idol for the saint. 

Courted by all, by few the fair is won ; 

Those lose who seek her, and those gain who shun ; 
Naked she flies to merit in distress, 

And leaves to courts the garnish of her dress. 

The million’d merchant seeks her in his gold ; 

In schools the pedant, and in camps the bold : 

The courtier views her, witli admiring eyes, 

Flutter in ribbons, or in titles rise : 

Sir Epicene enjoys her in his plume ; 

Mead, in the learned wainscot of a room : 

By various ways all woo the modest maid ; 

Yet lose the substance, grasping at the shade. 

F^om Hossasur. 
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Thu lorer of rural life was born at the Leasowes, m Hales-Owen, Shropshire, 
in the year 1714, and was distinguished even in childhood by his love of reading 
and thirst fur knowledge. He was flnt taught to read by on old village dame, 
whom he has Immoartallsed in his poem of the SchooUmistren ; and, after passing 
through several private academies, he was sent, in 1739, to Pemimke College, 
where he continued his studies for ten years. Here he published his principal 
poems at intervals, which consist of Elegies, Odes, Ballads, the Judgment of 
Hercules, and several miscellaneous pieces, humorous and moral. In private 
life, Shenstone was chiefly distinguished by his enthusiastic lovo for the pic. 
turesque improvement of his patrimonial estate, to which he devoted all his time, 
talents, and capital, so that the Leasowes became, under his care, a perfect 
fairy-land. He died on the 11th of February, 1763. 


ANCIENT BRITONS. 

And see Plinlimmon ! ev’n the youthful sight 
Scales the proud hiirs ethereal cliffs with pain ! 

Such Caer-caradoc ! thy stupendous height, 

Whose ample shade obscures th* lemian main. 

Bleak, joyless regions ! where, by science fired, 

Some prying sage his lonely step may bend ; 

There, by the love of novel plants inspired, 

Invidious view the clambering goats ascend. 

Yet for those mountains, clad with lasting snow, 

The, freeborn Briton left his greenest mead, 

Receding sullen from his mightier foe, 

For here he saw fair Liberty recede. 

Then if a chief perform'd a patriot's part. 

Sustain'd her drooping sons, repell’d her foes, 

Above all Persian luxe, or Attic art, 

The rude majestic monument arose. 

Progressive ages caroll'd forth his fame; 

Sires, to his praise, attuned their children's tongue ; 

The hoary Druid fed the generous flame. 

While in such strains the reverend wizard sung 

“ Go forth, my sons !— for what is vitid breath, 

Your gods expell’d, your liberty resign’d? 

Go forth, my sons I for what is instant death 
To souls secure perennial joys to find? 
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For scenes there are, unknown to war or pain, 

Where drops the balm that heals a tyrant’s wound ; 

Where patriots, blest with boundless freedom, reign, 
With misletoe’s mysterious garlands crown’d. 

Such are the names that grace your mystic songs ; 

Y our solemn woods resound their martial fire ; 

To you, my sons, the ritual meed belongs. 

If in the cause you vanquish or expire. 

Hark! from the sacred oak that crowns the groves. 
What awful voice my raptured bosom warms ; 

This is the favour’d moment heaven approves ; 

Sound the shrill trump ; this instant, sound to arms.’* 

Theirs was the science of a martial race, 

To shape the lance, or decorate the shield ; 

Ev’n the fair virgin stain’d her native grace. 

To give new horrors to the tented field. 

Now, for some cheek where guilty blushes glow, 

For some false Florimers impure disguise, 

The listed youth, nor war's loud signal know. 

Nor virtue’s call, nor fame’s imperial prize. 

Then if soft concord lull’d their fears to sleep. 

Inert and silent slept the manly car ; 

But rush’d horrific o’er the fearful steep, 

If freedom’s awful clarion breathed to war. 

Now the sleek courtier, indolent, and vain, 

Throned in the splendid carriage glides supine ; 

To taint his virtue with a foreign stain, 

Or at a favourite’s board his faith resign. 

Ijcave then, O Ijuxuiy*! this happy soil! 

Chase her, Britannia, to some hostile shore ; 

Or fieece the baneful pest with annual spoil. 

And let tliy virtuous offspring weep no more ! 

r? i>?/t Eh(ff/ A.Y/. 


TO MR. DODSLEY. 

Come then, my friend, thy sylvan taste display, 
Come, hear thy Faunus tune his rustic lay ; 

Ah, rather come, and in these dells disown 
The care of other strains, and tune thine own. 
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•THE PRINCESS ELIZABETH; A Ballad: 

AI.LUDlNti TO A STORY KKCORUED OF IIBR, WHEN Bllb WAS iUilSONER 
AT WOOUH'IOCK, 1654. 

Will you hear how once repining 
Great Eliza captive lay ? 

Each ambitious thought resigning, 

Foe to riches, pomp, and sway. 

While the nymphs and swains delighted 
Tript around in all their pride ; 

Envying joys by others slighted. 

Thus the royal maiden cried : — 

“ Bred on plains, or born in valleys. 

Who would bid those scenes adieu? 

Stranger to the arts of malice. 

Who would ever courts pursue ? 

Malice never taught to treasure, 

Censure never taught to bear : 

Love is all the shepherd’s pleasure ; 

Love is all the damsel’s care. 

How can they of humV>lc station 
Vainly blame the powers above 

Or accuse the dispensation 

Which allows them all to love ? 

Love like air is widely given; 

Power nor chance can these restrain ; 

Truest, noblest gifts of heaven ! 

Only purest on the plain ! 

Peers can no such charms discover. 

All in stars and garters drest, 

As, on Sundays, does the lover, 

With his nosegay on his breast. 

Pinks and roses in profusion. 

Said to fade when Chloe 's near ; 

Fops may use the same allusion, 

But the shepherd is sincere. 

Hark to yonder milk-maid singing 
Cheerly o’er the brimming pml ; 

Cowslips all around her springing 
Sweetly paint the golden vale. 
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Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move BO sprightly y look bo fair ; 

Never breast with jewels laden 
Pour a Bong so void of care. 

Would indulgent Heaven had granted 
Me some rural damsel’s part ! 

All the empire I had wtmted 

Then bad been my shepherd’s heart 

Then, with him, o’er hills and mountains. 
Free from fetters, might I rove : 
Fearless taste the ciystal fountains ; 
Peaceful sleep beneath the grove. 

Rustics had been more forgiving; 

Partial to my virgin bloom : 

None had envied me when living; 

None had triumph’d o’er my tomb.” 


ANACREONTIC. 

'Twas in a cool Aonian glade. 

The wanton Cupid, spent with toil, 

Had sought refreshment from the shade. 
And stretch’d him on the mossy soil. 

A vagrant Muse drew nigh, and found 
The subtle traitor fast asleep ; 

And is it thine to snore profound. 

She said, yet leave the world to weep? 

But hush — from this auspicious hour. 

The world, I ween, may rest in peace; 

And, robb’d of darts, and stript of power. 
Thy peevish petulance decrease. 

Sleep on, poor child, Avhilst I withdraw. 
And this thy vile artillery hide— 

Wlien the Castalian fount she saw. 

And plunged his arrows in the tide. 

That magic fount — ^ill-judging maid! 

Shall cause you soon to curse the day 

You dared the shafts of love invade, 

And gave his arms redoubled sway. 
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For in ft streaixi so wondrous clear, 
When angry Cupid searches round, 
Will not the radiant points appear? 
Will not the furtive spoils be found? 

Too soon they were ; and every dart, 
Dipped in the muse’s mystic spring, 
Acquired new force to wound the heart., 
And taught at once to love and sing. 

Then farewell, ye Pierian quire ; 

For who will now your ^tars throng? 
From love we learn to swell the lyre ; 
And Echo asks no sweeter' song. 


DESCRIPTION OF VIRTUE. 

This, whose attire less clogg’d with art appear’d. 

The simple sweets of innocence endear’d. 

Her sprightly bloom, her quick sagacious eye, 

Show’d native merit, mix’d with modesty. 

Her air diffused a mild yet awful ray. 

Severely sweet, and innocently gay. 

Such the chaste image of tlie martial maid. 

In artless folds of virgin white array’d ! 

She let no borrow'd rose her cheeks adorn, 

Her blushing cheeks, that shamed the purple mom 
Her charms nor had nor wanted artful foils, 

Or studied gestures, or well-practised smiles. 

She scorn’d the toys which render bcaiitj less : 

She proved th’ engaging chastity of dress ; 

And while she chose in native charms to shine, 

Ev’n thus she seem’d, nay, more than seem’d, divine. 
One modest emerald clasp’d the robe she wore. 

And, in her hand, th' imperial sword she bore. 

Sublime her height, majestic w^as her pace, 

And match'd the awful honours of her face. 

The shrubs, the flowers, that deck’d the verdant ground, 
Seem’d, where she trod, with rising lustre crown d 
Still her approach with stronger influence warm’d; 

She pleased, while distant ; but, when near, she charm’d. 
So strikes the gazer's eye, the silver gleam, 

That glittering quivers o'er a distant stre^ : 

But fxom its banks we see new beauties rise, 

And, in its crystal bosom, trace tlie skies. 

From The Judgment ef Hercttlrs. 
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No man. perhaps, was ever so fortunate in belnf dlsUnetly and minutely 
perpetuated to posterity as this lUerairp Colossus. From the recorded remi- 
niscences of his admiring IHends, and, above all, the copious narrative of 
Boswell, we have the giant as dlsthmtly before us as if ho stood there in flesh 
and blood. Besides knowittg contple^y the character of his mind, and his 
habits of thought, we bear the reu^ tones of his voice swelling In debate with 
the consciousness of i^iproachlng triumph, or sinking Into hnsklness with llU 
suppressed anger or eontempt— we see the working of his features upon his 
scarred and masalve oountenanoe, and the shaking of his head, as he becomes 
more and more excited — ^we can even tell every curl of his wig, and every 
button upon his coat: and such will It be with the generations that live a 
century hence. Samuel Johneon will never be talked of in the past tense, as 
a person who has been. He will be the living companion of every age. On 
this account, the writing of his life, ei well os a criticism upon his works, 
would be a superfluous attempt; and we shall content ourselves with a few 
chronological statements, to refresh the memory of Uie reader. 

lliis singularly fortunate personage was bom at Litchfield, in Staffbrdshire, on 
the 7th of September, 1709. Being afflicted in infancy with scrofula, or king's-evil, 
he was carried by his mother to Queen Anne for a cure ; but the royal touch, 
like other fairy attributes, had now lost its power. At school, Johnson is decribed 
as having been Indolent and careless: but who can augur of the state of a 
mind like his from external repose, or indifference to the pursuits of his class, 
fellows T He was entered a Commoner of Pembroke College, Oxford, in l7'iR ; 
and even already be was distinguished by the extent of hls reading, and the 
corroctnets and elegance of hls Latin compositions. He had repaired to the 
University under hopes of pecuniary support that were never realized, and 
thus hls literary course was besot by extreme poverty and privation ; and the 
bltteraeM of spirit which this state produced, expressed itself in gay sallies 
which made the hearers laugh, without their knowing that such mirthful lan- 
guage often expresses a sorrow too deep for complaint. He was generally to be 
found sauntering about the College quadrangles, attended by a group of merry 
students, who preferred his bon-mots to the prelections of their tutors. Such, too, 
was his pride and independence of spirit, that, one morning, on finding a pair of 
shoes which some kind friend had left at his door, his old ones being worn out, 
Johnson indignantly threw them away, resolving rather to walk bare.fout, than 
receive what looked (os he thought) like an alms. Tins trivial circumstance also 
shows the straits to which he must have been reduced, while making those ac- 
quirements that were to render his name immortal After leaving College, his 
narrow circumstances obliged him to accept the situation of an usher, from 
which he woa glad to escape, and hang loi»se for some time upon the world, 
until lie married, and then attempted to establish a im.irding-schonl 'i'hc 
plan foiled, upon which ho repaired to London, and thoro contrived fur some 
time to exist by his contributions to the Gentleman’s Magazine. In I73H, he 
published hls Ixmdon, and this poem was the rommrneenient of liih fame and 
success ; but they still came so slowly, that ho was obliged to exert the utmost 
activity of hls pen, and expend his intellectual strength upon the passing politics 
of the day. Such continued to be the case until 1747, when he planned his 
celebrated Dictionary, and contracted with the publishers for Its completion. 
His circumstances from this period were less precarious, although still far from 
being easy, until 1762, when he received the grant of a ponsiun from the king, 
of 300/. per annum, in consequence of the excellence of his writings, and the 
benefit which thoir moral tendency had been of to these kingdoms. He had 
now obtained a competence, and in the most honourable manner ; but os his 
heart was ample, and hls mind fertile, bo enlarged hls sphere of benevolence, 
and Increased hls labours to fill It. He was now seated upon the literary 
throne without a rival, and surrounded by a host of friends who regarded him 
with love and veneration ; and thus he continued till the period of his death, 
which was on the 18th of December, 1784. 
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WIk'ii Stella strikes the tuneful stiiiij;- 
III scenes of imitated sjiriii^-, 

AVlierc beauty lavishes lier powers 
i)ii beds of never-fading l!t>werR, 

And pleasure propag’ales around 
Kach charm of modulated R<>uiid ; 

Ah ! think not in the dangerous hour, 

The nymph fictitious as tlie flower. 

But shuji, rash youth, I lie ^ny alcove, 

Nor tempt the snares of wily love. 

"When charms thus pivss on every s< upe. 
What thought of flight, or of defence ? 
Deceitful hope, and vain desire. 

For ever flutter o'er hci lyre. 
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Delighting as the youth draws nigh, 

To point the glances of her eye, 

And forming with unerring art 
New chains to hold the captive heart. 

But on those regions of delight 
Might truth intrude with daring flight ; 
Could Stella, sprightly, fair, and young, 
One moment hear the moral song ; 
Instruction with her fiowers might spring. 
And wisdom warble from her string. 

Mark when from thousand mingled dyes 
Thou seest one pleasing form arise. 

How active light, and thoughtful shade, 

In greater scenes each other aid. 

Mark when the different notes agree 
In friendly contrariety; 

How passion’s well-accorded strife 
Gives all the harmony of life ; 

Thy pictures shall thy conduct frame, 
C^onsistent still, though nut the same; 

Thy music tc.icli the nohlci art, 

I’l) tune the regulated heart. 


PROLOGUE SPOKEN BY MU GARRICK, AT THE OPKNINO 
OF THE THEATRE ROYAL, DRURY LANE. 

When Learning's triumph o’er her harbarons foes 
First rear’d the stage, immortal Shakspeare rose ; 
Fach change of many-colour’d life he drew, 

Exhausted worlds, and then imagined new: 

Existence saw him spurn her hounded reign, 

And panting Time toil'd after him in vain. 

His powerful strokes presiding truth impress'd. 

And unresisted passion storm d the brc'iist. 

Then Jonson came, instructed frtnn the school, 

To please in method, and invent by rule; 

Plis studious patience and laborious art, 

By regular approach essay’d the heart : 

Cold approbation gave the lingering bays ; 

For those who durst not censure, scarce could praise. 
A mortal born, he met the general doom. 

But left, like Egypt’s kings, a lasting tomb. 

'rhe wits of Charles found easier ways to fame. 

Nor wish’d for Jonson’s art, iioi Shakspcarc’s flame. 
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Themselves they studied; as they felt, they writ : 
Intrigue was plot, obscenity was wit. 

Vice always found a sympathetic friend ; 

They pleased their age, and did not aim to mend. 
Yet bards like these aspired to lasting praise, 

And proudly hoped to pimp in future days. 

Their cause was general, their supports were strong; 
Their slaves were willing, and their reign was long : 
Till shame regain’d the post that sense betray’d, 
And virtue call’d oblivion to her aid. 

Then, crush’d by rules, and weaken’d as refined, 
For years the power of tragedy declined ; 

From bard to bard the frigid caution crept, 

Till declamation roar’d whilst passion slejit; 

Yet still did virtue deign the stage to tread, 
Philosophy remain’d though nature lied. 

But forced, at length, her ancient reign lo quit, 

She saw great Faustus lay the ghost of wit; 
Exulting folly hail'd the joyous day, 

And pantomime and song confirm'd her sway. 

But who the coming changes can prcjsage, 

And mark the future periods of the stage ? 

Perhaps, if skill could distant times explore, 

New Bchna, newDurfeys, yet remain in store; 
Perhaps, where Lear has raved, and liarnh^t died, 

On flying cars new sorcerers may ride ; 

Perhaps (for who can guess th’ effects of chance ?) 
Here Hunt may box, or Mahomet may dance. 

Hard is his lot that here by fortune placed. 

Must watch the wild vicissitudes of tasle ; 

With every meteor of caprice must play. 

And chase the new-blown bubbles of the day. 

Ah ! let not censure term our fate our clioic**, 

The stage but echoes back the public voice ; 

The drama’s laws, the drama's patrons give, 

For we that live to please, must please to live. 

Then prompt no more the follies you decry. 

As tyrants doom their tools of guilt to die ; 

’Tis yours, this night, to bid the reign commence 
Of rescued nature, and reviving sense ; 

To chase the charms of sound, the pomp of show. 

For useful mirth and salutary woe ; 

Bid scenic virtue form the rising age, 

And truth diffuse her radiance from the stage. 



342 


J^OHNSONk 


FATE OF POVERTY IN LONDON. 

By numbere here from shame or censure free» 

All crimes are safe hut hated poverty. 

This, only this, the rigid law pursues, 

This, only this, provokes the snarling muse. 

The sober trader at a tatter'd cloak 

Wakes from his dream, and labours for a joke ; 

With brisker air the silken courtiers gaze, 

And turn the varied taunt a thousand ways. 

Of all the griefs that harass the distress'd, 

Sure the most bitter is a scornful jest ; 

Fate never wounds more deep the generous heaiM , 
Than when a blockhead's insult points the dart. 

Has Heaven reserved, in pity to the poor, 

No pathless waste, or undiscover’d shore? 

No secret island in the boundless main? 

No peaceful desert yet unclaim'd by Spain? 

Quick let us rise, the happy seats explore. 

And bear oppression’s insolence no more. 

This mournful truth is every where confess'd, 

Slow rises worth by poverty depress'd: 

But here more slow, where all arc slaves to gold, 
Where looks are merchandise, and smiles are sold : 
Where won by bribes, by flatteries implored, 

The groom retails the favours of his lord. 

From Lo/uton. 


FAI^E GLORY. 

The festal blazes, the triumphal show, 

The ravish'd standard, and the captive foe, 

The senate's thanks, the gazette's pompous tale, 

With force resistless o'er the brave prevail. 

Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Asia whirl’d. 

For such the steady Romans shook the world ; 

For such in distant lands the Britons* shine. 

And stain with blood the Danube or the Rhine ; 

This power has praise, that virtue scarce can warm. 
Till fame supplies the universal charm. 

Yet Reason frowns on War's unequal game, 

Where wasted nations raise a single name. 

And mortgaged states their grandsires’ wreaths regret. 
From age to age in everlasting debt ; 
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Wreaths which at last the dear-bought right convey, 
To rust on medals, or on stones decay. 

On what foundation stands the warrior’s pride ? 
How just his hopes, let Swedish Charles decide : 

A frame of adamant, a soul of fire. 

No dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 

O’er love, o’er fear, extends his wide domain, 
Unconquer’d lord of pleasure and of pain ; 

No joys to him pacific sceptres yield, 

War sounds the trump, he rushes to the field ; 

Behold surrounding kings their power combine, 

And one capitulate, and one resign ; 

Peace courts his hand, but spreads her charms in vain ; 
** Think nothing gain’d (he cries), till nought remain; 
On Moscow's wafis till Gothic standards fly, 

And all be mine beneath the polar sky.” 

The march begins in military state, 

And nations on his eye suspended wail ; 

Stem Famine guards the solitary coast, 

And Winter barricades the realms of Frost ; 

He comes, nor want nor cold his course delay ; — 
Hide, blushing Glory ! hide Pultowa’s day : 

The vanquish’d hero leaves his broken bands, 

And shows his miseries in distant lands ; 

Condemn’d a needy supplicant to wait. 

While ladies interpose, and slaves debate. 

But did not Chance at length her error mend y 
Did no subverted empire mark his end? 

Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound? 

Or hostile millions press him to the ground? 

His fall was destined to a barren strand, 

A petty fortress, and a dubious hand ; 

He left the name, at which the world grew pale, 

To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 

From The Vanity qf Human 


IMITATION OF THE STYLE OF *##★ 

Hermit hoar, in solemn cell 

Wearing out life’s evening grey ; 
Strike thy bosom, sage, and tell. 

What is bliss, and which the way. 

This I spoke, and speaking sigh’d. 
Scarce repress’d the starting tear — 
When the hoary sage replied, 

Gome, my lad, and drink some beer. 
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BICHABD GI.OTEB. 


This poet, who wm abturdly cried ap as a aaeoiid Homer by his contempora- 
ries, and who Is now as much neglected as be was formerly honoured, was bom 
in London, in 1713. He began to write verses at an early agej and when only 
sixteen, he produced a poem to the memory of Sir Isaac Newton. After having 
left school, Glorer commenced life as a Hamburgh merchant, in which he was 
successfbl, but he still retained his literary tastes and habits amidst the avoca- 
tions of traffic. In 1737, he published his Epic poem of Leonidas, in nine, which 
were subsequently expanded into twrive books, and the astonishing fkvour with 
which it was recelvedi, may be explained from several circumstances. It was 
something new for a wealthy magniflco to be a poet ; he bad engaged with ardour 
in the support of the ministry against the court, and he was therefore backed In 
return by all the weight and talent of a powerful party ; and Leonidas appeared 
at a period when every idea or theme subversive of despotism, and favourable 
to liberty, was gladly laid hold of. But when the times dianged, the poem dls- 
appeared ; and scarcely a recollection now remains of a work that was once so 
celebrated. Besides Leonidas, Olover was the author of the Tragedy of BoadU 
cea, for which his popularity ensured a favourable reception m performance, 
and it was acted nine nights at Drury Lane. Afterwards he produced Medea, 
a play chiefly adapted from Euripides and Seneoa, and with the ancient chorus. 
After a long life of honourable activity and public usefulness, during which he 
was esteemed by all parties, he died on the 35th of November, 1785. 


THE CHARIOT OF XERXES. 

The king arose : — No more. Prepare my ear. 

The Spartan exile, Domaratus, call. 

We will ourselves advance to view the foe. 

The monarch will’d ; and suddenly he heard 
His trampling horses. High on silver wheels 
The ivory car with azure sapphires shone, 

Cierulean beryls, and the jasper green, 

The emerald, the ruby’s glowing blush. 

The flaming topaz with its golden beam, 

The pearl, th’ empurpled amethyst, and all 
The various gems, which India’s mines afibrd 
To deck the pomp of kings. In burnish’d gold 
A sculptured eagle from behind display'd 
His stately neck, and o'er the royal head 
Outstretch’d his dazzling wings. Eight generous steeds, 
Which on the famed Nissean plain were nursed 
In wintry Media, drew the radiant car. 

Not those of old, to Hercules refused 
By false Laomedon, nor they which bore 
The son of Thetis through the scatter’d rear 
Of Trey’s devoted race, with these might vie 
In strength or beauty. In obedient pride 
They hear their lord. Exulting, in the air 
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They toss theix foreheads. On their glistening chests 
The silver manes disport. The king ascends. 

Beside his footstool Demaratus sits. 

The charioteer now shakes th’ efful^nt reins, 

Strong Fatiramphes. At the signal, bound 
Th* attentive steeds ; the chariot flies : behind. 

Ten thousand horse in thunder sweep the field. 

F^rom Leonutas : Book IK 


CONTRAST BETWEEN THE PERSIAN AND GRECIAN SOLDIERS. 

Contemptuous smiled the monarch, and resumed - 
Wilt thou, in Lacedemon once supreme. 

Encounter twenty Persians? Yet these Greeks 
In greater disproportion must engage 
Our host to-morrow. Demaratus then : — 

By single combat were the trial vain 
To show the power of well-united force, 

Which oft by military skill surmounts 

The weight of numbers. Prince, the difierence learn 

Between thy warriors, and the sons of Greece. 

The flower, the safeguard of thy numerous camp 
Are mercenaries. These are canton'd round 
Thy provinces. No fertile field demands 
Their painful hand to break the fallow glebe. 

Them to the noon-day toil no harvest calls ; 

Nor on the mountain falls the stubborn oak 
By their laborious axe. Their watchful eyes 
Observe not, how the flocks and heifers feed. 

To them of wealth, of all possessions void, 

The name of country with an empty sound 
Flies o’er the ear, nor warms their joyless hearts. 

Who share no country. Needy, yet in scorn 
Rejecting labour, wretched by their wants. 

Yet profligate through indolence, with limbs 
Enervated and soft, with minds corrupt, 

From misery, debauchery, and sloth, 

Are these to battle drawn against a foe. 

Train’d in gymnastic exercise and arms, 

Inured to hardship, and the child of toil, 

W'ont through the freezing shower, the wintry storm, 
O’er his own glebe the tardy ox to goad. 

Or in the sun’s impetuous heat to glow 
Ben eath the burden of his yellow sheaves ; 

Whence on himself, on her whose faithful arms 
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Enfold him joyful, on a growing race 
Which glad hie dwelling, plenty he beetowe 
With independence. When to battle call’d, 

For them Ue dearest comfort, and his care; 

And for the harvest, promised to his toil. 

He lifts the shield, nor shuns unequal force. 

Such are the troops of every state in Greece. 

One only yields a breed more warlike still, 

Of whom selected bands appear in sight, 

All citizens of Sparta. They the glebe 
Have never turn'd, nor bound the golden sheat. 

They, are devoted to severer tasks, 

For war alone, their sole delight and care. 

From infancy to manhood they are train’d 
To winter watches, to inclement skies. 

To plunge through torrents, brave the tusky boar, 

To arms and wounds ; a discipline of pain 
So fierce, so constant, that to them a camp 
With all its hardships is a seat of rest. 

And war itself remission from their toil. 

From Leonidas : Book TV. 


THE VISION or ARTEMISIA. 

Now slowly towards the Persian camp her steps 
In silence she directed ; when a voice, 

Sent from a rock, accessible which seem’d 
To none, but feather’d passengers of air. 

By this reproof detain’d her; — Caria’s queen 
Art thou, to Greece by Doric blood allied? 

Gom’st thou to lay her fruitful meadows waste. 

Thou homager of tyrants? Upward gazed 
Th’ astonish’d princess. Lo! a female shape. 

Tall and majestic, from th’ impendent ridge 
liook’d awful down. A holy fillet bound 
Her graceful hair, loose flowing. Seldom wept 
Great Artemisia. Now a springing tear 
Between her eyelids gleam’d. Too true, she sigh’d, 
A homager of tyrants ! Voice austere. 

And presence half divine ! Again the voice : — 

O Artemisia, hide thy Doric sword. 

Let no barbarian tyrant through thy might. 

Thy counsels, valiant as thou art and wise. 
Consume the holy fanes, deface the tombs. 

Subvert the laws of Greece, her sous enthral. 
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The queen made no reply. Her breast-plate heaved. 
The tremulous attire of covering mail 
Confess'd her struggle. She at length exclaim'd 
Olympian thund'rer, from thy neighboring hill 
Of sacred oaths remind me ! Then aside 
She turns to shun that majesty of form, ■ 

In solemn sounds upbraiding. Tom her thoughts 
She feels. A painful conflict she endures 
With recollection of her Doric race ; 

Till gratitude, reviving, arms her breast. 

Her royal benefactor she recalls. 

Back to his sight precipitates her steps. 

From Leonidas : Book IF. 


DESCRIPTION OF TERIBAZUS. 

Amid the van of Persia was a youth 
Named Teribazus, not for golden stores, 

Not for wide pastures, traversed o’er by herds. 

By fleece-abounding sheep, or generous steeds. 

Nor yet for power, nor splendid honours, famed. 

Rich was his mind in every art divine; 

Through every path of science had he walk'd, 

The votary of wisdom. In the. years 
When tender down invests the ruddy cheek. 

He with the Ma^ turn'd the hallow'd page 
Of Zoroastres. Then his tow’ring thoughts 
High on the plumes of contemplation soar'd. 

He from the lofty Babylonian fane 
With learn'd Chaldeans traced the heav'nly sphere. 
There number'd o’er the vivid fires, which gleam 
On night's bespangled bosom. Nor unheard 
Were Indian sages from sequester’d bowers. 

While on the banks of Ganges they disclosed 
The powers of nature, whether in the woods. 

The fruitful glebe, or fiower, the healing plant, 

The limpid waters, or the ambient air. 

Or in the purer element of fire. 

The realm of old Sesostrb next he view’d, 

Mysterious Egypt, with her hidden rites 

Of Isis and Osiris. Last he sought 

Th* Ionian Cheeks, from Athens sprung, nor pass d 

Miletis by, which once in r^ture heard 

The tongue of Thales, nor l^iene's walls, 

Where wisdom dwelt with Bias, nor the seat 
Of Pittacus, revered on Lesbian shores. 

From Leonidas : Book Fill. 
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1V1I.I.ZAM WHITEHEAD. 


Tbib poet waa born at Cambridge in February^ 1714, and waa educated at 
Winchester College, and afterwarda at Clare Hall. He waa deroted fknm an 
early period to reraiflcation, in which he took Pope for hia model. Hia flrat 
attempt in authorahip conalated of a poem on the marriage f»f the Prince of 
Walea, a production not abore mediocrity; but hia aubaequent producdona 
were of a auperior character, and were received favourably by the public. He 
alao attempted dramatic writing, and produced The Roman Father, which waa 
acted at Drury Lane in 1760 ; and Creuaa, which was exhibited upon the atage 
in 1764. In 1767, Whitehead waa appointed Laureate, in conaequence of the 
death of Colley Cibber. Hia own death occurred in 1785. 


THE YOUTH AND THE PHILOSOPHER : A Fablb. 

A Grecian youth, of talents rare, 

Whom Plato’s philosophic care 
Had form'd for virtue’s nobler view, 

By precept and example too, 

Would often boast his matchless skill. 

To curb the steed, and guide the wheel, 

And as he pass’d the gazing throng. 

With graceful ease, and smack’d the thong. 

The idiot wonder they express’d 

Was praise and transport to his breast. 

At length, quite vain, he needs would show 
His master what his art could do ; 

And bade his slaves the chariot lead 
To Academus’ sacred shade. 

The trembling grove confess’d its fright. 

The wood-nymphs startled at the sight. 

The muses drop the learned lyre, 

And to their inmost shades retire ! 

Howe’er, the youth with forward air 
Bows to the sage, and mounts the car. 

The lash resounds, the courser’s spring. 

The chariot marks the rolling ring. 

And gath’ring crowds, with eager eyes, 

.And &outs, pursue him as he flies. 

Triumphant to the goal return’d. 

With nobler thirst his bosom bum’d ; 

And now along th’ indented plain. 

The self-same track he marks again; 

Pursues with care the nice design, 

Nor ever deviates from the line. 

Amazement seized the circling crowd; 

The youths with emulation glow’d, 
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£v*n bearded sages hail'd the boy, 

And all, .but Plato, gazed with joy. 

For he, deep-judging sage, beheld 
With pain the triumphs of the field ; 

And when the charioteer drew nigh, 

And, flush'd with hope, had caught his eye ; 
Alas ! unhappy youth, he cried, 

Expect no praise from me (and sigh'd) ; 

With indignation I survey 

Such skill and judgment thrown away. 

The time profusely squander'd there 
On vulgar arts beneath thy care, 

If well employ’d, at less expense. 

Had taught thee honour, virtue, sense. 

And raised thee from a coachman’s fate, 

To govern men, and guide the state. 


ON NOB1LIT1C 

Poets, my lord, by some unlucky fate 
Condemn’d to flatter the too-easy great. 

Have oft, regardless of their heaven-bom flame. 
Enshrined a title, and adored a name; 

For idol deities forsook the true, 

And paid to greatness what was virtue's due. 

Yet hear, at least, one recreant bard maintain 
Their incense fhiitless, and your honours vain : 
Teach you to scorn th’ auxiliar props, that raise 
The painted produce of these sunshine days; 
Proud from yourself, like India’s worm, to weave 
Th' ennobling thread which fortune cannot give. 
In two short precepts your whole lesson lies; 
Would you be great?— be virtuous, and be wise. 

In elder time, ere heralds yet were known 
To gild the vain with glories not their own; 

Or infant language saw such terms prevail. 

As fees and chev'ron, pale and contrepale ; 

'Twas he alone the shaggy spoils might wear, 
Whose strength subdued the lion or the bear; 
For him the rosy spring with smiles beheld 
Her honours stript from every grove and field; 
For him the rustic quires with songs advance; 
For him the virgins form the annual dance. 

Born to protect, like gods they hail the brave ; 
And sure 'twas godlike, to be bom to save ! 
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RICHABD JAGO 


Was born October 1, 171A. In 17S2, be wm entered a servitor of University 
College, Oxford— his father, who was Rector of Beaudeseit, being too poor to 
enter him as a commoner. In 1737, Jago took orders, and obtalnea two small 
livings, after which he was appointed vicar of Sbltterfleld, where ho spent the 
rest of bis life. He died In 1781. The best of his poetical productions Is Edge- 
Hill, of which it Is high praise to say, that it has been often thought equal to the 
Grongar Hill of Dyer. 


KENILWORTH CASTLE. 

Here let us pause a while, 

To read the melancholy tale of pomp 
Laid low in dust, and from historic page, 

Compose its epitaph. Hail, Clinton! hail! 

Thy Norman founder still yon neighb'ring green, 
And massy walls, with style imperial graced. 

Record. The Montforts thee with hardy deeds. 

And memorable siege by Henry’s arms. 

And senatorial acts, that bear thy name. 

Distinguish. Thee the bold Lancastrian line, 

A royal train ! from valiant Gaunt derived, 

Grace with new lustre ; till Eliza's hand 
Transferr’d thy walls to Leicester’s favour’d earl. 

He long, beneath thy roof, the maiden queen, 

And all her courtly guests, with rare device 
Of mask, and emblematic scenery, 

Tritons, and sea-nymphs, and the floating isle. 
Detain’d. Nor feats of prowess, joust, or tilt 
Of harness'd knights, nor rustic revelry, 

Were wanting; nor the dance and sprightly mirtli 
Beneath the festive walls, with regal state. 

And choicest luxury served. But regal state 
And sprightly mirth, beneath the festive roof. 

Are now no more. No more assembled crowds 
At the stern porter's lodge admittance crave. 

No more, with plaint, or suit importunate. 

The thronged lobby echoes, nor with staff 
Or gaudy badge, the busy pursuivants 
Lead to wish'd audience. All, alas ! is gone, 

And Silence keeps her melancholy court 
Throughout the walls ; save where, in rooms of state, 
Brings once reposed ! chatter the wrangling daws, 

Or screech-owls hoot along the vaulted isles. 

No more the trumpet calls the martial band, 

With sprightly summons^ to the guarded lists ; 

Nor lofty galleries their pride disclose 
Of beauteous nymphs in courtly pomp attired. 
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Watching, with trembling hearts, the doubtful strife, 
And with their looks inspiring wondrous deeds. 

No more the lake displays its paroant shows, 

And emblematic forms. Alike the lake. 

And all its emblematic forms, are flown, 

And in their place mute floclu and heifers graze, 

Or buxom damsels ted the new-mown hay. 

What art thou. Grandeur ! with thy flattering train 
Of pompous lies, and boastful promises f 
Where are they now, and what 's their mighty sum ? 
All, all are vanish’d ! like the fleeting forms 
Drawn in an evening cloud. Nought now remains, 
Save these sad relics of departed pomp, 

These spoils of time, a monumental pile ! 

Which to the vain its mournful tale relates, 

And warns them not to trust to fleeting dreams. 

From Eage.IiM: JSooA II. 


TO A LADY. 

When Nature joins a beauteous face 
With shape, and air, and life, and grace, 

To every imperfection blind, 

I spy no blemish in the mind. 

When wit flows pure from Stella's tongue, 
Or animates the sprightly song. 

Our hearts confess the power divine, 

Nor lightly prize its mortal shrine. 

Good-nature will a conquest gain, 

Though wit and beauty sigh in vain : 

When generous thoughts the breast inspire, 
1 wish its rank and fortunes higher. 

When Sidney's charms again unite 
To win the soul, and bless the sight, 

Fair, and learn'd, and good, and great ! 

An earthly goddess is complete. 

But when 1 see a sordid mind 
With affluence and ill-nature join'd. 

And pride without a grain of sense, 

And without beauty insolence. 

The creature with contempt I view, 

And sure ’tis like Miss ■ — you know who. 
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TWf jpoet and seholw «u bom In London^ on the Mth of HovMBbar, 

ITtd* A^er rooelrlng the flnt portion of hie cloMlcel edncaaon at Eton, bo 
etuorod a pensioner at Peter House, Cambridge, where he oontlaoed dre years; 
after which he traTdUed as Gtpnpttalon with Horace Walpolo, thrott|d> France 
and part of Italy. At Florence, however, these iU-aasorted friends parted in 
mutual dlidike, emit Gray continued his tour alone. Two months after Us 
return to England, his father died in sudi embarrassed circumstances, that Gray 
found himself too poor to realise his intention of studying the law as a profes- 
sion. He, therefore, returned to Cambridge, and continued Us studies, and 
there also he remained during the rest d his life. 

Having a mind stored with clssslcal learning, and a rich imagination, (hay 
naturally cultivated poetry. One of his first attempts was, to embody the Us- 
tory of Agrippina in a tragedy ; but, perhaps, he soon found himself unable to 
attain that flealbillty of style which dramatic poetry so essentially requlrea 
At all events, Agrippina was never finished, and the world, perhaps, did not 
lose much on that account. He soon discovered the department of poetry for 
whldi his powers snd tastes were best adapted ; and in 1742, he produced the 
Ode to Spring, the Prospect of Eton, and the Ode to Adversity. At thia 
period, also, he was desirous to eacel in the composition of Latin poetry, in 
wUch Johnson, an incontestable Judge, assures us, he would have eminently 
excelled, as his Latin verses displayed a copiousness of language such as vary 
few possessed. 

The slowness of Gray In poetical composition was a perfect contrast to the 
rapidity of modem poets : but besides being constitutionally apathetic, and 
averse to active exertion, he had a fastidlousneu that would not bo Batisfiod, 
until his productions had received the utmost degree of polish. Hence the 
small number of bis poems, and the wide intervals at which they appeared. 
Thus, his Ode on the Death of a Cat was not written till 1747, nor his next and 
most celebrated poem, the Elegy in a Country Churchyard, until I7A0. About 
the same time, or very soon after, in consequence of an invitation from Lady 
Cobham, he produced his Long Story — a poem full of graceful wit and humour, 
and which exhibits him In a wholly different view from bis other poems. Such 
a production, from such a writer, is as unexpected os the celebrated ride of 
John Gilpin from the austere and gloomy pen of Cowper. In 1757, appeared 
The Progress of Poetry, and The Bard. The last poem seems to have wonder, 
fully astonished the reading public. Tliey saw and felt that it was a magnU 
fleent production j bat they could not understand those pictures and allusions, 
which an ordinary portion of knowledge in English history would have rendered 
easy and distinct. 

In 1768, the Professorship of History at Cambridge becoming vacant, was 
conferred upon Gray, than whom a person of greater and more extensive echo, 
larship could not have been found at tbiU time in England. But his habitual 
indolence unfitted him for the office ; for although he retained it till his death, 
be delivered no lectures, but wasted his time in fretful intentions to prepare 
them. At war with himself, in consequence of this Imbecility of purpose, he 
embittered his peace and enfeebled his constitution, until repentance and exer. 
tlon were equally unnecessary. He died on the 30th of July, 1771. 

Gray's lyrics formed a now ora In English poetry. In these, he has blended 
the grandeur of the Greek and the sweetness of the Italian languages, while the 
peculiar formation of his Strophe, Antistrophe, and Epode, which add such 
power and gracefulness to bis Odes, had never been before attempted. It may' 
also be mentioned. In praise of theee wonderfril productions, that, however highly 
appreciated, their beauties do not strike at first sight, but by successive perusals, 
and as the taste of society oontlnues to improve. Thus time, which has detracted 
from the reputation of so many of his contemporaries, has only Increased the 
fame of Gray as a poet. He Is better understood and more highly prised In the 
present day, than ho wot during his own ; and the next generation will probably 
increaae this estimate, and raise him to his proper rank as one of the greaiett 
of our English poets. 
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GRAY. 

CUE ON THE SPUINO 

Lo ! where the rosy-bosom’d hours, 

Fair Venus’ train appear, 

Disclose the long-expecting flowers, 

And wake the purple year! 

The Attic warbler pours her throat, 
Responsive to the cuckoo’s note, 

The untaught harmony of spring : 

While, whispering pleasure as they fly, 
Cool zephyrs through the clear blue sky 
Their gather’d fragrance fling. 

Where’er the oak’s thick branches stretch 
A broader browner shade ; 

Where’er the rude and moss-grown beech 
O’er-canopies the glade, 

Beside some water’s rushy brink 
With me the Muse shall sit, and think 
(At ease reclined in rustic state) 

How vain the ardour of the crowd, 

How low, how little, are the proud, 

How indigent the great! 



Still is the toiling hand of Care : 

The panting her& repose : 

Yet haik, how through the peopled air 
The busy murmur glows! 

The insect youth are on the wing, 

Eager to taste the honied spring, 

And float amid the liquid noon : 

Some lightly o'er the current skim, 

Some show their gaily-gilded trim 
Quick-glancing to the sun. 

To Contemplation's sober eye 
Such is the race of man : 

And they that creep, and they that fly, 
Shall end where they began. 

Alike the busy and the gay 
But flutter through life’s little day. 

In fortune's varying colours drest : 
Brush'd by the hand of rough mischance, 
Or chill'd by age, tlieir airy dance 
They leave, in dust to rest. 

Methinks I hear in accents low 
The sportive kind reply ; 

Poor moralist ! and what art thou ? 

A solitary fly ! 

Thy joys no glitteruig female meets. 

No hive liast thou of hoarded sweets, 

No painted plumage to dis})lay: 

On hasty wings thy youth is flown : 

Thy sun is set, tliy spring is gone— 

We frolic while 'tis May. 


THE BARD. — A Pindaric Ode. 

tAuvBUTiKMKNT. Tlie following Odo in founded on a tradition current in 
‘Waleti, that Edward the First, when ho completed the conqueat of that 
country, ordered all the Bards, that fell Into his hands, to be put to death.] 


I. 1. 

Ruin seize thee, ruthless king ! 

Confusion on thy banners wait ; 

Though, fann'd by Conquest’s crimson wing, 
They mock the air with idle state. 

Helm, nor hauberk’s twisted mail, 

Nor e’en thy virtues, tyrant, shall avail 
To save thy secret soul from nightly fears. 
From Cambria's curse, from Cambria's tears ! ” 



OK AT. 


355 


Such were the sounds, that o*er the crested pride 
Of the first Edward scatter'd wild dismay, 

As down the steep of Snowdon’s shaggy side 
He wound with toilsome march his long array. 

Stout Glo’ster stood aghast in speechless trance . 

To arms ! cried Mortimer, and couch’d his quivering lance. 

I. 2. 

On a rock, whose haughty brow 
Frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming flood, 

Robed in the sable garb of woe, 

With haggard eyes the Poet stood, 

(Loose his beard, and hoary hair 
Stream’d, like a meteor, to the troubled air) ; 

And with a master’s hand, and prophet’s fire, 

Struck the deep sorrows of his lyre. 

** Hark, how each giant-oak, and desert cave. 

Sighs to the torrent’s awful voice beneath ! 

O’er thee, oh King! their hundred arms they wave. 
Revenge on thee in hoarser murmurs breathe ; 

Vocal no more, since Cambria’s fatal day, 

To high-born Hoel’s harp, or soft Llewellyn’s lay. 

I . 3 . 

** Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue, 

That hush'd the stormy main ; 

Brave Uricn sleeps upon his craggy bed: 

Mountains, ye mourn in vain 
Mordred, whose magic song 

Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-topp'd head. 

On dreary Arvon's shore they lie. 

Smear'd with gore, and ghastly pale : 

Far, far aloof 3i' affrighted ravens sail ; 

The famish’d eagle screams, and passes by. 

Dear, lost companions of my tuneful art, 

Dear, as the light that visits these sad eyes. 

Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart. 

Ye died amidst your dying country's cries— 

No more I weep. They do not sleep. 

On yonder cliffs, a grisly band, 

I see them sit, they linger yet. 

Avengers of their native land ; 

With me in dreadful harmony they join. 

And weave with bloody hands the tissue of thy line.” 

II. 1. 

‘ Weave the warp, and weave the woof, 

The winding-sheet of Edward's race ; 
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Give ample room, and verge enough 
The characters of hell to trace. 

Mark the year, and mark the night. 

When Severn shall re-echo with affnght ; 

The shrieks of death, through Berkele3r*s roofs that ring, 
Shrieks of an agonizing Eling ! 

She-wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs. 

That tear’st the bowels of thy mangled mate. 

From thee be bom, who o*er thy country hangs 

The scourge of Heaven ! What terrors round him wait ! 

Amazement in his van, with Flight combined, 

And Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude behind. 


‘ Mighty Victor, mighty Lord, 

Low on his funeral couch he lies ! 

No pitying heart, no eye, afford 
A tear to grace his obsequies. 

Is the sable Warrior fled? 

Thy son is gone. He rests among the dead. 

The swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam were born? 
Gone to salute the rising Mom. 

Fair laughs the Mom, and soft the Zephyr blows, 
While proudly riding o’er the azure realm 
In gallant trim the gilded vessel goes ; 

Youth on the prow, and Pleasure at the helm ; 
Regardless of the sweeping whirlwind’s sway. 

That, hush’d in grim repose, expects his evening prey. 

II. 3. 

* Fill high the sparkling bowl. 

The rich repast prepare ; 

Reft of a crown, he yet may share the feast ; 

Close by the regal chair 

Fell Thirst and Famine scowl 

A baleful smile upon their baiflcd guest. 

Heard ye the din of battle bray, 

Lance to lance, and horse to horse? 

Long years of havoc urge their destined course, 

And through the kindred squadrons mow their way. 

Ye towers of Julius, London's lasting shame, 

With many a foul and midnight murder fed. 

Revere his consort’s faith, his father’s fame, 

And spare the meek usurper’s holy head ! 

Above, below, the rose of snow. 

Twined with her blushing foe, we spread : 



OBAY. 


357 


The bristled Boar in infant gore 
Wallows beneath the thorny shade. 

Now, brothers, bending o'er th’ accursed loom. 

Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom 

HI. 1. 

^ Edward, lo ! to sudden fate 
(Weave we the woof. The thread is spun.) 

Half of thy heart we consecrate. 

(The web is wove. The work is done.’) 

Stay, oh stay! nor thus forlorn 

Leave me unbless’d, unpitied, here to mourn : 

In yon bright track, that fires the western skies, 

They melt, they vanish from my eyes. 

But oh! what solemn scenes on Snowdon’s height, 
Descending slow, their glittering skirts unroll ? 

Visions of glory, spare my aching sight. 

Ye unborn ages, crowd not on my soul ! 

No more our long-lost Arthur we bewail. 

All hail, ye genuine kings I Britannia’s issue, hail ! 

IIL 2. 

Girt with many a baron bold 
Sublime their starry fronts they rear ; 

And gorgeous dames, and statesmen old, 

In bearded majesty, appear. 

In the midst a form divine ! 

Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line ; 

Her lion-port, her awe-commanding face, 

Attemper’d sweet to virgin-grace. 

What strings symphonious tremble in the air, 

What strains of vocal transport round her play ! 

Hear from the grave, great Taliessin, hear! 

They breathe a soul to animate thy clay. 

Bright Rapture calls, and soaring, as she sings. 

Waves in the eye of Heaven her many-oolour’d wings. 

111. s. 

The verse adorn again 
Fierce War, and faithful Love, 

And Truth severe, by fairy Fiction drest. 

In buskin'd measures move 
Pale Grief, and pleasing Pain, 

With Horror, t3nrant of the throbbing breast. 

A voice, as of the cherub-choir, 

Gales from blooming Eden bear; 

And distant warblings lessen on my ear. 

That lost in long fiitnrity expire. 



358 


OBAY. 


Fond, impious man, think*st thou, yon sanguine cloud, 
Raised by thy breath, hath quench'd the orb of day ? 
To-morrow he repairs the golden flood. 

And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 

Enough for me : with joy 1 see 
The diflereut doom our fates assign. 

Be thine Despair, and sceptred Care ; 

To triumph, and to die, are mine.” 

He spoke, and headlong from the mountain’s height 
Deep in the roaring tide he plunged to endless night. 


GRAY OF HIMSELF. 

Too poor for a bribe, and too proud to importune ; 

He had not the method of making a fortune ; 

Gould love and could hate, so was thought somewhat 
odd; 

No very great wit, he believed in a God. 

A post or a pension he did not desire, 

But left church and state to Charles Townshend and 
Squire. 


EPITAPH, AT BECKENHAM, ON MRS. CLARKE 

Lo ! where this silent marble weeps, 

A friend, a wife, a mother, sleeps ; 

A heart, within whose sacred cell 
The peaceful virtues loved to dwcill ; 
Aflection warm, and faith sincere, 

And soft humanity, were there. 

In agony, in death, resign’d. 

She felt the wound she left behind. 

Her infant image, here below, 

Sits smiling on a father’s woe ; 

Whom what awaits, while yet he strays 
Along this lonely vale of days? 

A pang, to secret sorrow dear; 

A sigh, an unavailing tear; 

Till time shall every grief remove. 

With life, with memory, and with love. 



WILlilAM COLLINg. 


359 


CoLLiMs WM born nt ChlcbeMar, about 1730, and ww edoeatod at Wineheitar 
Collage, after whl^b be wee admitted Into Magdalen College aa a demy. In 
1744, be abrnptly left the Unlrenlty, and came to London ai a literary adren- 
turert but unfortunately hla peieer e r a noe naa inadequate to the demanda of 
aueb a laborioua and uncertain roeatlon, ao that hia time waa apent in drawing 
up plana of wo^ that were never wiltt^ and struggling with the wanu of the 
!»■— *"P day. By the death of a relative, be suddenly became the poisessor of 
about two thousand pounds; but no sooner were his real troubles ended, 
against which he had struggled manfully, than Imaginary ones succeeded, under 
which he was laid prootrate; and he di^ in 1756, in a state of helpless insanity. 


THE PASSIONS. An Odb roa Mosir. 

When Music, heavenly maid, was young, 
While yet in early Greece she sung, 

The Passions oft, to hear her shell. 
Throng'd around her magic cell, 

Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Possest beyond the Muse’s painting ; 

By turns they felt the glowing mind. 
Disturb’d, delighted, raised, refined: 

Till once, 'tis said, when all were fired, 
Fill'd with fury, rapt, inspired. 

From the supporting myrtles round 
They snatch'd her instruments of sound, 
And, as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet lessons of her forceful art, 

Each, for Madness ruled the hour. 

Would prove his own expressive power. 

First Fear his hand, its skill to try, 

Amid the chords bewilder’d laid. 

And back recoil’d, he knew not why, 

E’en at the sound himself had made. 

Next Anger rush'd, his eyes on fire, 

In lightnings own’d his secret stings. 

In one rude clash he struck the lyre, 

And swept with hurried hand the strings. 

With woful measures wan Despair — 

Low sullen sounds his grief be^iled, 

A solemn, strange, and mingled air, 

'Twas sad by fits, by starts ’twas wild. 



360 


COIililKS. 


But thou, O Hope ! with eyes so fair, 

What was thy delighted measure? 

Still it whisper’d promised pleasure, 

And bade the lovely scenes at distance hail ! 

Still would her touch the strain prolong, 

And from the rocks, the woods, the vale. 

She call’d on Echo still through all the song ; 

And where her sweetest theme she chose, 

A soft responsive voice was heard at every close, 

And Hope enchanted smiled, and waved her golden hair. 

And longer had she sung^but, with a frown, 

Avenge impatient rose. 

He threw his blood-stain’d sword in thunder down, 

And, with a withering look. 

The war-denouncing trumpet took. 

And blew a blast so loud and dread, 

Were ne’er prophetic sounds so full of woe ! 

And ever and anon he beat 

The doubling drum with furious heat ; 

And though sometimes, each dreary pause between, 
Dejected Pity at his side 
Her soul-subduing voice applied, 

Yet still he kept his wild unalter’d mien, 

While each strain’d ball of sight seem’d bursting from his 
head. 

Thy numbers. Jealousy, to nought were fix’d, 

Sad proof of thy distressful state ! 

Of differing themes the veering song was mix’d, 

And now it courted Love, now raving call’d on Hate. 
With eyes up-raised, as one inspired. 

Pale Melancholy sat retired. 

And from her wild sequester’d seat. 

In notes by distance made more sweet, 

Pour’d through the mellow hom her pensive soul : 

And, dashmg soft from rocks around, 

Bubbling runnels join'd the sound ; 

Through glades and glooms the mingled measure stole, 
Or o'er some haunted streams wilk fond delay. 

Bound an holy calm diffusing. 

Love of peace, and lonely musing, 

In hollow murmurs died away. 

But, O, how alter’d was its sprightiier tone I 
When Cheerfulness, a njrmph of healthiest hue, 

Her bow across her sl^ulders flung. 

Her buskins gemm'd with morning dew. 
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lllew ail inspiring air, ihat dale and thicket rung, 

The hunter’s cal’! to Faun and Dryad known ; 

The oak-crowii’d Sister-, and their chaste-eyed Queen, 
Satyrs and Sylvan boys were seen, 

Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 

Brown Exercise rejoiced to hear. 

And Sport leapt up, and seized his beechen spear. 

Last came Joy’s ecstatic trial; 
lie, with viny crown advancing, 

First to the lively pipe his hand addrest ; 

But soon he saw the brisk-awakening viol, 

Whose sweet entrancing voice he loved the best. 

They would have thought, who heard the strain. 
They saw in Tempers vale her native maids, 

Amidst the festal sounding shades, 

To some unwearied minstrel dancing; 

While, as his flying Angers kiss’d the strings. 

Love framed with Mirth a gay fantastic round ; 

Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound; 

And he, amidst his frolic play, 

As if he would the charming air repay. 

Shook thousand odours from his dewy wings. 

O Music ! siihere -descended maid, 

Fiiend of Pleasure, Wisdom's aid. 

Why, Goddess, why to us denied, 

Liiy’st thou thy ancient lyre aside? 

As, in that loved Athenian bower, 

You learn’d an all-commanding power. 

Thy mimic soul, O nymph endear'd, 

Can well recall what then it heard. 

Where is thy native simple heart, 

Devote to Virtue, Fancy, Art? 

Arise, as in that elder time, 

Warm, energetic, chaste, sublime! 

Thy wonders, in that god-like age, 

Fill thy recording Sister’s page — 

’Tis said, and I believe the tale, 

Thy humblest reed could more prevail, 

Had more of strength, diviner rage. 

Than all which charms this laward age ; 

E’en all at once together found 
Cecilia’s mingled world of sound — 

O, bid our vain endeavours cease, 

Revive the just designs of Greece : 

Return in all thy simple state ! 

Confirm the tales her sons relate! 

u 
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ODE. 

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest. 
By all their country's wishes blest ! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold. 
Returns to deck their hallow’d mould. 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 

By Fairy hands their knell is rung. 

By forms unseen their dirge is sung ; 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim grey, 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay. 
And Freedom shall a while repair 
To dwell a weeping hermit there ! 


THE WATER SPIRIT. 

These, too, thou ’It sing! for well thy magic Muse 
Can to the topmost heaven of grandeur soar ; 

Or stoop to wail the swain that is no more ! 

Ah, homely swains! your homeward steps ne’er lose; 

Let not dank Will mislead you to the heath : 

Dancing in inirky night, o’er fen and lake. 

He glows, to draw you downward to your death. 

In his bewitch’d, low, marshy, willow brake ! 

What though far off, from some dark dell espied. 

His glimmering mazes cheer th’ excursive sight? 

Yet turn, ye wanderers, turn your steps aside. 

Nor trust the guidance of that faithless light ; 

For watchful, lurking, ’mid th’ unrustling reed, 

At those mirk hours the wily monster lies, 

And listens oft to hear the passing steed, 

And frequent round him rolls his sullen eyes, 

If chance his savage wrath may some weak wretch surprise. 

Ah, luckless swain, o'er all unblest, indeed ! 

Whom late bewilder’d in the dank, dark fen. 

Far from his flocks, and smoking hamlet, then! 

To that sad spot where hums the sedgy weed : 

On him, enraged, the fiend, in angry mood, 

Shall never look with pity’s kind concern, 

But instant, furious, raise the whelming flood 
O'er its drown’d banks, forbidding all return ! 

Or, if he meditate his wish’d escape. 

To some dim hill that seems uprising near, 
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To his faint eye, the grim and grisly shape, 

In all its terrors clad, shall wild appeal. 

Meantime the watery surge shall round him rise, 
Pour'd sudden forth from every swelhng source! 

What now remains but tears and hopeless sighs? 

His fear-shook limbs have lost their youthly force, 

And down the waves he floats, a pale and breathless corse ! 

For him in vain his anxious wife shall wait. 

Or wander forth to meet him on his way; 

For him in vain at to-fall of the day, 

His babes shall linger at th* unclosing gate ! 

Ah, ne'er shall he return! Alone, if night, 

Her travell'd limbs in broken slumbers steep. 

With drooping willows drest, his mournful sprite 
Shall visit sad, perchance, her silent sleep ; 

Then he, perhaps, with moist and watery hand. 

Shall fondly seem to press her shuddering cheek, 

And with his blue-swoln face before her stand. 

And, shivering cold, these piteous accents speak : 

** Pursue, dear v^e, thy daily toils, pursue, 

At dawn or dusk, industrious as before ; 

Nor e'er of me one helpless thought renew, 

While I lie weltering on the ozier’d shore. 

Drown’d by the Kelpie's wrath, nor e’er shall aid thee 
more!" 

JVom Odi on the Popular SupcrttiUons qf the Jftghlands qf Scotland 
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TOBIAS SMOIiI«ETT. 


Thiii celebrated novelist wu bora on the banks of the Leven» In Dunbarton. 
Bhlre« North Britain, in 1720. As medicine was selected for his fbture profession, 
Smollett was apprenticed to a surgeon in Glasgow, after which he studied at the 
medical classes of the University of Edinburgh. He then received an appoint, 
ment as surgeon’s mate in the navy, and accompanied the Ul-fatad expedition to 
Corthagena, in 1741, an event which he has admirably described in his Roderick 
Random. During his short period of service in the navy, also, he acquired that 
acquaintanceship with sea characters, in the delineation of which he has never 
been equalled. 

As Smollett had no prospect of success as a physician, and was conscious of 
his own intellectual powers and literary acquirements, he resolved to devote 
himself to authorship j and in this department his numerous writings and re. 
markable Industry are too well known to require ftuther notice. His poems, 
whicli are few and incidental, exhibit feeling, fancy, and harmony, of a superior 
order, and it is probable that the necessity of writing for subsistence alone pre. 
vented him from devoting himself more sedulously to the less profitable cultU 
vation of poetry, in which he was capable of attaining such high excellence. After 
a life of over.wrought industry, intermingled with misfortune, he died near 
Leghorn, whither he had repaired for the recovery of his health, on the 21st of 
October, 1771. 


THE TEARS OF SCOTLAND; wbittbn in I74fi. 


Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banish'd peace, thy laurels torn ! 

Thy sons, for valour long renown ’d, 

Lie slaughter'd on their native ground ; 

Thy hospitable roofs no more. 

Invite the stranger to the door ; 

In smoky ruins sunk they lie, 

The monuments of cruelty. 

The wretched owner sees afar 
His all become the prey of war ; 

Bethinks him of his babes and wife, 

Then smites his breast, and curses life. 

Thy swains are famish’d on the rocks. 
Where once they fed their wanton flocks : 
Thy ravish’d virgins shriek in vain ; 

Thy infants perish on the plain. 

What boots it then, in every clime, 
Through the wide-rspreading waste of time, 
Thy martial ^lory, crown'd with praise. 
Still shone with undiminish’d blaze? 

Thy towering spirit now is broke, 

Thy neck is bended to the yoke. 

What foreign arms could never quell, 

By civil rage and rancour fell. 
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The rural pipe and merry lay 
No more shall cheer the happy day : 

No social scenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter night : 

No strains but those of sorrow flow. 

And nought be heard but sounds of woe^ 
While the pale phantoms of the slain 
Glide nightly o’er the silent plain. 

O baneful cause, oh ! fatal morn, 
Accursed to ages yet unborn ! 

The sons against their father stood. 

The parent shed his children's blood. 

Yet, when the rage of battle ceased. 

The victor's soul was not appeased : 

The naked and forlorn must feel 
Devouring flames, and murd’rmg steel ! 

The pious mother, doom'd to death. 
Forsaken wanders o’er the heath. 

The bleak wind whistles round her head. 
Her helpless orphans cry for bread ; 
Bereft of shelter, food, and friend. 

She views the shades of night descend ; 
And stretch’d beneath th* inclement skies. 
Weeps o’er her tender babes, and dies. 

While the warm blood bedews my veins. 
And unirapair’d remembrance reigns, 
Resentment of my country's fate. 

Within my filial breast shall beat ; 

And, spite of her insulting foe. 

My sympathizing verse shall flow : 

Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banish'd peace, thy laurels torn.” 


SONG. 

To fix her— 'twere a task as vain 
To count the April drops of rain. 

To sow in Afric’s barren soil. 

Or tempests hold within a toil. 

1 know it, friend, she ’s light as air. 
False as the fowler’s artful snare ; 



BMOT,I,ETT. 


?^)6 


Inconstant as the passing wind. 

As winter's dreary frost unkind. 

She 's such a miser too in love, 

joys she 'll neither share nor prove ; 
Though hundreds of gallants await 
From her victorious eyes their fate. 

Blushing at such inglorious reign, 

I sometimes strive to break her chain ; 

My reason summon to my aid, 

Resolved no more to be betray’d. 

Ah! friend, ’tis but a short-lived trance. 
Dispell’d by one enchanting glance ; 

She need but look, and, I confess. 

Those looks completely curse or bless. 

So soft, so elegant, so fair, 

Sure something more than human 's there ; 
1 must submit, for strife is vain, 

’Twas destiny that forged the chain. 


ODE TO I.KVEN WAl'EK. 

On Ijcven’s banks, while free to rove, 

And tune the rural pipe to love ; 

I envied not the happiest swain 
That ever trod th’ Arcadian plain. 

Pure stream, in whose transparent wave 
My youthful limbs I wont to lave ; 

No torrents stain thy limpid source ; 

No rocks imjiede thy dimpling course, 
That sweetly warbles o’er its bed. 

With white, round, polish’d pebbles spread 
While, lightly poised, the scaly brood 
In myriads cleave thy crystal flood ; 

The springing trout in speckled pride ; 
The salmon, monarch of the tide ; 

The ruthless pike, intent on war ; 

The silver eel, and mottled par. 

Devolving from thy parent lake, 

A charming maze thy waters make. 
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By bowers of birch, and groves of pine, 

And hedges flower'd with eglantine. 

Still on thy banks so gaily green, 

May numerous herds and flocks be seen, 

And lasses chanting o’er the pail, 

And shepherds piping in the dale : 

And ancient faith that knows no guile, 

And industry embrown’d with toil, 

And hearts resolved, and hands prepared, 

The blessings they enjoy to guard. 


SONG. 


I.N AN Ai(nni;AN'r collrgr ti'tou, niiosB father uah ii^bn a nuuhLAYtu, 
AND WliOSK AKiTIILK SOI U Plt*« 

Come listen, ye students of every degree, 

I sing of a wit and a tutor perdie^ 

A statesman profound, a critic immense, 

In short, a mere jumble of learning and sense ; 

And yet of his talents though laudably vain, 

His own family arts he could never attain. 

His father intending his fortune to build, 

In his youth would have taught him the trowel to W'ield, 
But the mortar of discipline never would stick, 
b^or his skull was secured by a facing of brick ; 

And witli all his endeavours of patience niid pain, 

The skill of his sire he could never attain. 

His mother, a housewife, neat, artful, and wise, 
Renown’d for her delicate biscuit and pies, 

Soon alter'd his studies, but flattering his taste. 

From the raising of wall to the r(*nnng of paste; 

But all her instructions were fruitless and vain. 

The pie-making mystery he ne’er could attain. 

Yet true to his race, in his labours were seen 
A jumble of both their professions, I ween ; 

For when his own genius he ventured to trust. 

His pies seem’d of brick, and his houses of crust; 
Then, good Mr. Tutor, pray be not so vain, 

Since your family arts you could never attain. 
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MARX AKENBXDE. 


The dlEtlngulihed author of The Pleaaurea of ImagmaiUm was horn on the 9th 
<if NoTember, 1721, at NeweaaUe-apoiwTjiie. Aa ha waa of Diaaentlng parenu, 
he waa educated in their Preabyterian princlplea j and in hia eighteenth year he 
waa aent to the Unirenity of Edinhnrgfa, chicly at the ezpenae of his own claaa of 
religionists, with the purpose of qualifying him for hting a Diaaentlng minister. 
But aa hla education progressed, other viewa occurred, so that he honourably 
refunded the expenses of Ms education, and devoted bln^lf to the study of 
medicine, aa his fbture profeaaien. Of hla proficiency at College, in the study 
of classical learning, he afforded ample proof in bis chief work, The Plea- 
sures of Imagination, which he published at the early age of twenty-three. 
He presented the copy to Dodsley, and demanded 120X for the manuscript: 
but at this startling price, for the work of an unknown youth, the worthy 
publisher demurred. He showed the work to Pope; when the latter having 
glanced over a few pages, said, ** Don't be niggardly about the terms, fur this 
is no every-day writer.” 

Previously to this experiment upon the public taste, Akenside had studied 
for three years at the University of Leyden; and in May, 1744, he took the 
degree of Doctor of Medicine. In the following year, he published a collcc- 
lion of Odes ; after which be seriously addressed himself to the duties of his 
profession, by endeavouring to gain pnu:tlce in Southampton, where he first 
settled. But although he endeavoured to become popular, hot only by profes- 
sional skill and attention, but by a xealous devotedness to the liberal side of 
politics, his efforts were unsuccessful, for Dr. Stonehouse occupied the field, 
to the exclusion of every other candidate. Akenside therefore resigned the 
contest, and removed to Hampstead; but after remaining there for two years, 
without being able to establish himself, he resolved to try the metropolis. In 
London, he experienced those difficulties usual to a profession which depends 
so much fur success upon caprice or accident, and would have soon been involved 
in serious difficulties, but fur the kindness of Mr. Dyson, who generously allowed 
liim 300/. a year. By this liberal aid he was enabled to persevere in his 
efforts, until he had established for himself a respectable practice, although 
It was still inadequate to his hopes, and perhaps his professional merits. He 
was still busy in presenting himself to public notice, by publishing medical 
essays and observations, and delivering lectures, when hif| career was termi- 
nated by a putrid fever, on the 23d of January, 1770. 

The popularity of Akensidi, as a poet, has scarcely been improved by time, 
and his name has been almost lost sight of in the transition of the public 
taste, from the classical to tlie modem school of poetry. Still, however. Hie 
Pleasures of Imagination will continue to charm, by the grandeur and beauty 
Ilf its images, notwithstanding the pomp and profusion of language with which 
ttiey are sometimes obscured. Of this poem. Dr Julmson very Judiciously 
observes : ” It has undoubtedly a just claim to very particular notice, as an 
example of great felicity of genius, and uncommon amplitude of acquisitions, 
of a young mind stored with images, and much exercised in combining and 
comparing them. The subject is well chosen, as it Includes all images that 
can strike or please, and thus comprises every species of poetical delight. 
'Fho parts seem artificially disposed, with sufficient coherence, so that they 
cannot change their place without injury to the general design.” He com- 
plains, however, with equal justice, of the poet’s amplitude of language, in 
which his moaning is frequently obscured, and sometimes wholly buried. 
Besides this work, Akenside published a collection of Lyric poetry; but 
ins spirit seems to have become constrained and cold, os soon as it was 
fettered by the coercions of rhyme, and hla Odes are, therefore, with some 
sparkling exceptions, decidedly inferior to his produirtiuns in blank verse. He 
iiUcnded to revise Ills principal work, but died before he had completed this 
design. The portion of the Improved edition which he left is contracted in some 
parts, and expanded in others ; hut the original inspiration, under which he had 
iMiitcii the work, docs not appear to have boon ready at his call, so thal in 
niiiiiy cases his urdoui is cooled, and his diffuscncss exlriidod. 





AKENSIDE. 

INSCRIPTION FOR A GROTTO. 

To me, whom in their lays the shepherds call 
Actea, daughter of the neighbouring stream. 

This cave belongs. The fig-tree and the vine. 
Which o’er the rocky entrance downward slioot. 
Were xdaced by Glycon. He with cowslips jiale. 
Primrose, and purple lychnis, deck’d the green 
Before my threshold, and my shelving walls 
With honeysuckle cover’d. Here at noon. 

Lull’d by the murmur of my rising fount, 

I slumber : here my clusteri.ig fruits I tend : 

Or from the humid flowers, at break of day, 

Fresh garlands weave, and chase from all my bounds 
Each thing impure or noxious. Enter in, 

O stranger, undismay’d. Nor bat, nor toad, 

Here lurks : and if thy breast of blameless tlioiights 
Apjirove thee, not unwelcome shalt thou tread. 

My quiet mansion : chiefly, if thy name 
Wise Pallas and the immortal Muses own. 
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TO SLEEP. An Odb. 

Thou Bileiit power, whose welcome sway, 

Charms every anxious thought away; 

In whose divine oblivion drown’d. 

Sore pain and weary toil grow mild, 

Love is with kinder looks beguiled. 

And Grief forgets her fondly-cherish’d wound ; 

O whither hast thou flown, indulgent god, 

God of kind shadows and of healing dews? 

Whom dost thou touch with thy Lethsan rod ? 
Around whose temples now thy opiate airs diffuse ? 

Lo, Midnight from her starry reign 
Looks awful down on earth and main. 

The tuneful birds lie hush'd in sleep, 

With all that crop the verdant food, 

With all that skim the crystal flood, 

Or haunt the caverns of the rocky steep. 

No rushing winds disturb the tufted bowers ; 

No wakeful sound the moonlight valley knows, 

Save where the brook its liquid murmur pours, 

And lulls the waving scene to more profound repose. 

O let not me alone complain. 

Alone invoke thy power in vain ! 

Descend, propitious, on my eyes ; 

Not from the couch that bciu*8 a crown, 

Not from the courtly statesman's down, 

Nor where the miser and his treasure lies : 

Bring not the shapes that break the murderer's rest, 
Nor those the hireling soldier loves to see. 

Nor those which haunt the bigot’s gloomy breast ; 
Far be their guilty nights, and far their dreams from me 

Nor yet those awful forms prescid, 

For chiefs and heroes only meant : 

The figured brass, the choral song. 

The rescued people’s glad applause. 

The listening senate, and tlie laws 
Fix’d by the counsels of Timoleon’s tongue, 

Are scenes too grand for fortune’s j)rivate ways ; 

And though they shine in youth's ingenuous view, 
The sober gainful arts of modern days 
To such romantic thoughts have bid a long adieu. 



AKENSIDE. 


371 


I ask not, god of dreams, thy care 
To banish* Love’s presentments fair; 

Nor rosy cheek, nor radiant eye 

Gan arm him ^ith such strong command, 

That the young sorcerer’s fatal hand 
Shall round my soul his pleasing fetters tie. 

Nor yet the courtier’s hope, the giving smile 
(A lighter phantom, and a baser chain) 

Did e’er in slumber my proud lyre beguile 
To lend the pomp of thrones her Ul-according strain. 

But, Morpheus, on thy balmy wing 
Such honourable visions bring, 

As soothed groat Milton’s injured age. 

When in prophetic dreams he saw 
The race unborn with pious awe 
Imbibe each virtue from his heavenly page ; 

Or such as Mead’s benignant fancy knows 
When health's deep treasures, by his heart explored, 
Have saved the infant from an orphan’s woes. 

Or to the trembling sire his age's hope restored. 


AGAINST SUSPICION. Aw Odb. 

Oh fly ! ’tis dire Suspicion’s mien ; 

And, meditating plagues unseen. 

The sorceress hither bends : 

Behold her torch in gall imbrued : 

Behold — her garment drops with blood 
Of lovers and of friends. 

Fly far ! already in your eyes 
I see a pale suffusion rise ; 

And soon through every \ein. 

Soon will her secret venom spread, 

And all your heart, and all your head. 
Imbibe the potent stain. 

Then many a demon will she raise 
To vex your sleep, to haunt your ways ; 

While gleams of lost delight 
Raise the dark tempest of the brain, 

As lightning shines across the main 

Through whirlwinds and through night. 
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No more can faith or candour move ; 

But each ingenuous deed of love. 

Which reason would applaud, 

Now, smiling o’er her dark distress, 

Fancy malignant strives to dress 
Like injury and fraud. 

Farewell to Virtue's peaceful times : 

Soon will you stoop to act the crimes 
'Which thus you stoop to fear : 

Guilt follows guilt, and where tlie train 
Begins with wrongs of such a stain, 

What horrors form the rear ! 

’Tis thus to work her baleful power, 
Suspicion waits the sullen hour 
Of fretfulness and strife. 

When care th’ iniirmer bosom wrings, 

Or Eurus waves his murky wings 
To damp the seats of life. 

But come, forsake the scene unblcssM 
Which first beheld your faithful breasl 
To groundless fears a prey ; 

(^>me, where with my prevailing lyre 
Tlie skies, the streams, the groves, conspiie 
To charm your doubts away. 

Throned in the sun’s descending car, 

What power unseen diffuseth far 
This tenderness of mind? 

What genius smiles on yonder flood? 

What god, in whispers from the wood. 

Bids every thought be kind? 

O thou, whate’er thy awful name. 

Whose wisdom our untoward fnune 
With social love restrains; 

Thou, who by fair affection’s ties 
Giv'st ns to double all our joys 
And half disarm our pains : 

Let universal candour still. 

Clear as yon heaven-rehectiiig lill, 

Preserve my open mind ; 

Nor this nor that man’s cr''oked ways 
One sordid chnibt within me iaise 
To injuif hiiniaii kind. 
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MAN'S IMMORTAL ASPIRATIONS. 

Say, why was man su eminently raised 
Amid the vast creation ; why ordain'd 
Through life and death to dart his piercing eye, 

With thoughts beyond the limit of his frame ; 

But that th* Omnipotent might send him forth 
In sight of mortal and immortal powers, 

As on a boundless theatre, to run 
The great career of justice ; to exalt 
His generous aim to all diviner deeds ; 

To chase each partial purpose from his breast ; 

And through the mists of passion and of sense, 

And through the tossing tide of chance and pain, 

To hold his course unfaltering, while the voice 
Of truth and virtue, up the steep ascent 
Of nature, calls him to his high reward, 

Th^ applauding smile of Heavenf Else wherefore burns 
In mortal bosoms this unquenched hope. 

That breathes from day to day sublimer things. 

And mucks possession ? wherefore darts the mind, 

With such resistless ardour to embrace 
Majestic forms ; impatient to be free. 

Spurning the gross control of wilful might ; 

Proud ijf the strong contention of her toils ; 

Proud to be daring ? Who but rather turns 
To heaven’s broad fire his unconstrained view. 

Than to the glimmering of a waxen flame? 

Who that, from Alpine heights, his labouring eye 
Shoots round the wide horizon, to survey 
Nilus or Ganges rolling his bright wave 
Through mountains, plains, through empires black with 
shade, 

And continents of sand; will turn his gaze 
To mark the windings of a scanty rill 
That murmurs at his feet? The high-born soul 
Disdains to rest her heaven-asjiiring wing 
Beneath its native quarry. Tired of earth 
And this diurnal scene, she sjirings aloft 
Through fields of air ; pursues the flying storm ; 

Rides on the vollied lightning through the heavens; 

Or, yoked with whirlwinds and the northern blast. 

Sweeps the long tract of day. Tlien high she S(»ars 
The blue profound, and hovering round the sun 
Beliolds him pouring the redundant stream 
Of light ; beholds his umelenting sway 
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Bend the reluctant planets to absolve 
The fated rounds of time. Thence far effused 
She darts her swiftness up the long career 
Of devious comets ; through its burning signs 
Exulting measures the perennial wheel 
Of nature, and looks back on all the stars, 

Whose blended light, as with a milky zone. 

Invests the orient. Now amazed she views 
The empyreal waste, where happy spirits hold. 

Beyond this concave heaven, their calm abode ; 

And fields of radiance, whose unfading light 
Has travcird the profound six thousand years. 

Nor yet arrives in sight of mortal things. 

Even on the barriers of the world until ed 
She meditates th’ eternal depth below ; 

Till half recoiling, down (he headlong steep 
She plunges ; soon o'erwhelm’d and swallow'd up 
In that immense of being. There her hopes 
Rest at the fated goal. For from the birth 
Of mortal man, the sovereign Maker said, 

That not in humble nor in brief delight, 

Not in the fading echoes of renown, 

Power’s purple robes, nor pleasure's flowery lap. 

The soul should find enjoyment : but from these 
Turning disdainful to an equal good, 

Through all th’ ascent of things enlarge her view, 

Till evei-y bound at length should disappear, 

And inhiiite perfection close the scene. 

From FUafiires qf hnngination : Jiituk 1. 


SUPERIORITY OF MORAT. TO MATERIAL GRANDEUR. 

Look then abroad through nature, to the range 
Of planets, suns, and adamantine spheres, 

Wheeling unshaken through the void immense ; 

And speak, O man ! does this capacious scene 
With half that kindling majesty dilate 
Thy strong conception, as when Brutus rose 
Refulgent from the stroke of Cajsar's fate, 

Amid the crowd of patriots ; and his arm 
Aloft exlending, like eternal Jove 
When guilt brings down the thunder, call’d aloud 
On Tully's name, and shook his crimson steel, 

And bad(‘ the father of his country hail; 
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For lo! the tyrant prostrate on the dust. 

And Rome tfgain is free ! 

From Firaawn iff Imagination . book /. 


USES OF THE SENSE OF THE RIDICULOUS. 

Ask we for what fair end th’ Almighty Sire 
In mortal bosoms stirs this gay contempt, 

These grateful pangs of laughter ; from disgust 
Kducing pleasure ? Wherefore, but to aid 
The tardy steps of reason, and at once 
By this prompt impulse urge us to depress 
Wild Folly's aims ? For though the sober light 
Of Truth slow dawning on the watchful mind 
At length unfolds, through many a subtile tie, 

How these uncouth disorders end at last 
In public evil ; yet benignant Heaven, 

Conscious how dim the dawn of truth appears 
To thousands, conscious what a scanty pause 
F rom labour and from care the wider lot 
Of humble life affords for studious thought 
To scan the maze of Nature, therefore stamp’d 
These glaring scenes with characters of scorn. 

As broad, as obvious to the passing clown 
As to the letter’d sage’s curious eye. 

Ffom Pk‘ti,'>uTvs qf Imagination . Book II 


SYMPATHY 

Wouldst thou then exchange 
Those heart-ennobling sorrows for tlie lot 
Of him who sits amid the gaudy herd 
Of silent flatterers bending to his nod, 

And o’er them, like a giant, casts his eye, 

And says wdthin himself, “ I am a king, 

And wherefore should the clamorous voice of woe 
Intrude upon mine cai ?” The dregs corrupt 
Of barbarous ages, that Circaean draught 
Of servitude* and folly, have not yet, 

Bless’d be th* eternal Ruler of the world ! 

Yvt have not so dishonour'd, so dc‘furm’d 
I’ko native judgment of the human soul, 

Noi so effaced the image of her si?e. 

I'ltiiii q/ Iniagiuatnm . IUn>k II, 
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Doth tho tune lujil place of ihiR aaihor’a birth arc unknown. He was brought 
up to tlio profession of medicine, and took the degree of Doctor ; after which, 
he settled at St. Alban’s, where be practised with reputation and success. He 
must have commenced the writing of poetry at an early period, as his epitaphs 
su Miss Gee and Mr. Strong are dated so early as 1736. He died at St. Alban's, 
at an advanced age. In 1788 . 

The chief poetical work of Dr. Cotton, is his Visions in Verse, which have 
gone through many editions, and obtained a high and merited popularity. 


MARRIAGE. 

Those awful words, “ Till death do part,” 
May well alarm the youthful heart : 

No afler-thought when once a wife, 

The die is cast, and cast for life ; 

Yet thousands venture every day, 

As some base passion leads the way. 

Pert Silvia talks of wedlock scenes, 

Tlioiigh hardly enter’d on her teens ; 

Smiles on her whining spark, and hears 
The sugar'd speech with raptured ears ; 
Impatient of a parent's rule. 

She leaves her sire and weds a fool. 

Want enters at the guardless door, 

And Love is fled, to come no more. 

Some few there are of sordid mould, 

Who barter youth and bloom for gold ; 
Careless with what, or whom they mate, 
Their ruling passion's all for state. 

But Hymen, generous, just, and kind, 
Abhors the mercenary mind : 

Such rebels groan beneath his rod, 

For Hymen 's a vindictive god ; 

Be joyless every night, he said. 

And barren be their nuptial bed. 

Attend, my fair, to Wisdom’s voice, 

A better fate shall crown thy choice. 

A married life, to speak the best, 

Is all a lottery coiifest : 

Yet if my fair one will be wise, 

1 will ensure my girl a prize ; 

Though not a prize to match thy worth. 
Perhaps thy equal ’s not on earth. 

’Tis an important point to know. 

There 's no perfection here below. 

Man ’s an odd compound, after all. 

And ever has been since the fall. 
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Say, that he loves you from his soul. 

Still man is proud, nor brooks control. 

And though a slave in Love’s soft scho >1, 

In wedlock claims his right to rule. 

The best, in short, has faults about him, 

If few those faults, you must not flout him. 

With some, indeed, you can't dispense, 

As want of temper, and of sense. 

For when the sun deserts the skies. 

And the d\ill evening winters rise. 

Then for a husband's social jjower. 

To form the calm, con\er8ive hour; 

The treasures of thy breast explore. 

From that rich mine to draw the ore ; 

Fondly each generous thought refine, 

And give thy native gold to shine ; 

Show thee, as really thou art, 

Though fair, yet fairer still at heart. 

Say, when life’s purple blossoms fade, 

As soon they must, thou charming maid ; 

When in thy cheeks the roses die, 

And sickness clouds that brilliant eye ; 

Say, when or age or pains invade. 

And those dear limbs shall call for aid ; 

If thou art fetter'd to a fool, 

Shall not his transient passion cool? 

And when thy health and beauty en<l. 

Shall thy weak mate persist a friend? 

But to a man of sense, my deal*, 

Ev’n then thou lovely shalt appear; 

He ’ll share the griefs that wound thy heart. 

And weeping claim the larger part ; 

Though age impairs that beauteous face, 

He ’ll prize the pearl beyond its case. 

From Futon f'll. 


THE LAMB AND THE PIG A Fari.k. 

Consult the moralist, you ’ll find 
That education forms the mind. 

But education ne’er supplied 
What ruling nature hath denied. 

If you '11 the following page pursue. 
My tale shall prove this doctrine true. 

Since to the muse all brutes belong. 
The Lamb shall usher in my song ; 
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Wliose snowy fleece adorn’d her skin, 
Emblem of native white within 
Meekness and love possess'd her soul. 
And innocence had crown'd the whole. 

It chanced, in some un^arded hour, 
(Ah ! purity, precarious flower ! 

Let maidens of the present a^e 
Tremble, when they peruse my page) 

It chanced upon a luckless day. 

The little wanton, full of play. 

Rejoiced a thymy bank to gain. 

But short the triumphs of her reign ! 

The treacherous slopes her fate foretell, 
And soon the pretty trifler fell. 

Beneath, a dirty ditch impress'd 
Its mire upon her spotless vest. 

What greater ill could lamb betide. 

The butcher’s barbarous knife beside? 

The shepherd, wounded with her cries. 
Straight to the bleating sufferer flies. 

The lambkin in his arms he took. 

And bore her to a neighbouring brook. 
The silver streams her wool refined, 

Her fleece in virgin whiteness shined. 

Cleansed from pollution's every stain, 
She join’d her fellows on the plain ; 

And saw afar the stinking shore, 

But ne’er approach'd those dangers more. 
The shepherd bless'd the kind event 
And view'd his flock with sweet content. 

To market next he shaped his way. 
And bought provisions for the day. 

But made, for winter’s rich supply, 

A purchase from a farmer’s sty. 

The children round their parent crowd. 
And testify their mirth aloud. 

They saw the stranger with surprise. 

And all admired his little eyes. 

Familiar grown, he shared their joys. 
Shared too the porridge with the boys. 
The females o’er his dress preside, 

They wash his face, and scour his hide. 
But daily more a Swine he grew, 

For all these housewives e’er could do. 

Hence let my youthfiil reader know. 
That, once a hog, and always so. 
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Chriitopiibb Smart was born at ^ipboume, Kent, on the 11th of April, 1722 
He was educated at Durham School, and afterwards at Pembroke 1^1, Cam. 
bridge, where he made great proacienc; in classical learning ; but at the satiie 
time he inrolred himself, in consequence of his thoughtless prodigality. In ex. 
penses, which inflicted upon him the retribution of poverty during the rest of 
his life. 

As Smart had cultivated poetry from his earliest years, he naturally wished to 
distinguish himself in this department at College ; he accordingly became a can. 
didate for the Seatonian prise, and obtained it no less than five times. The 
poems which he wrote on this occasion, upon the Attributes of the Divine Being, 
are decidedly the best of his productions 

111 consequence of his success In these competitions, he conceived the idea of 
making a comfortable livelihood as an auUior ; but in spite of his numerous pro- 
ductions, he carried with him to London his reckless habits of expense which 
prevented him from having that command of time so essential for perfec'ting his 
works, and therefore they exhibited a falling off, which was the more inex- 
cusable on account of his former excellence. After a life in which he exhibited 
all the improvidence, and experienced most of the hardships, for which authors 
were distinguished in the last century, he died on the 21st of May, 1771. 


FROM THE IMMENSITY OF THE SUPREME BEING. 

Once more I dare to rouse the sounding string, 
The pot^t of my God— Awake my glorj% 

Awake my lute and harp — myself shall wake, 

Soon as the stately night-exploding bird 
In lively lay sings welcome to the dawn. 

liist ye ! how nature with ten thousand tongues 
Begins the grand thanksgiving; Hail, all hail, 

Ye tenants of the forest and the field ! 

My fellow-subjects of th’ Eternal King, 

I gladly join your matins, and with you 
Confess his presence, and report his praise. 

O Thou, who or the lambkin, or the dove. 

When ofler’d by the lowly, meek, and poor, 

Preferr’st to pride’s whole hecatomb, accept 
This mean essay, nor from thy treasure-house 
Of glory immense, the orphan^s mite exclude. 

What though th’ Almighty’s regal throne be raised 
High o’er yon azure heav’n’s exalted dome, 

By mortal eye unkenn’d — where east, nor west, 

Nor south, nor blust'ring north, has breath to blow ; 
Albeit he there with angels and with saints 
Holds conference, and to his radiant host 
Ev’n face to face stands visibly confest : 

Yet know that nor in presence nor in power 
Shines he less perfect here ; ’tis man's dim eye 
That makes th* obscurity. He is the same, 

Alike in all his universe the same. 
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Whether the mind along the spangled sky 
Measure her pathless walk, studious to view 
Thy works of vaster fabric, where the planets 
Weave their harmonious rounds, their march directing 
Still faithful, still inconstant to the sun ; 

Or where the comet through space infinite 
(Though whirling worlds oppose, and globes of fire) 
Darts, like a javelin, to his destined goal ; 

Or where in hcav’ii above the heav’n of heav’ns 
Burn brighter suns, and goodlier planets roll 
With satellites more glorious — Thou art there. 

Or whether on the ocean’s boist’rous back 
Thou ride triumphant, and with outstretch'd arm 
Curb the wild winds, and discipline the billows, 

The suppliant sailor finds thee there, his chief, 

His only help — When thou rebuk’st the storm, 

It ceases — and the vessel gently glides 
Along the glassy level of the calm. 


FROM THE POWER OF THE SUPREME BEING 

“Tremble, thou earth!” the anointed poet said, 

“ At God’s bright presence, tremble, all ye mountains. 
And all ye hillocks on the surface bound.” 

Then once again, ye glorious thunders, roll, 

The muse with transport hears ye ; once again 
Convulse the solid continent, and shake, 

Grand music of Omnipotence, the isles. 

’Tis thy terrific voice, thou God of j^ower, 

’Tis thy terrific voice ; all nature hears it. 

Awaken’d and alarm’d ; she feels its force, 

In every spring she feels it, every wheel. 

And every movement of her vast machine. 

Behold ! quakes Appenine ; behold ! recoils 
Athos, and all the hoary-headed Alps 
Leap from their bases at the godlike sound. 

But what is this, celestial though the note, 

And proclamation of the reign supreme, 

Compared with such as, for a mortal ear 
Too great, amaze the incorporeal worlds? 

Should ocean to his congregated waves 
Call in each river, cataract, and lake. 

And with the watery world down a huge rock 
Fall headlong in one horrible cascade, 

’Twere but the echo of the parting breeze, 

When zej>hyr faints upon the lily's breast — 
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*Twere but the ceasing of some instrument, 
When the- last lingering undulation 
Dies on the doubting ear, if named with sounds 
So mighty ! so stupendous ! so divine ! 

But not alone in the aerial vault 
Does he the dread theocracy maintain; 

For oft, enraged with his intestine thunders. 

He harrows up the bowels of the earth, 

And shocks the central magnet. — Cities then 
Totter on their foundations, stately columns, 
Magnific walls, and heav*n-assaulting spires. 


FROM AN ODE ON AN EAGLE CONFINED IN A COLLEGE COURT. 

Imperial bird, who wont to soar 
High o*er the rolling cloud 
Where Hyperborean mountains hoar 
Their heads in ether shroud; — 

Thou servant of almighty Jove, 

Who, free and swift as Uiought, could'st rove 
To the bleak north's extremest goal ; — 

Thou, who magnanimous could’st bear 
The sovereign thund'rer’s arms in air, 

And sl^e thy native pole !— 

Oh, cruel fate! what barbarous hand. 

What more than Gothic ire. 

At some fierce tyrant's dread command, 

To check thy daring fire. 

Has placed thee in this servile cell, 

Where discipline and dulness dwell. 

Where genius ne’er was seen to roam ; 

Where every selfish soul 's at rest, 

Nor ever quits the carnal breast. 

But lurks and sneaks at home ! 

Though dimm’d thine eye, and dipt thy wing, 

So grov'ling! once so great! 

The grief-inspired muse shdl sing 
In tend’rest lays thy fate. 

What time by thee scholastic pride 
Takes his precise pedantic stride, 

Nor on thy misery casts a care, 

The stream of love ne’er from his heart 
Flows out, to act fmr pity’s part ; 

But stinks, and stagnates there, 
a « « « « 



382 


OI^TVER GOLDSMITH. 


This diaiinguished poet, noveliai, and historian, waa bom at £lphln, iu the 
county of lloaoominon. In Ireland, In 173&. After atudyinf tite cloMlce at a 
prirate achool, he entered Trinity College, Dublin, rvbere he, gnre no Indlca.. 
tioDs of that genius for which hb was afterwards so renkarfcilibla, As he had 
chosen the medical professlmi, he went to the UntearsfC^ 'of^ Edinburgh, but he 
was obliged to make an abrupt departure from that city In oonsequence of be. 
coming security to a considerable amount for a class-fellow. He betook himself 
to Rotterdam, from which place he trarersed Flanders, Franca, and part of 
Germany, in the style which be has described in his Vicar of Wakefleld — 
penniless, and dependent upmi lo^c or his flute for his daily support. He 
returned to London in l76S,lntbe some poetical state as to AnanceB,but with his 
mind enriched with observations of foreign countries, which ho has so admirably 
expressed in his poem of The Traveller. On entering the metropolis, he 
offered his services to several apothecaries as a journeyman ; but his apparel 
and brogue were against him, and, after several shifts, he resolved to depend 
upon his pen for subsistence. His first attempt was the Chinese Letters, after 
which he wrote his admlrahla novel. The Vicar of Wakefield. The sum which 
he recelred for the eopyrl^t of the latter work relieved his Immediate wanU, 
without advancing his future prospects, as it was not published till some time 
afterwards, when he had attained poetical celebrity; 'but in 17G5 appeared The 
Traveller, of which Johnson declarod there had not been so fine a poem since 
the days of Pope. It at once established the reputation of Goldsmith, In conse. 
quence of which he was welcomed Into the literary circles, and eagerly sought 
after by the publishers. 

Having thus tasted the sweets of authorship In the form of profit and fame. 
Goldsmith resumed his labours; hut Instead of following the track in which 
he had commenced with such success, he directed his efforts to prose, in which 
hit elegance and clearness of style have never been excelled. He wrote his 
History of England in a series of letters; also a History of England, in four 
volumes, a History of Rome, and his History of the Earth and Animated Nature, 
ftrom all which he derived considerable profits. Indeed, the charm which bis 
genius and exquisite style imparted to mete works of compilation, gave them a 
popularity wMch surpassed that of the original writings of other historians He 
also turned his attention to dramatic writing, and In 1767, his comedy of The 
OooiLnaturod Mon was brought on the stage, at Co vent Garden. But notwitlu 
standing its merits, the caprice of public taste prevented It from being successftil, 
although it had a temporary run, and yielded the author five hundred pounds. 

Goldsmith now resumed bis poetical labours, and published in 1770 his 
Deserted Village, a work, the materials of which he had been four or five years 
In collecting, while two years had been spent in constructing it; and the 
elaboration of its varied and beautiful pictures, shows how worthily such 
annllcatlon was bestowed. Indeed, than this admirable poem. It would be difiS. 
cult to point out one in the whole English language more pregnant with ideas 
and descriptions, or more terse and vigorous in expression. Two years after, 
wards, he made a second attempt is the dramatic department, and produced his 
comedy of She Stoops to Conquer, which was acted at Covent Garden, with such 
success, as to console him for the failure of The Good-natured Man. 

Although Goldsmith during the course of his public life had been indefatU 
gable 08 a writer, and had received for his original works and compilations 
as much as would have secured him in comparative affluence, yet he was 
almost continually In pecuniary difficulties. This was occasioned by his love of 
gambling, and by his tndiscrimlnating generosity, which was continually imposed 
upon by tales of suffering and distress, whether true or false. His affairs in 
consequence became deranged, and this circumstance preying upon his mind 
is supposed to hove accelerated his death, which occurred on the 4th of April, 
1774 Goldsmith’s conversation, wo are informed, was a complete contrast to 
the elegance and dearness of his written compositions ; and hence the force of 
the sarcasm in which he Is described as 

“ Noll, 

Who wrote like an angel, and talk’d like poor Poll.” 
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KDWIN AN1> ANOELINA. 

** Turn, gentle Hermit of the dale. 
And guide my lonely way. 

To where yon taper cheers the vale 
With hospitable ray. 

For here forlorn and lost 1 tread. 
With fainting steps and slow; 
Where wilds, immeasurably spread, 
Seem lengthening as I go/’ 

** Forbear, my son,” the Hermit cries, 
** To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 
For yonder faithless phantom flies 
To lure thee to thy doom. 
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Here to the houseless child of want 
My door is open still ; 

'And though my portion is but scant, 

I give it with good will. 

Then turn to-night, and freely share 
Whatever my cell bestows ; 

My rushy couch and firugal fare, 

My blessing and repose. 

No flocks that range the valley free, 
To slaughter I condemn : 

Taught by that Power that pities me, 

1 learn to pity them : 

But from the mountain’s grassy side 
A guiltless feast 1 bring ; 

A BCiip with herbs and fruits supplied. 
And water from the spring. 

“ Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego 
All earth-bom cares are wrong : 

Man wants but little here below, 

Nor wants that little long.” 

^oft as the dew from heaven descends, 
His gentle accents fell; 

The modest stranger lowly bends, 

And follows to the cell. 

Far in a wilderness obscure 
The lonely mansion lay ; 

A refuge to the neighb’ring poor. 

And strangers led astray. 

No stores beneath its humble thatch 
Required a master’s care ; 

The wicket opening with a latch. 
Received the harmless pair. 

And now, when busy crowds retire 
To take their evening rest. 

The hermit trimm’d his little fire. 

And cheer’d his pensive guest: 

And spread his vegetable store. 

And gaily press'd and smiled; 

And, skill’d in legendary«lore. 

The lingering hours beguiled. 
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Around, in eympathetic mirth. 

Its tricks the kitten tries; 

The cricket chirrups on the hearth ; 

The crackling faggot flies. 

But nothing could a charm impart 
To soothe the stranger’s woe ; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 

And tears began to flow. 

His rising cares the Hermit spied. 

With answering care oppress’d : 

And, ‘‘ Whence, unhappy youth,” he cried, 
“ The sorrows of thy breast ? 

“ From better habitations spurn’d, 
Reluctant dost thou rove ? 

Or grieve for friendship unretum’d, 

Or unregarded love ? * 

** Alas ! the joys that fortune brings 
Are trifling, and decay; 

And those who prize the paltry things, 
More trifling still than they. 

^*And what is friendship but a name, 

A charm that lulls to sleep ; 

A shade that follows wealth or fame. 

But leaves the wretch to weep? 

And love is still an emptier sound, 

The modern fair one's jest : 

On earth unseen, or only found 
To warm the turtle’s nest. 

“ For shame, fond youth, thy sorrows hush. 
And spurn the sex,’' he said : 

But while he spoke, a rising blush 
His love-lorn guest betray’d. 

Surprised he sees new beauties rise, 

Swift mantling to the view ; 

Like colours o’er the morning skies. 

As bright, as transient too. 

The bashful look, the rising breast, 

Alternate spread alarms : 

The lovely stranger stands confest 
A maid in all her charms. 
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And, ** Ah ! forgive a stranger rude, 

A wretch forlorn,** she cried : 

** Whose feet unhallow’d thus intrude 
Where Heaven and you reside. 

** But let a maid thy pity share, 

WTiom love has taught to stray; 

Who seeks for rest, but finds despair 
Companion of her way. 

“ My father lived beside the Tyne, 

A wealthy lord was he ; 

And all his wealth was mark’d as mine. 
He had but only me. 

To win me from his tender arms. 
Unnumber’d suitors came : 

Who praised me for imputed charms. 
And felt, or feign’d, a flame. 

** Bach hour a mercenary crowd 
With richest proffers strove : 

Amongst the rest young Edwin bow’d. 
But never talk’d of love. 

In humble, simplest habit clad, 

No wealth nor power had he ; 

Wisdom and worth were all he had, 

But these were all to me. 

“ And when, beside me in the dale, 

He caroird lays of love. 

His breath lent fragrance to the gale, 
And music to the grove. 

“ The blossom opening to the day. 

The dews of heav’ii refined. 

Could nought of purity display 
To emulate his mind. 

The dew, the blossom on the tree. 
With charms inconstant shine ; 

Their charms were his, but, woe to me.. 
Their constancy was mine. 

“ For stiU I tried each fickle art. 
Importunate and vain; 

And while his passion touch’d my heart, 
I triumph’d in his pain. 
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Till, quite dejected with my scorn, 

•He left me to my pride ; 

And sought a solitude forlorn, 

In secret, where he died. 

*‘But mine the sorrow, mine the fault, 
And well my life shall pay; 

1*11 seek the solitude he sought, 

And stretch me where he lay. 

“ And there forlorn, despairing, hid 
“ I *11 lay me down and die ; 

*Twa8 so for me that Edwin did, 

And so for him will I.*’ 

“Forbid it, Heaven!’* the Hermit cried, 
And clasp’d her to his breast : 

The wondering fair one turn’d to chide — 
*Twas Edwin’s self that prest. 

“ Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

My charmer, turn to see 

Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here, 
Restored to love and thee. 

“ Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

And every care resign : 

And shall we never, never part, 

My life — my all that’s mine? 

“ No, never, from this hour to part, 

We *11 live and love so true, 

The sigh that rends thy constant heart. 
Shall break thy Edwin’s too.” 


HOLLAND. 

To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Embosom’d in the deep where Holland lies. 
Methinks her patient sons before me stand. 
Where the broad ocean leans against the land, 
And, sedulous to stop the coming tide, 

Lift the tall rampire’s artifleial pride. 

Onward, methinks, and diligenUy slow, 

The firm connected bulwark seems to grow; 
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Spreads its long arms amidst the watery roar, 

Scoops out an empire, and usur])s the shore ; 

While the pent ocean rising o’er the pile, 

Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile ; 

The slow canal, the yellow-blossom’ d vale, 

The willow-tufled bank, the gliding sail, 

The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 

A new creation rescued from his reign. 

Thus, while around the wave-subjected soil 
Impels the native to repeated toil. 

Industrious habits in each bosom reign. 

And industry begets a love of gain. 

Hence all the good from opulence that springs, 

With all those ills superfluc»ns treasure brings, 

Are here display’d. Their much-loved wealth imparts 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts; 

But view them closer, craft and fraud Hp]>car, 

E’en liberty itself is barter’d here. 

At gold’s superior charms all freedom flies, 

The needy sell it, and the rich man buys ; 

A land of tyrants, and a den of slaves, 

Here wretches seek dishonourable graves, 

And calmly bent, to servitude conform, 

Dull as their lakes that slumber in the storm. 

Heavens ! how unlike their Belgic sires of old ! 
Hough, poor, content, ungovernably bold; 

War in each breast, and freedom on each brow; 

How much unlike the sons of Britain now ! 

From The Traveller. 


THE COUNTRY CLERGYMAN. 

Near yonder copse, where once the garden smiled, 
And still where many a garden flower grows wild ; 
There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose, 

The village preacher’s modest mansion rose. 

A man he was, to all the country dear. 

And passing rich, with forty pounds a year ; 

Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 

Nor e’er had changed, nor wish’d to change, his place; 
Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power. 

By doctrines fashion’d to the varying hour; 
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Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize. 

More benl to raise the wretched than to rise. 

His house was known to all the vagrant train, 

He chid their wand’rings, but relieved their pain : 

The long-remember'd beggar was his guest, 

Whose beard descending swept his aged breast ; 

The ruin’d spendthrift, now no longer proud, 

Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow’d ; 

The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay, 

Sat by his fire, and talk’d the night away ; 

Wept o'er his wounds, or, tales of sorrow done, 
Shoulder’d his crutch, and show’d liow fields were won. 
Pleased with his guests, the good man learn'd to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; 

Careless their merits or their faults to scan. 

His })ity gave ere cliaritj* began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 

And e’en his failings loan’d to Virtue’s side ; 

But in his duty, prompt at every call, 

He watch’d and wept, he pray’d and felt, for all ; 

And, as a bird each fond endearment tries. 

To tempt its new-fledged offspring to the skies ; 

He tried each art, reproved each dull delay, 

Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

Beside the bed -where parting life was laid, 

And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dismay'd, 

The reverend champion stood. At his control. 

Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul ; 

Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise, 

And his last faltering accents whisper'd praise. 

At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 

His looks adorn’d the venerable place ; 

Truth from his lips prevail’d with double sway. 

And fools, who came to scoflT, remain'd to pray. 

The service past, around the pious man, 

With ready zeal, each honest rustic ran ; 

E’en children follow’d with endearing wile, 

And pluck’d his gown, to share the good man's smile : 
His ready smile a parent's warmth exprest, 

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distrest ! 

To them his heart, his love, his griefs, were given, 

But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 

As some tall cliff, that lifts its awful form, 

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm, 
Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread, 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 

Ftom The Deserted yiilage. 
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JOHN CUNNINGHAM 


Was born In Dublin, In 1799. In consequence of an early love of theatricals, 
he commenced life as a strolling player, and continued In that professlcm amidst 
all its uncertainties and privations, with only a few intervals, till his death, 
which occurred in 1773. Poor Cunningham had the qgual misfortunes of a poet 
added to the sufficiently numerous hardships that fall to the lot of a strolling 
actor i for his poetry, beautifhl though it was, procured him nothing but dlsap. 
pointment. His amiable and gentle manners endeared him to all who knew 
him, and although too late to cheer or benefit their author, the public taste did 
justice to his talents. 


FANNY OF THE DALE. 

Let the declining damask rose 
With envious grief look pale ; 

The summer bloom more freely glows 
In Fanny of the Dale. 

Is there a sweet that decks the field. 

Or scents the morning gale, 

Can such a vernal fragrance yield, 

As Fanny of the Dale ? 

The painted belles, at court revered, 
Look lifeless, cold, and stale ; 

How faint their beauties, when compared 

, With Fanny of the Dale ! 

The willows bind Pastora’s brows, 

Her fond advances fail ; 

For Damon pays his warmest vows 
To Fanny of the Dale. 

Might honest truth, at last, succeed, 

And artless love prevail ; 

Thrice happy could he tune his reed. 
With Fanny of the Dale. 


THE MILLER. 

A BAI.LAI>. 

In a plain pleasant cotta^, conveniently neat, 

With a mill and some m’eadow»— a freehold estate, 
A well-meaning miller, by labour, supplies 
Those blessings that Grandeur to great ones denies : 
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No passions to plague him, no cares to torment, 

His constant companions are health and content; 
Their lordships in lace may remark, if they will,' 

He ’s honest, though daub'd with the dust of his mill. 

Ere the lark’s early carols salute the new day. 

He springs from his cottage as jocund as May; 

He cheerfully whistles, regardless of care. 

Or sings the last ballad he bought at the fair : 

While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of state, 

Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great, 

No fraud or ambition his bosom e'er fill. 

Contented he works, if there 's grist for his mill. 

On Sunday bedeck'd in his homespun array, 

At church he *s the loudest to chant or to pray; 

He sits to a dinner of plain English food. 

Though simple the pudding, his appetite 's good. 

At night, when the priest and exciseman are gone. 
He quaffs at the alehouse with Roger and John, 
Then reels to his pillow, and dreams of no ill ; 

No monarch more blest than the man of the mill. 


EVENING. 

O'er the heath the heifer strays 
Free — (the furrowed task is done) 

Now the ^lage windows blaze. 
Burnish'd by the setting sun. 

Now he hides behind the bill, 
Sinking from a ^Iden sky ; 

Can the pencil's mimic skill. 

Copy the refulgent dye? 

Trudging as the ploughmen go 
(To the smoking hamlet bound). 

Giant-like their shadows grow. 
Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 

Where the rising forest spreads 
Shelter for the lordly dome ! 

To their high-built airy beds. 

See the rooks returning home. 
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As tlio lark with varied fiine, 

Carols to the evening loud ; 

Mark the mild resplendent moon, 
Creaking through a parted cloud ! 

Now the hermit howlet peeps 

From the bark, or twisted brake : 

And the blue mist slowly creep^^, 
Curling on the silver lake. 

As the trout in speckled pride, 
Playful from its bosom springs ; 

To the banks, a ruffled tide 
Verges in successive rings. 

Tripping through the silken grass. 
O'er the path-divided dale, 

Mark the rose-complexion'd lass. 
With her well-poised milking pail. 

Linnets, with unnumber'd notes. 
And the cuckoo bird with two, 

Tuning sweet their mellow throats, 
Bid the setting sun adieu. 
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Wai bom In 1711^ and odueotMl at Wmtoiliiator Sohool, and afterwards at 
Trinity Collage, Cambridge. At the latter place It appears bis conduct was 
so Irregular as to proeure the dislike of bis more studious oontaiDpofaries. He 
devoted himself to auChorthlp as a p rofe ss i on, but his irregular and intemperate 
habits kept him always poor, as well as prarented Um flrom reaching that 
excellMioe which he might otherwise hare attained. He died on the 15th of 
December, 1764. 


THE errs COUNTRY BOX. 

The wealthy Git, grown old in trade, 
Now wishes for the rural shade. 

And buckles to his onc-horse chair 
Old Dobbin, or the founder’d mare ; 
While wedged in closely by his side, 

Sits Madam, his unwieldy bride, 

With Jacky on a stool before ’em, 

And out they jog in due decorum. 

Scarce past the turnpike half a mile. 

How all the country seems to smile ! 

And as they slowly jog together, 

The Cit commends file road and weather ; 
While Madam doats upon the trees, 

And longs for every house she sees. 
Admires its views, its situation, 

And thus she opens her oration : — 

What signify the loads of wealth, 
Without that richest jewel, health? 
Excuse the fondness of a wife. 

Who doats upon your precious life ! 

Such ceaseless toU^ su^ constant care, 

Is more than human* strength can bear. 
One may observe it in your face— 

Indeed, my dear, you break apace : 

And nothing can your health repair. 

But exercise and country air. 

Sir Trc^c has a house, you know, 

About a mile from Cheney-Row; 

He 's a good man, indeed 'tie true. 

But not Bp warm, mj dear, as ypu; 

And folks are always apt to sneeiw- 
One would not be put-done, my dear! 

Sir Traffic's name so weU appli^ 
Awaked his brother merchant’s pride 
And Thrifly, who had ^ 

Paid utmbst deforence 'to his wife, 
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Confess'd her arguments had reason, 

And by th’ approaching summer season. 
Draws a few hundreds from the stocks, 
And purchases his Country Box. 

Some three or four miles out of town 
(An hour's ride will bring you down). 

He fixes on his choice abode, 

Not half a furlong from the road : 

And so convenient does it lay. 

The stages pass it every day : 

And then so snug, so mighty pretty, 

To have a house so near the City! 

Take but your places at the Boar 
You 're set down at the very door. 

Well then, suppose them fix’d at last, 
White-washing, painting, scrubbing, past. 
Hugging themselves in ease and clover, 
With all the fuss of moving over ; 

Do, a new heap of whims are bred ! 

And wanton in my lady’s head. 

Well to be sure, it must be own'd. 

It is a charming spot of ground ; 

So sweet a distance for a ride. 

And all about so countrified! 

'T would come but to a trifling price 
To make it quite a paradise ; 

I cannot bear those nasty rails. 

Those ugly broken mouldy pales : 
Suppose, my dear, instead of these. 

We build a railing, all Chinese. 

Although one hates to be exposed, 

'Tie dismal to be thus enclosed; 

One hardly any object sees — 

I wish you'd fell those odious trees. 
Objects continual passing by 
’Were something to amuse the eye; 

But to be pent within the walls — 

One might as well be at St. Paul’s. 

Our house, beholders would adore. 

Was there a level lawn before. 

Nothing its views to incommode. 

But quite laid open to the road ; 

While every traveller in amaze, 

Should on our little mansion gaze. 

And pointing to the choice retreat. 

Cry, That 's Sir Thrifty’s country seat. 
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No doubt her nvguments prevail, 

B\>r Madam’s taste can never fail. 

Blest age ! when all men may procure. 
The title of a Connoisseur ; 

When noble and ignoble herd 
Are govern’d by a single word ; 

Though, like the royal German dames. 

It bears a hundred Christian names ; 

As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Goiit, 

Whim, Caprice, Je-ne-scai-quoi, Virtu. 
Which appellations all describe 
Taste, and the modern tasteful tribe. 

Now bricklayers, carpenters, and joiners. 
With Chinese artists, and designers, 
Produce their schemes of alteration, 

To work this wondrous reformation. 

The useful dome, wliich secret stood, 
Fmbosom’d in the yew-tree’s wood, 

The traveller with amazement sees 
A temple. Gothic, or Chinese, 

With many a bell and tawdry rag on, 

And crested with a sprawling dragon ; 

A wooden arch is bent astride 
A ditch of water, four feet wide, 

With angles, curves, and zigzag lines, 

B^rom Halfpenny’s exact designs. 

In front a level lawn is seen. 

Without a shrub upon the green, 

Where Taste would want its first great law, 
But for the skulking, sly ha-ha. 

By whose miraculous assistance, 

You gain a prospect two fields distance. 
And now from Hyde Park Comer come 
The gods of Athens, and of Rome. 

Here squabby Cupids take their places. 
With Venus, and the clumsy Graces : 
Apollo there, with aim so clever, 

Stretches his leaden bow for ever; 

And there, without the power to fly, 

Stands fix’d a tip-toe Mercury. 

The villa thus completely graced, 

All own that Thrifty has a Taste ; 

And Madam’s female friends, and cousins, 
With common-couiicil-men, by dozens, 
Flock every Sunday to the Seat, 

To stare about them — and to eat. 
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This poet, who has been tenned the British Juvenal, was bom In Westmin- 
ster, in 1731. He received his education at Westminster, but such was his core, 
lessness there, that when be was sent to Oxford be was refused admission Into 
the University, fh>m hit deflciency la dooileal learning. He was, however, 
admitted into orders, and inducted Into on humble Welsh Curacy ; but here his 
stay was not long. He returned to liondon, and soon after succeeded bis father 
as Curate and Lecturer of St. John's. It was not until he bad reached tlie 
mature age of thirty, that he came forward publicly os on author ; and The 
Rosciad, which he published in 1761, at once raised him to a high rank as a 
satirist After several bickerings with the actors he had lampooned, and whom 
he treated In consequence with double severity, be embarked in the stormy 
tiullticB of Wilkes, and wrote a biting satire against the Scots, entitled, Tlio 
Frophory of Famine, which obtained for the time an extraordinary popularity. 
His next attack was upon Hogarth, who retaliated with his inimitable powers of 
caricature, and the literary world was regaled with on unprecedented combat, in 
which the pen and the pencil of satire strove with each other for the mastery. 
In hiB habits of living. Churchill was careless and scandalously iiregulor, and 
hiB career was brief, for he died in 1764, at the age of thirty-three. His works 
tliroughout exhibit great vigour of thought, and terrible powers of sarcasm, but 
06 they were written upon posoing characters and events, they have long ceased 
to possess a general interest. 


MODERN CRITICISM. 

Cold-blooded critics, by enervate sires 
Scarce hammer’d out, when Nature’s feeble fires 
Glimmer’d their last ; whose sluggish blood, half froze, 
Creeps lab’ring through the veins; whose heart ne'er glows 
With fancy-kindled heat; — a servile race, 

Who in mere want of fault, all merit place ; 

Who blind obedience pay to ancient schools, 

Bigots to Greece, and slaves to musty rules ; 

With solemn consequence declared that none 
Could judge that cause but Sophocles alone. 

Dupes to their fancied excellence, the crowd. 

Obsequious to the sacred dictate, bow'd. 

When, from amidst the throng, a youth stood forth. 
Unknown his person, not unknown his worth ; 

His look bespoke applause ; alone he stood, 

Alone he stemmed the mighty critic flood. 

He talk’d of ancients, as the man became 
Who prized our own, but envied not their fame ; 

With noble reverence spoke of Greece and Rome, 

And scorn'd to tear the laurel from the tomb:— 

But more than just to other countries grown, 

Must we turn base apostates to our own? 

Where do these words of Greece and Rome excel, 

That England may not please the ear as well? 
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What mighty magic 's in the place or air, 

That all perfection needs must centre there? 

In states, let strangers blindly be prefcrr’d ; 

In state of letters, merit should be heard. 

Genius is of no country, her pure ray 
Spreads all abroad, as general as the day ; 

Foe to restraint, fi^m place to place she flies, 

And may hereafter e*en in Holland rise. 

May not (to give a pleasing fancy scope, 

And cheer a patriot heart with patriot hope) 

May not some great extensive Genius raise 
The name of Britain 'bove Athenian praise ; 

And, whilst brave thirst of fame his bosom warms. 

Make England great in letters as in arms? 

There may— there hath — and Shakspearc’s muse aspires 
Beyond the reach of Greece : with native fires 
Mounting aloft, he wings his daring flight. 

Whilst Sophocles below stands trembling at his height. 

“ Why should we then abroad for judges roam, 

W'hcn abler judges we may find at home? 

Happy in tragic and in comic powers, 

Have we not Shakspeare?— Is not Jonson ours? 

For them, your natural judges, Britons, rote; 

They’ll judge like Britons, who like Britons wrote.” 

Ho said, and conquer'd — Sense resumed her swa) , 
And disappointed pedants stalk’d away. 

Shakspoare and Jonson, with deserved applause. 

Joint -judges were ordain’d to try^ the cause. 

IMcantiine the stranger, evciy voice employ’d, 

'J'o ask or tell his name — Who is it? — I^loyi>. 

Thus, when llie aged friends of Job stood mute. 

And, tamely prudent, gave up the dispute, 

Elihu, with the decent waiinth of youth. 

Boldly stood forth the advocate of truth; 

Confuted falsehood, and disabled pride, 

Whilst baffled age stood snarling at his side. 

tYofn The RonciaA. 


THE PEASANT AND THE KING CONTHASTED. 

The Villager, born humbly and bred hard, 
Content his wealth, and Poverty his guard, 

In action simply just, in conscience clear, 

By guilt untainted, undisturb’d by fear, 
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His means but scanty, and his wants but few, 

Labour his business and his pleasure too. 

Enjoys more comforts in a single hour, 

Than ages give the wretch condemn'd to power. 

Call’d up by health, he rises with the day. 

And goes to work as if he went to play. 

Whistling off toils, one half of which might make 
The stoutest Atlas of a palace quake ; 

’Gainst heat and cold, which make us cowards faint. 
Harden’d by constant use, without complaint 
He bears what we should think it death to bear ; 

Short are his meals, and homely is his fare ; 

His thirst he slakes at some pure neighb’ring brook, 

Nor asks for sauce where appetite stands cook. 

When the dews fall, and when the sun retires 
Behind the mountains, when the village firi;s, 

Which, waken'd all at once, speak supper nigh. 

At distance catch and fix his longing eye, 

Homeward he hies, and with his manly brood 
Of raw-boned cubs enjoys that clean, coarse food, 
Which, season'd with good-humour, his fond bride 
'Gainst his return is happy to provide ; 

Then, free from care, and free from thought, he creeps 
Into his straw, and till tlic morning sleeps. 

Not so the King-“With anxious cares oppress’d, 

His bosom labours, and admits not rest. 

A glorious wretch, he sweats beneath the weight. 

Of Majesty, and gives up ease for state. 

E’en when his smiles, which, by the fools of pride. 

Are treasured and preserved from side to side. 

Fly round the court, e’en when, compell'd by form, 

He seems most calm, his soul is in a storm ! 

Care, like a spectre, seen by him alone. 

With all her nest of vipers, round his throne 
By day crawls full in view; when Night bids Sleep, 
Sweet nurse of Nature, o’er the senses creep, 

When Misery herself no more complains. 

And slaves, if possible, forget their chains. 

Though his sense weakens, though his eyes grow dim, 
That rest which comes to all, comes not to him. 

E'en at that hour, Care, tyrant Care, forbids 
The dew of sleep to fall upon his lids ; 

From night to night she watches at his bed ; 

Now, as one moped, sits brooding o’er his head ; 

Anon she starts, and, borne on raven’s wings. 

Croaks forth aloud— “ Sleep was not made for Kings/* 

From Gotham : Book III. 



CHURCHILL, 


39.9 


THE TUTOR’S ADVICE, 

A Tutor once, more read in men than books, 

A kind of crafty knowledge in his looks, 

Demurely sly, with high preferment blest. 

His fav*rite pupil in these words address'd : 

Would'st thou, my son, be wise and virtuous deem’d, 
By all mankind a prodigy esteem'd? 

Be tliis thy rule — be what men prudent call ; 

Prudence, almighty Prudence, gives thee all. 

Keep up appearances, there lies the test, 

The world will give thee credit for the rest. 

Outward be fair, however foul within ; 

Sin if thou wilt, but then in secret sin. 

This maxim ’s into common favour grown — 

Vice is no longer vice, unless ’tis known. 

Virtue indeed may barefaced take the field ; 

But vice is virtue when 'tis well conceal’d. 

Stay out all night, but take especial care 
That Prudence bring thee back to early prayer ; 

As one with watching and with study faint, 

Reel in a drunkard, and reel out a saint. 

With joy the youth this useful lesson heard, 

And in his memory stored each precious word ; 
Successfully pursued the plan, and now, 

** Room for my Lord, — Virtue stand by and bow.” 

J>yom Ntght. 


PRIVILEGED IMPOSITION. 

Faber, from day to day, from year to year. 

Hath had the cries of tradesmen in his ear, 

Of tradesmen by his villany betray’d, 

And, vainly seeking justice, bankrupts made. 

What is't to Faber ? Lordly as before. 

He sits at ease, and lives to ruin more. 

Fix’d at his door, as motionless as stone. 

Begging, but only begging for their own. 

Unheard they stand, or only heard by those. 

Those slaves in livery, who mock their woes. 

What is*t to Faber? He continues great, 

Ijives on in grandeur, and runs out in state. 

The helpless widow, wrung with deep despair. 

In bitterness of soul pours forth her prayer, 

Hugging her starving babes with streaming eyes, 
And calls down vengeance, vengeance from the skies. 
What is*t to Faber? He stands safe and clear, 
Heav’n can commence no legal action here. 
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And on his breast a mighty plate he wears, 

A plate more firm tliau triple brass, which bears 
The name of Privilege 'gainst vulgai* awe ; 

He feels no Conscience, and he fears no Law. 

From The ‘Timet. 


THE CITY POLITICIAN. 

The Cit, a Common-Council-Man by place. 

Ten thousand mighty nothings in his face, 

By situation as by nature great, 

With nice precision parcels out the state; 

Proves and disproves, affirms, and tlien denies, 
Objects himself, and to himself replies ; 

Wielding alofl the politician rod. 

Makes Pitt by turns a devil and a god ; 

Maintains, e*en to the very teeth of power. 

The same thing right and wrong in half an hour. 
Now all is well, now he suspects a plot, 

And plainly proves, whatever is, is not. 
Fearfully wise, he shakes liis empty head, 

And deals out empires as he deals out thread. 

Hie useless scales are in a comer flung, 

And Europe’s balance hangs upon his tongue. 

From Ntgkt. 


THOMAS BliACKLOCK. 
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Thik extraordinary man was bom at Annan, in the county of Dumfries, North 
Britain, in 1721. Before be was six months old he had the misfortune to lose 
bis sight by the*sroa]]-|>ox ; but as he grew up to boyhood, his father and fklends 
endeamured to lighten this calamity, by reading to him such books as were 
suitable to his age. In this manner he commenced his education, and acquired 
a thirst for tether knowledge, which was amply gratified by those to whom he 
was endeared by his amiable disposition ; and by their kind aid he not only 
obtained a thorough acquaintancoship with the English classical writers, but a 
competent knowledge of the Latin tongue. He also showed on early bias 
towards poetry, and composed sereral pieces, which were handed about as 
curiosities, from being the productions of one to whom the external world was 
**a unirersal blank.** In consequence of this increasing notoriety, he was 
enabled to remore to Edinburgh in 1741, and attend the University classes; and 
having had his views directed to the church, he studied the usual course, and 
was licensed a preacher in 1759. On being ordained minister of the P>wn and 
parish of Kirkcudbright, to which ho had been presented by the Crown, the 
people naturally demurred at the idea of a blind pastor, so that, after some 
altercation, Blacklock consented to retire, on receiving a small annuity from the 
palish. He returned to Edinburgli, and opened an establishment to receive 
young gentlemen as boarders and pupils, in which useful situation ho continued 
until the infirmities of old age obliged him to retire from active life. His death 
occurred on the 7ih of July, 1791. Such were his classical and scientific attain- 
ments, that the Manochal College of Aberdeen, in 17G7, conferred upon him tlie 
degree of Doctor of Divinity. Independently of his personal merits, which 
obtained him the love and esteem of all who knew him. Dr. Blacklock will be 
always remembered with gratitude, os one of the earliest and best patrons of 
Bums. 


FROM A HYMN TO THE SUPREME BEING. 

IN IMITSTION or THR 104TH PSALH. 

When time shall in eternity be lost, 

And hoary nature languish into dust ; 

For ever young thy glory shall remain, 

Vast as thy being, endless as thy reign. 

Thou, from the regions of eternal day, 

View'st all thy works at one immense survey : 
Pleased, thou behold’st the whole propensely tend 
To perfect happiness, its glorious end. 

If thou to earth but turn thy wrathful eyes, 

Her basis trembles, and her offspring dies. 

Thou smit’st the hills, and, at th* almighty blow, 
Their summits kindle, and their inwards glow. 
While this immortal spark of heavenly flame 
Distends my breast, and animates my frame ; 

To thee my ardent praises shall be borne 
On the flrst breeze that wakes the blushing mom : 
The latest star shall hear the pleasing sound. 

And nature in full choir shall join around. 
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When full of thee my soul excursive flies 
Through air, earth, ocean, or thy regal skies ; 

From world to world, new wonders still I And, 

And all the Godhead flashes on my mind. 

When, wing'd with whirlwinds, Vice shall take its flight 
To the deep bosom of eternal night. 

To thee my soul shall endless praises pay : 

Join, men and angels, join th* exalted lay ! 


THE AUTHOR’S PICTURF. 

While in my matchless graces wrapt I stand. 
And touch each feature with a trembling hand ; 
Deign, lovely self! with art and nature's pride, 

To mix the colours, and the pencil guide. 

Self is the grand pursuit of half mankind : 

How vast a crowd by self, like me, are blind ! 

By self the fop, in magic colours shown. 

Though scorn'd by every eye, delights his own. 
When age and wrinkles seize the conquering maid, 
Self, not the glass, reflects the flattering shade. 
Then, wonder-working self! begin the lay; 

Thy charms to others as to me display. 

Straight is my person, but of little size ; 

Lean are my checks, and hollow are my eyes : 

My youthful down is, like my talents, rare ; 

Politely distant stands each single hair. 

My voice too rough to charm a lady’s ear ; 

So smooth, a child may listen without fear; 

Not form’d in cadence soft and warbling lays 
To soothe the fair through pleasure’s wanton ways. 
My form so fine, so regular, so new, 

My port so manly, and so fresh my hue ; 

Oft, as I meet the crowd, they laughing say, 

‘‘ See, see Memento Mori cross the way ! ” 

The ravish'd Proserpine, at last, we know, 

Grew fondly jealous of her sable beau ; 

But, thanks to nature ! none from me need fly, 

One heart the devil could wound — so cannot 1. 

Yet, though my person fearless may be seen, 
There is some danger in my graceful mien : 

For, as some vessel toss’d by wind and tide, 

Bounds o'er the waves, and rocks from side to side ; 
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In just Tibration thus I always move : 

This, who can view and not be forced to love? 

Hail ! charming self! by whose propitious aid 
My form in all its glory stands display’d : 

Be present still; with inspiration kind, 

Let the same faithful colours paint the mind. 

Like all mankind, with vanity I*m bless’d. 
Conscious of wit I never yet possess’d. 

To strong desires my heart, an easy prey. 

Oft feels their force, but never owns their sway. 
This hour, perhaps, as death I hate my foe ; 

The next I wonder why I should do so. 

Though poor, the rich I view with careless eye ; 
Scorn a vain oath, and hate a serious lie. 

I ne'er for satire torture common sense, 

Nor show my wit at God’s nor man’s expense. 
Harmless I live, unknowing and unknown; 

Wish well to all, and yet do good to none. 
Unmerited contempt I hate to hear ; 

Yet on my faults, like others, am severe. 
Dishonest flames my bosom never fire; 

The bad I pity, and the good admire : 

Fond of the muse, to her devote my days, 

And scribble — not for pudding, but for praise. 

These careless lines if any virgin hears, 
Perhaps, in pity to my joyless years, 

She may consent a generous flame to own, 

And I no longer sigh the nights alone. 

But, should the fair, affected, vain, or nice, 
Scream with tlie fears inspired by frogs or mice; 
Cry, “ Save us. Heaven! a spt'ctre, not a man!” 
Her hartshorn snatch, or interpose her fan: 

If I my tender overture repeat, 

O ! may my vows her kind reception meet ! 

May she new graces on my form bestow. 

And with tall honours dignify my brow ! 


I'O A GENTLEMAN, WHO ASKED MY SENTIMENTS OF HIM. 


Dear Fabius ! me if well you know , 
You ne'er will take me for your foe ; 

If right yourself you comprehend, 

You ne'er will take me for vour friend. 

Y 
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This bold Imitator of Homer woa bom In the parish of Dalmeny, in the 
county of West Lothian, North Britain, on the 5th of October, 1721. He was 
educated at the University of Edinburi^h, where ho associated with Robertson, 
Home, Adam Smith, and the other talented individuals who at that time 
adorned the Scottish capital. As his studies were directed to the- church, he 
was licensed to preach, and after some years was ortlained minister of Ratho, 
from which charge ho was translated to the Professorship of Natural Philosophy, 
in the University of St. Andre w*a Ho died October 10, 1772. ITic misfortune 
of The Eplgoniad, on epic which is now scarcely noticed, was tiie attempting to 
follow in the footsteps of Homer, which, with ninety-nine out of a hundred poets, 
was sure to end in a most miserable failure. Still, however, the work possesses 
some vigorous dOKcrlptions of high merit, and among these may be particularly 
mentioned the Death of Hercules. 


FROM THE DEATH OF HERCULES 

Furious amidst the sacred fires he flew ; 

The victims scatter’d, and tlic hearths o’er threw ; 

Then sinking prostrate, wliere a tide of gore 
From oxen slain had hlackeii’d all the shore, 

His form divine he roll'd in dust and blood ; 

His groans the hills re-cchoed, and the flood. 

Then rising furious, to the ocean's streams 
He rush'd, in hope to quench his raging flames; 

But burning still the unextinguish'd pain, 

The shore he lefit, and stretch'd into the main. 

A galley anchor’d near the beach we found ; 

Her curled canvas to the breeze unbound ; 

And traced his desperate course, till far before 
We saw him land on CEta's desert shore : 

Towards the skies his furious hands he rear’d, 

And thus, across the deep, his voice we heard : — 

Sovereign of Heaven and earth ! whose boundless sway 
The fates of men and mortal things obey ! 

If e'er delighted from the courts above, 

In human form, you sought Alcmena’s love ; 

If Fame’s unchanging voice to all the eartli. 

With truth, proclaims you author of my birtli; 

Whence, from a course of spotless glory run, 

Successful toils and WTcalhs of triumph won, 

Am I thus wretched ? better, that before 

Some monster fierce had drunk my streaming gore ; 

Or crush’d by Cacus, foe to gods and men, 

My batter’d brains had strew’d his rocky den ; 

Than, from my gkirious toils and triumphs past, 

To fall subdued by female arts at last. 

O cool my boiling blood, ye winds, that blow 
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From mountains loaded with eternal snow. 

And crack* the icy cliffs ; in vain! in vain! 

Your rigour cannot quench my raging pain! 

For round this heart the Furies wave their brands, 
And wring my entrails with their burning hands. 
Now bending from the skies, O wife of Jove! 

Enjoy the vengeance of thy injured love : 

For fate, by me, the thunderer's guilt atones ; 

And, punish'd in her son, Alcmena groans ; 

The object of your hate shall soon expire ; 

Fix’d on my shoulders preys a net of fire. 

Whom nor the toils nor dangers could subdue, 

By false Eurystheus dictated from you ; 

Nor tyrants lawless, nor the monstrous brood 
Which haunts tlie desert or infests the flood ; 

Nor Greece, nor all the barb’rous climes that lie 
Where Phenbus ever points his golden eye; 

A woman hath o’erthrown ! ye gods ! I yield 
To female arts, unconquer’d in the field. 

My arms — alas ! are these the same that bow'd 
Anteus, and bis giant force subdued? 

That dragg'd Nemca’s monster from Ids den ; 

And slew the dragon in his native fen? 

Alas, alas ! their mighty muscles fail. 

While pains infernal every nerve assail; 

Alas, alas ! 1 feel in streams of woe 

These eyes dissolved, before untaught to flow. 

Awake, my virtue, oft in dangers tried. 

Patient in toils, in deaths unterrified. 

Rouse to my aid ; nor let my labours past. 

With fame achieved, be blotted by the last ; 

Firm and unmoved, the present shock endure; 

Once triumph, and for ever rest secure. 

The hero thus, and grasp’d a pointed rock 
With both his arms, which straight in pieces broke. 
Crush’d in his agony; then on his breast 
Descending prostrate, further plaint supprest. 

And now the clouds, in dusky volumes spread, 

Had darken’d all the mountains with their shade: 
The winds withhold their breath ; the billows rest ; 
The sky’s dark image on the deep imprest. 

A bay for shelter opening in the strand. 

We saw, and steer’d our vessel to the land. 

Then mounting on the rocky beach above. 

Through the thick gloom descried the son of Jove. 
His head, declined between his hands, he lean’d ; 
His elbows on his bended knees sustain’d. 

T 2 
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Above him still a hovering vapour flew. 

Which, from his boiling veins, the garment drew. 
Through the thick woof we saw the fumes aspire ; 

Like smoke of victims from the sacred Are. 
Compassion’s keenest touch my bosom thriH'd; 

My eyes, a flood of melting sorrow fill’d : 

Doubtful I stood: and, pondering in my mind. 

By fear and pity variously inclined. 

Whether to shun the hero, or essay. 

With friendly words, his torment to allay : 

When bursting from above, with hideous glare, 

A flood of lightning kindled all the air. 

From Oita's top it rush’d in sudden streams ; 

The ocean redden’d at its fiery beams. 

Then, bellowing deep, the thunder’s awful sound 
Shook the firm mountains and the shores around. 

Far to the east it roll’d, a lengtli of sky; 

We heard Euboea’s rattling clifis reply, 

As at his master’s voice a swain appears. 

When waked from sleep his early call he hears. 

The hero rose ; and to the mountain turn’d, 

Whose cloud-involved top with lightning burn'd : 

And thus his sire address’d: With patient mind. 

Thy call I hear, obedient and resign’d ; 

Faithful and true the oracle! which spoke. 

In high Dodona, from the sacred oak — 

“ Tliat twenty years of painful labours past. 

On Qita’s top I should repose at last:” 

Before, involved, the meaning lay conceal’d ; 

But now I find it in my fate reveal’d. 

Thy sovereign will I blame not, which denies 
With length of days to crown my victories: 

Though still with danger and distress engaged. 

For injured right eternal war I waged ; 

A life of pain, in barbarous climates led. 

The heavens my canopy, a rock my bed : 

More joy 1 ’ve felt than delicacy knows. 

Or all the pride of regal pomp bestows. 

Dread sire I thy will I honour and revere, 

And own thy love with gratitude sincere, 

Which watch’d me in my toils, that none could boast 
To raise a trophy from my glory lost : 

And though at last, by female arts o’ercome, 

And unsuspected fraud, I find my doom ; 

There to have fail’d, my honour ne’er can shake. 
Where vice is only strong and vi “tue weak. 

Ej^goniad: Book VII^ 
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Was born at Hull, In 1725. He was admitted of St. John's College, and 
afterwards of Pembroke College, Cambridge. In 1747, he published his Monody 
on the Death of Pope, and at a subsequent period his Isis. These, and other 
miscellaneous poems which he published, gare him a considerable poetical repu. 
tation, which was greatly enhanced by his Tragedy of Elfrida, that appeared in 
1753. This work being modelled on the ancient Greek Drama, retained tlie 
Chorus, which was also the cose with his Caractacus, that followed six years 
afterwards. The Chorus, as a component part of tragedy, is wholly madmlssible 
In modem dramatic representation ; and yet, such was the poetical power and 
splendour with which Mason Introduced It, that none, however bigotted, would 
wish that the glorious lyrics in his two dramas had remained unwritten. Besides 
these, he published Udes, Elegies, and a descnplive and didactic poem, m four 
books, called The Flower Garden. He also produced, with many additions and 
improvements, a translation of Du Fresnoy's Art of Painting. With a glowing 
iiuagination and fertile mind, Mason unfortunately affected a pomp of diction 
that, in too many cases, gave an artiflclul charac'ter to his sentiments, and stiff- 
ness to his versiflcation. But still, the merits of his poetry rise superior to 
these defects, and sustain the cumbrousness of his language. His death occurred 
in 1707, and liis worth and talents have been justly acknowledged in a tablet 
inscribed to hia memory in Westminster Abbey. 


ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF LADY COVENTRY. 

The midnight clock has toll’d; and hark, the bell 
Of death bealH slow! heard ye the note profound y 

It pauses now ; and now, with rising knell. 

Flings to the hollow gale its sullen sound. 

Yes, Covcntiy is dead. Attend the strain. 
Daughters of Albion! ye that, light as aii, 

So oft have tript in her fantastic train, 

With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair; 

For she was fair beyond your brightest bloom; 

(This envy owns, since now her bloom is fled;) 

Fair as the forms, that, wove in fancy's loom, 

Float in light vision round the poet's head. 

Whene’er with soft serenity she smiled, 

Or caught the orient blush of quick surprise, 

How sweetly mutable, how brightly wild, 

The liquid lustre darted from her eyes ! 

Each look, each motion, waked a new-born grace, 
That o’er her form its transient glory cast : 

Some lovelier wonder soon usurp’d the place, 
Chased by a charm still lovelier than the last. 

That bell again ! it tells us what she is : 

On what she was, no more the strain prolong ; 
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Luxui iaiil fancy pause : an hour like this 
Demands the tribute of a serious song. 

Maria claims it from that sable bier. 

Where cold and wan the slumberer rests her head; 

In still small whispers to reflection's ear, 

She breathes the solemn dictates of the dead. 

Oh catch the awful notes, and lift them loud; 

Proclaim the theme, by sage, by fool revered : 

Hear it, ye young, ye vain, ye great, ye proud! 

'Tie Nature speaks, and Nature will be heard 

Yes, ye shall hear, and tremble as ye hear, 

While, high with health, your hearts exulting leap; 

Ev’ii in the midst of Pleasure's mad career. 

The mental monitor shall wake and weep. 

For say, than Coventry’s propitious star, 

What brighter planet on your births arose : 

Or gave of Fortune’s gifts an ampler share, 

In life to lavish, or by death to lose ! 

Early to lose ; while, borne on busy wing. 

Ye sip the nectar of each varying bloom : 

Nor fear, while basking in the beams of spring. 

The wintry storm that s%veeps you to the tomb. 

Think of her fate! revere the heavenly hand 

That led her hence, though soon, by steps so slow: 

Long at her couch Death took his patient stand, 

And menaced oft, and oft withheld tln‘ bl()\v : 

To give reflection time, with lenient art, 

Each fond delusion from her soul to steal; 

Teach her from folly peaceably to part. 

And wean her from a world she loved so well. 

Say, are ye sure his mercy shall extend 
To you so long a span? Alas, ye sigh: 

Make then, while yet ye may, your God your friend, 
And learn with equal ease to sleep or die! 

Nor think the Muse, whose sober voice ye hear, 
Contracts with bigot frown her sullen brow ; 

Casts round Religion's orb the mists of fear. 

Or shades with horrors what with smiles should glow. 

No; she would warm you with seraphic fire, 

Heirs as ye ai’e of Heaven's eternal day ; 

Would bid you boldly to that Heaven aspire. 

Not sink and slumber in your cells of clay. 
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Know, ye were form'd to range you azure field ; 

In yon ‘ethereal founts of bliss to lave: 

Force then, secure in Faith's protecting shield, 

The sting from Death, the victory from the Grave. 

Is this the bigot's rant? Away, ye vain. 

Your hopes, your fears, in doubt, in dulness, steep: 
Go soothe your souls in sickness, grief, or pain. 

With the sad solace of eternal sleep. 

Yet will I praise you, triflers as ye are. 

More than those preachers of your fav'rite creed. 
Who proudly swell the brazen throat of war. 

Who form the phalanx, bid the battle bleed ; 

Nor wish for more : who conquer, but to die. 

Hear, Folly, hear, and triumph in the talc: 

Like you, they reason; not, like you, enjoy 
The breeze of bliss, that fills your silken sail. 

On Pleasure’s glittering stream ye gaily steer 
Your little course to cold oblivion's shore; 

They dare the storm, and, through th' inclement year, 
Stem the rough surge, and brave the torrent’s roar. 

Is it for glory? That just Fate denies. 

Long must the warrior moulder in his shroud. 

Ere from her trump the heav'ii-breathed accents rise, 
That lift the hero from the fighting crowd. 

Is it his grasp of empire to extend? 

To curb the fur^^ of insulting foes? 

Ambition, cease; the idle contest end; 

’'I’is but a kingdom thou caiist win or lose. 

And wliy must murder'd myriads lose their all, 

(If life be all ;) why desolation lour. 

With famish’d frown, on this affrighted ball, 

That thou may'st fiarnc the meteor of an hour? 

Go, wiser ye, that flutter life away, 

Crown with the mantling juice the goblet high; 
Weave the light dance, with festive freedom gay. 

And live your moment, since the next ye die. 

Yet know, vain sceptics, know, th’ Almighty mind, 
Who breathed on man a portion of his fire, 

Bade his free soul, by earth nor time confined 
To Heaven, to immortality aspire. 

Nor shall the pile of hope, his mercy rear’d, 

By vain philosophy be e’er destroy’d : 

Eternity, by all or wish’d or fear’d. 

Shall be by all or suffer’d or enjoy’d. 
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This disttnguiabsd Mllor-poet was bora In Edtobiuvh, and as nearly as can ba 
conjectured, about 1780. At early affe be was sent to sea, in a merchant, 
vessel of tbe town of Leith. In consequence of this, and the humble situation 
of his father, who was a bailier««Enlconer's education was entremely scanty ; in. 
deed, it appears, that what he learned was chleBy acquired tnm the instruction 
of Campbell, the author of Lenipbanes, to whom he was servant, and who, after 
llic Shipwreck was published, used to boast, that the author of this admired work 
had been his pupil. Falosber, howeoer, aecordlnff to his own aeoownt, had never 
been taught toyond the dements of reading, writing, and a little arithmetic, to 
which he afterwards added, in the course of his voyages, a slight knowledge of 
French, Spanish, and Itall^ After haring been for some time employed as a 
seo^boy, he served on board tbe Briunnia, a morchanushlp, in the capacity of 
second mate. This vessel Was wrecked off Cape Colonna, In her coarse home, 
ward from Alexandria, and all on board perished except himself and two sailors. 
An event of such common occurrence would hare been forgotten In a day or 
two, but for that high-minded and inspired youth, who, after sharing In all the 
miseries of the shipwreck, had sorvlved to record ihsm ; snd the loss of the 
BntannLa was to call forth those tears th^ were withhold ^m the ruin of whole 
armadas. The poem was published in 1762, and the public was both delighted 
and surprised at the novelty of the theme, and the admirable skill with whlcli 
It had been handled. Storms Indeed had been produced In plenty by the poets 
of every age and country } but all of them, without even excepting that of Virgil, 
savoured too much of the land and the fireside, to be either natural or agreeable ; 
they seemed to have been coolly brewed according to the wclLknown ret'elpt of 
Dean Swift. But it was perceived at once, that The Shipwreck was a produc- 
tion of a very different stamp. The author had seen and felt what he doscriliod ; 
ills delineations were those of a skilfhl seaman, as well as a poet of no ordinary 
power ; and while he recorded the event In Uie language of a sailor, the techuu 
ralitics with which the poem necessarily abounded, Instead of darkening, only 
served to make the subject more perspicuous to tho capacities of landsmen. 
Independently of these circumstances, the admirable munn(«r in which dlflbrenl 
l>arts of llio slioros of Greece were introduced, and the historical allusions which 
they suggested. Imparted to sucli a common- place event as the wrecking of a 
merchant vessel, all the richness of a classical poem. 

As Falconer had dedicated liis poem to Uie Duke of York, the favour of His 
Royal Highness obtained for the poet the appointment of midshipman in the royal 
navy, and afterwards the more lucrative one of purser. Falconer then married 
Miss Hicks, on amiable and accomplished lady ; but the unexpected peace uf 
1 7G3, threatened to reduce him to his original poverty When his ship, however, 
WBB laid up in ordinary at Chatham, the cabin was fitted up, tlirough the favour 
of Commissioner Honway, os a residence for the unfortunate purser. After 
staying here for some time, be removed to London, where he encountered con- 
siderable difficulties, and published his Marine Dictionary, a work which wan 
Ughly prized at the time, as an excellent toxUbook on nautical matters. The 
jitc Mr. Murray, the bookseller, was at that period establishing himself In busi- 
ness, and he solicited Falconer to become his partner ; but tho lalliT, who hud 
already been appointed purser to the Aurora, East Indiamun, resolved once 
more to tempt that element, with the dangors of which he was so conversant. 
I'he Aurora set sail for India in 17G9, but after she had passed the Cape of Good 
Hope, she was never heard of, and it was supposed that she must have foundered 
at sea, and gone down with all on board. 

Besides The Shipwreck, Falconer attempted political poetry in tho form of two 
panegyrics, one on the Prince of Wolm, and the other on tho Duke of York ; 
and an unfinished production called The Demagogue, in which he endeavoured 
to cuter the lists against Churchill. But his muse had been cradled in a ship, 
and nursed amidst the elements, so that the sea hod become her home, and 
Falconer soon showed that he was unfitted for the land-service of politics. No 
one therefore cares to remember, that he over penned a stanza beyond lhat 
n hich closed the catastrophe at Cape Colonna. 




FALCONER. 

FROM THK SIlirWIiECK. 


Still the sad prospect rises on my sight, 
Reyeard in all its mournful sliade and light. 
Swift through my pulses glides the kindling tiic. 
As lightning glances on th’ electric wire. 

But ah! the force of numbers strives in vain, 

The glowing scene unequal to sustain. 

But lo ! at last, from tenfold darkness born, 
Fortli issues o’er the wave the weeping morn. 
Hail, sacred vision ! who, on orient wings. 

The cheering dawn of light propitious brings ! 

All nature smiling hail*d the vivid ray. 

That gave her beauties to returning day : 

All but our ship, that, groaning on the tide, 

N'o kind relief, no gleam of hope, descried. 

For now, in front, her trembling inmates see 
The hills of Greece emerging on the Ice. 
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So the lost lover views that fatal mom, 

On 'which, for ever from his bosom tom, 

The nymph adored resigns her blooming charms. 

To bless with love some happier rival's arms. 

So to Eliza dawn’d that cruel day. 

That tore ^neas from her arms away ; 

That saw him part^V pever to return, 

Herself in funeral flames decreed to bum. 

O yet in clouds, thou genial source of light. 

Conceal thy radiant glories from our sight ! 

Go, with thy smile adorn the happy plain, 

And gild the scenes where health and pleasure reign : 
But let not here, in scorn, thy wanton beam 
Insult the dreadful grandeur of my theme ! 

While shoreward now the bounding vessel flies, 

F ull in her van St. George’s cliffs arise : 

High o'er the rest a pointed crag is seen, 

That hung projecting o'er a mossy green. 

Nearer and nearer now the danger grows, 

And all their skill relentless fates oppose. 

For, while more eastward Uicy direct the prow. 
Enormous waves the quivering deck o’erflow. 

While, as she wheels, unable to subdue 
Her sallies, still they dread her broaching-li). 

Alarming thought ! for now no more a-lec 
Her ri^en side could bear th’ invading sea; 

And if the following surge she scuds before, 

Headlong she runs upon the dreadful shore; 

A shore where shelves and hidden rocks abound. 
Where death in secret ambush lurks around. — 

Far less dismay'd, Anchises’ wandering sou 
Was seen the straits of Sicily to shun : 

Wlien Falinurus, from the helm, descried 
The rocks of Scylla on his eastern side ; 

While in the west, with hideous yawn disclosed, 

His onward path Charybdis* gulf opposed ; 

The double danger as by turns be view’d, 

His wheeling bark her arduous track pursued. 

Thus, while to right and left destmetion lies, 

Between th' extremes the daring vessel flies. 

With boundless involution, bursting o’er 
The marble cliffs, loud-dashing surges roar. 

Hoarse through each winding creek the tempest raves. 
And hollow rocks repeat the groan of waves. 
Destmetion round th’ insatiate coast prepares. 

To crush the trembling ship, unnumber’d snares. 

But haply now she ’scapes the fatal strand, 
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Though scarce ten fathoms distant from the laud. 
Swift as the* weapon issuing from the bow. 

She cleaves the burning waters with her prow; 
And forward leaping, with tumultuous haste, 

As on the tempest’s wing, the isle she past. 

With longing eyes, and agony of mind. 

The sailors view this refuge left behind ; 

Happy to bribe, with India’s richest ore, 

A safe accession to that barren shore ! 

When in the dark Peruvian mine confined, 

Lost to the cheerful commerce of mankind, 

The groaning captive wastes his life away, 

For ever exiled from the realms of day ; 

Not equal pangs his bosom agonize. 

When far above the sacred light he eyes, 

While, all forlorn, the victim pines in vain, 

For scenes he never shall possess again. 

But now Athenian mountains they descry. 

And o’er the surge Colonna frowns on high. 
Beside the cape’s projecting verge is placed 
A range of columns, long by time defaced ; 

First planted by devotion to sustain, 

In elder times, Tritonia’s sacred fane. 

Foams the wild beach below with madd’ning rage, 
Where waves and rocks a dreadful combat wage. 
The sickly heaven, fermenting with its freight, 

8 till vomits o’er the main the feverish \veight : 

And now, while wing'd with ruin from on high, 
Through the rent cloud the ragged lightnings fiy, 
A flash, quick-glancing on the nerves of light, 
Struck the pale helmsman with eternal night ; 
Rudmond, who heard a piteous groan behind, 
Touch’d with compassion gazed upon the blind ; 
And, while around his sad companions crowd, 

He guides th’ unhappy victim to the shroud. 

Hie thee aloft, my gallant friend ! he cries ; 

Thy only succour on the mast relies ! — 

The helm, bereft of half its vital force. 

Now scarce subdued the wild unbridled course : 
Quick to th* abandon’d wheel Arion came. 

The ship’s tempestuous salltes to reclaim. 

Amazed he saw her, o’er the sounding foam 
Upborne, to right and left distracted roam. 

So gazed young Phaeton, with pale dismay, 

When mounted on the flaming car of day. 

With rash and impious hand the stripling tried 
Th’ immortal coursers of the sun to guide. — 
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The vessel, while the dread event draws nigh. 
Seems more impatient o’er the waves to fly : 

Fate spurs her on. — Thus, issuing from afar. 
Advances to the sun some blazing star ; 

And, as it feels th’ attraction’s kindling force. 
Springs onward with accelerated course. 

With mournful look the seamen eyed the strand, 
Where death’s inexorable jaws expand : 

Swift from their minds elapsed all dangers past, 

As, dumb with terror, they beheld the last. 

Now on the trembling shrouds, before, behind. 

In mute suspense they mount into tlie wind. — 

The Genius of the deep, on rapid wing. 

The black eventful moment seem’d to bring. 

The fatal Sisters, on the surge before. 

Yoked their infernal horses to the prore. — 

The steersmen now received their last command 
To wheel the vessel sidelong to tlie strand. 

Twelve sailors, on the foremast who depend. 

High on the platform of the top ascend ; 

Fatal retreat! for while the plunging prow 
Immerges headlong in the wave below, 

Down-prest by watery weight the bowsprit bends, 
And from above the stem decip crashing rends. 
Beneath her beak the floating ruins lie ; 

The foremast totters, unsustain’d on high: 

And now the ship, fore-lifted by the sea, 

Hurls the tall fabric backward o’er her lee ; 

While, in the general wreck, the faithful stay 
Drags the main-topmast from its post away. 

Flung from the mast, the seamen strive in vain 
Through hostile floods their vessel to regain. 

The waves they buffet, till, bereft of strength, 
O'erpower’d they yield to cruel fate at length. 

The hostile waters close around their head. 

They sink for ever, number’d with the dead ! 

Those wlio remain their fearful doom await. 

Nor longer mourn their lost companions’ fate. 

The heart that bleeds with sorrows all its own, 
Fcjrgets the pangs of friendship to bemoan. — 
Albert and Rodmond and Pulemoii here, 

With young Arion, on the mast aj)2>ear ; 

Kven they, amid th' unspeakable distress, 

In every look distracting thoughts confess ; 

In every vein the reffuent blood congeals. 

And every bosom fatal terror fetds. 

Fnclosed with all the demons of the iiiuiii. 



FALCONEB. 


They viewjd th’ adjacent shore, but view’d in vain. 
Such torments in the drear abodes of hell, 

Where sad despair laments with rueful yell, 

Such torments agonize the damned breast, 

While fancy views the mansions of the blest. 

For Heaven’s sweet help their suppliant cries implore 
But Heaven, relentless, deigns to help no more ! 

And now, lash’d on by destiny severe, 

With horror fraught, the dreadful scene drew near! 
The ship hangs hovering on the verge of death, 

Hell yawns, rocks rise, and breakers roar beneath!— 
In vain, alas ! the sacred shades of yore 
Would arm the mind with philosophic lore; 

In vain they’d teach us, at the latest breath, 

To smile serene amid the pangs of death : 

K'en Zeno’s self, and Epictetus old, 

This fell abyss had shudder’d to behold : 

Had Socrates, for godlike virtue famed. 

And wisest of the sons of men proclaim’d, 

Beheld this scene of frenzy and distress. 

His soul had trembled to its last recess ! — 

O yet confirm my heart, ye powers above. 

This last tremendous shock of fate to prove. 

The tottering frame of reason yet sustain ! 

Nor let this total ruin whirl my brain ! 

In vain the cords and axes were prepared, 

For now th’ audacious seas insult the yard; 

High o’er the ship they throw a horrid shade, 

And o'er her burst, in terrible cascade. 

Uplifted on the surge, to heaven she flies. 

Her shatter’d top half buried in the skies. 

Then headlong plunging thunders on the ground, 
Earth groans I air trembles? and the deeps resound! 
Her giant bulk the dread concussion feels, 

And quivering with the wound, in torment, reels. 

So reels, convulsed with agonizing throes, 

The bleeding bull beneath the murd'rer's blows. — 
Again she jdunges! hark! a second shock 
Tears her strong bottom on the nmrhle rock ! 

Down on the vale of death, with dismal cri<*s. 

The fated victims shuddering roll their eyes 
In wild desj)air ; wliile yet another stroke, 

With deep convulsion, rends the solid oak : 

Till like the mine, in whos<' infernal cell 
The lurking demons of destruction dwell, 

At length asunder lorn her friinu' divides, 

And crashing spreads in ruin o’er the tides. 
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Wab born at Klrkby-Stoven, In Wcatmoreland, In March, 1735. As hia means 
were too llmitod for a UniTenity oducation, he acquired his classical knowledge, 
in which he made a respectable proficiency, at private schools. Having taken 
orders, he was several years a curate, imtll 1767, when, having married a lady of 
some fortune, ho was appointed to tbe living of Blagdon, In Somersetshire. Tho 
works of Longhome, both in prose and verse, are numerous. His poem on the 
death of his wife, whom he had courted for many years with a romantic attach- 
ment, and who died in <dilld-blrth of a son. Is the happiest specimen of his 
poetical powers. His own death occurred, April 1, 1779. 


VERSES IN MEMORY OF A LADY. 

Let others boast the false and faithless pride, 

No nuptial charm to know, or, known, to hide, 

With vain disguise from Nature’s dictates part, 

For the poor triumph of a vacant heart; 

My verse, the God of tender vows inspires. 

Dwells on my soul, and wakens all her fires. 

Dear, silent partner of those happier hours. 

That pass’d in Hackthorn's vale.s, in Blagdon’s bowers ! 
If yet thy gentle spirit wanders here, 

Borne by its virtues to no nobler sphere ; 

If yet that pity which, of life possest, 

Fill’d thy fair eye, and lighten’d through thy breast ; 

If yet that tender thought, that generous care. 

The gloomy power of endless night may spare; 

Oh ! while my soul for thee, for thee complains, 

Catch her warm sighs, and kiss her bleeding stiains. 

Wild, wretched wish ! can prayer, with feeble breath, 
Pierce the pale ear, the statued ear of death*? 

Let patience pray, let hope aspire to prayer, 

And leave me the strong language of despair ! 

Hence, ye vain painters of ingenious woe, 

Ye Lytteltons, ye shining Petrarchs, go! 

I hate the languor of your lenient strain, 

Your flowery grief, your impotence of pain. 

Oh ! had ye known, what I have known, to prove 
The searching flame, the agonies of love ! 

Oh ! had ye known how souls to souls impart 
Their fire, or mix’d the life-drops of the heart ! 

Not like the streams that down the mountain’s side, 
Tunefully mourn, and sparkle as they glide ; 

Not like the breeze, that sighs at evening hour 
On the soft bosom of some folding flower; 
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Your Btrpnger grief, in stronger accents borne, 

Had soothed the breast with burning anguish tom. 

The voice of seas, the winds that rouse the deep, 
Far-sounding floods that tear the mountains steep ; 

Each wild and melancholy blast that raves 
liound these dim towers, and smites the beating waves — 
This soothes my soul — *Tis Nature’s mournful breatli, 
'Tis Nature struggling in the arms of death ! 

See, the last aid of her expiring state, 

Sec love, even love, has lent his darts to fate ! 

Oh ! when beneath his golden shafts I bled, 

And vainly bound liis trophies on my head ; 

Wlu'n, crown’d with flowers, he led the rosy da}^, 

Lived to my eye, and drew my soul away — 

Could fear, could fancy, at that tender hour, 

See the dim grave demand the nuptial flower? 

There, there his wreaths dejected Hymen strew'd; 

And mourn’d their bloom unfaded as he view’d. 

There each fair hope, each tenderness of life, 

Each nameless charm of soft obliging strife, 

Delight, love, fancy, pleasure, genius, fled. 

And the best passions of my soul lie dead; 

All, all is there in cold oblivion laid. 

But pale Remembrance bending o’er a shade. 

O come, ye softer sorrows, to my breast! 

Ye lenient sighs, that slumber into rest! 

Come, soothing dreams, your friendly pinions wave. 

We ’ll bear the fresh rose to yon honour'd grave; 

For once this pain, this frantic pain, forego. 

And feel at last the luxury of woe ! 

Ye holy sufferers, that in silence wait 
The last sad refuge of relieving fate ! 

That rest at eve beneath the cypress' gloom, 

And sleep familiar on your future tomb; 

With you I '11 waste the slow-departing day, 

And wear, with you, th’ uncolour'd hours away. 

Oh lead me to your cells, your lonely aisles, 

Where Resignation folds her arms, and smiles ; 

Where holy Faith unwearied vigils keeps. 

And guards the um where fair Constantia sleeps; 

There, let me there, in sweet oblivion lie. 

And calmly feel the tutor'd passions die. 
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TO A REDBREASl' 

Little bird, with bosom red. 
Welcome to my humble shed ! 
Courtly domes of high degree 
Have no room for thee and me. 

Pride and pleasure’s fickle throng 
Nothing mind an idle st)ng. 

Daily near my tabic Rtcal, 

Wliile I pick 1113' scanty meal. 

Doubt not, little though there be, 
But I’ll cast a crumb to thee; 

Well rewarded, if 1 spy 
Pleasure in thy glancing eye ; 

See thee, when thou’st ate thj^ fill, 
Plume thy breast, and wipe thy bill. 

Come, my feather'd friend, again 
Well thou know’st the broken pam 
Ask of me thy daily store : 

Go not near Avaro's door : 

Once within his iron hall, 

Woful end shall thee befall. 

Savage! — he would soon divcbt 
Of its rosy plumes thy breast ; 

Then, with solitary joy. 

Eat thee, bones and all, my boy ! 


THE GIPSEY.LIFE. 

The Gipsy-race my pity rarely move; 

Yet their strong thirst of liberty I love : 

Not Wilkes, our freedom’s holy martyr, more ; 

Nor his firm phalanx, of the common shore 

For this in Norwood’s patrimonial groves, 

The tawmy father with his offspring roves; 

When summer suns lead slow the sultry day. 

In mossy caves, where welling waters play, 

Fann’d by each gale that cools the fervid sky. 

With this in ragged luxury they lie. 

Oft at the sun the dusky Elfins strain 
The sable eye, then, snugging, sleep again; 

Oft, as the dews of cooler evening fall. 

For their prophetic mother’s mantle call. 

From The CounUy J^istice 
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Trb learned author of the History of English Poetry was bom at Rasingstoke, 
In 172H, and of a family remarkable for talent, for his father and brother were 
eminent os poets and critics, — thus composing a triumvirate such as no other 
name can boast. Thomas was educated at lYlnity College, and acquired dis- 
tinction at an early period by the superiority of his poetical productions. In 
1745, he published five pastoral eclogues. On the publication of Mason's Isis, 
which reflected severely upon the loyalty of Oxford, Warton stood forth as the 
champion of his Alma Mater^ and, in 1749, published a poetical reply, entitled. 
The Triumph of Isis, which Mason himself acknowledged to be superior to his 
own production. In 1757, he was elected to the ProfesMjrshlp of Poetry in 
Pembroke College, — an offlee which he discharged witli remiiikHble ability and 
success, and in ITH.'i, tlie laurel was eonfi*rri*d upon him, at the express desirt* 
of Ills Majesty, on the death of Whitehead. After an active literary life, in 
whicli he raised, by his History of English Poetry and his Dissortatiuus, the 
critical taste of the ago to a higher point than had over been attained, he died 
on the 21st of May, 1790. 


THE PLEASURES OF MELANCHOLY. 

Beneath yon ruin’d abbey's moss-grown piles 
Oft let me sit at fwiliglit hour of eve, 

Where, through some western window, tht* j)ale moon 
Pours her long-levell‘d lule of streaming light; 

While sullen sacred silence reigns artjund, 

Save the lone screech-owTs note, wliic li builds his bow 'r 
Amid the mould'ring caverns dark and damp, 

Or (he ealni breeze, that rustles in the leaves 
f^f flaunting ivy, that with mantle green 
Invests some wasted tower. Or led me tread 
Its neighb'ring walk of pines, where mused of old 
The cloister’d brothers : through the gloomy void 
That far extends beneath their ample arch 
As on I pace, religious horror wraps 
My soul in dread repose. But when the world 
Is clad in midnight's raven-colour'd robe, 

'Mid hollow charnel let me watch the flame 
Of taper dim, shedding a livid glare 
O’er the wan heaps ; while aiiy^ voices talk 
Along the glimmering walls ; or ghostly shape 
At distance seen, invites with beckoning hand 
My lonesome steps, through the far- winding vaults. 

Nor undelightful is the solemn noon 
Of night, when haply wakeful from my couch 
I start : lo, all is motionless around ! 

Roars not the rushing wind ; the sons of men 
And every beast in mute oblivion lie ; 

All nature's hush’d in silence and in sleep. 
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O, then, how fearful is it to reflect. 

That, through the still globe’s awful solitude. 
No being wakes but me! till stealing sleep 
My drooping temples bathes in opiate dews. 
Nor then let dreams, of wanton folly bom. 

My senses lead through flowery paths of joy ; 
But let the sacred genius of the night 
Such mystic visions send, as Spenser saw, 
'When through bewildering fancy’s magic maze. 
To the fell house of Busyrane, he led 
Th’ unshaken Britomart ; or Milton knew. 
When in abstracted thought he first conceived 
All heaven in tumult, and the seraphim 
Came towering, arm’d in adamant and gold. 


EVENING. 

Oft when thy season, sweetest queen, 
Has drest the groves in livery green ; 
When in each fair and fertile field 
Beauty begins her bower to build ; 

While evening, veil d in shadows brown, 
Puts her matron-mantle on. 

And mists in spreading steams convey 
More fresh the fumes of new-shorn hay; 
Then, goddess, guide my pilgrim feet 
Contemplation hoar to meet. 

As slow he winds in museful mood. 

Near the rush'd marge of Cherwell’s flood; 
Or o'er old Avon's magic edge, 

'Whence Shakspeare cull’d the spiky sedge. 
All playful, yet in years unripe. 

To frame a shrill and simple pipe. 

There through the dusk, but dimly seen. 
Sweet evening objects intervene : 

His wattled cotes the shepherd plants ; 
Beneath her elm the milk-maid chants ; 

The woodman, speeding home, a while 
Rests him at a shady style. 

Nor wants there fragrance to dispense 
Refreshment o’er my soothed sense ; 

Nor tangled woodbine’s balmy bloom. 

Nor grass besprent to breathe perfume ; 
Nor lurking wild-thyme’s spicy sweet 
To Lathe in dew my roving feet ; 
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Nor wants there note of Philomel, 

Nor sound of distant-tinkling bell ; 

Nor lowings faint of herds remote, 

Nor mastiff’s bark from bosom’d co ; 

Rustle the breezes lightly borne 
O’er deep embattled ears of com : 

Round ancient elm, with humming noise, 

Full loud the chaffer-swarms rejoice. 

Meantime, a thousand dyes invest 
The ruby chambers of the West, 

That all aslant the village tower 
A mild reflected radiance pour, 

While, with the level-streaming rays 
Far seen its arched windows blaze; 

And the tall grove’s green top is dight 
In russet tints, and gleams of light : 

So that Uie gay scene by degrees 
Bathes my blithe heart in ccstacies; 

And fancy to ray ravish’d sight 
Portrays her kindred visions bright- 

From an Ode on the Approach to Summer* 


JOCKEY SENATORS. 

Meantime, no more the mimic patriots rise, 

To guard Britannia’s honour, warm and wise : 

No more in senates dare assert her laws. 

Nor pour the bold debate in fireedom’s cause: 
Neglect the counsels of a sinking land, 

And know no rostrum, but Newmarket's stand. 

Is this the band of civil chiefs design’d 
On England’s weal to fix tlie pondering mind; 
Who, while their country’s rights are set to saile, 
Quit Europe’s balance for the jockey's scale ? 

O say, when least their sapient schemes are crost. 
Or when a nation, or a match, is lost? 

Who dams and sires with more exactness trace. 
Than of their country’s kings the sacred race : 
Think London journeys are the worst of ills ; 
Bubscribe to articles, instead of bills : 

Strangers to all our annalists relate. 

Theirs are the memoirs of th’ equestrian state : 
Who lost to Albion's past and present views, 
Heber, thy chronides alone peruse. 
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Go on, brave youtiis, till in some future age. 
Whips shall become the senatorial badge ; 

Till England see her thronging senators 
Meet all at Westminster, in boots and spurs; 

See the whole llotise, with inutiial frenzy mad. 

Her patriots all in leathern breeches clad : 

Of bets, not taxes, learnedly debate, 

And guide with equal reins a steed or state. 

How would a virtuous Houhnhym neigh disdain, 
To see his brethren brook th* imperious rein ; 

Bear slavery’s wanton whip, or galling goad, 

Smoke tlirough the glebe, or trace the destined road ; 
And robb'd of manhood by the murderous knife, 
Sustain each sordid toil of servile life. 

Yet oh! what rage would touch his generous mind, 
To sec his sons of more than human kind; 

A kind, with each exalted virtue blest. 

Each gentler feeling of the liberal breast, 

Aff'ord diversion to that monster base. 

That meanest spawn of man's half-monkey race, 

In whom ])ride, avarice, ignoiance, conspire. 

That hated animal — a Yahoo squire. 

Ftom Nrw»uii At t A Sahrfi 
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Wai born at Langholm, in DumfHei, on the a9th of September, 1784, and re- 
ceived his edifcatlon at the Grammar School of his native town, and afterwards 
at the High School of Edinburgh. He was early distinguished by his love of 
literature and attachment to poetry, but was obliged, contrary to his wish, to 
embark In business. In wbldi he was unsuccessful, and Involved in serious diffl- 
culties. In consequence of this, he resumed his pen, and published a poem On 
Providence, in 1762. He afterwards repaired to London, In the hope of finding 
subsistence by his pen ; but he was doomed to linger in poverty and disappoint- 
ment until 1765, when he was appointed corrector of the Clarendon Press, at 
Oxford. He now continued to write occasional pieces, until his greatest work, 
the translation of the Luslad of Camoens, appeared in 1775. Four years after, 
he was appointed Secretary to the Romney man-of-war, a lucrative situation, 
that enabled him to discharge all his debts, as well as to be independent of 
further difAcultles. He died on the 28th of October, 178B. The fame vf Mickle 
as a poet rests not so much on his original productions, as his version of the 
Lusiad, one of the finest translations in the English language. 


SACRED TO THE HEIRS OF RADNOR CASTLE. 


O thou whose hopes these fair domains inspire, 

The awful lesson here bestow'd attend; 

With pensive eve here let thy steps retire, 

What time rapt fancy’s shadowy forms descend. 

Hark ! from yon hall as headlong waste purveys, 
What Bacchanalian revels loud resound. 

With festive fires the midnight windows blaze, 

And fever’d tumult reels his giddy round. 

’Tis past, — the mansion owns another lord, 

The ousted heir so riotous erewhile, 

Now sits a suppliant at his wonted board. 

Insulted by the base-born menial’s smile. 

By the base menials taunted from the door, 

With anguish’d heart resistless of his woe. 
Forlorn he strays those lawns, his own no more, 
Unknowing where, on trembling knees and slow: 

Till here, beneath an aged elm's bleak shade, 
Fainting he sinks— Ah! lei. thy mind descry, 
t^n the cold turf how low his humbled head, 

On yon fair dome how fix’d his ghastly eye 1 
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By bis mad revels, by bis last heart eigh, 

O thou of these proud towers the promised heii. 

By every manly virtue's holy tie. 

By honour's fairest bloom, O fortune’s child, bewai’e ! 


STANZAS. 

AUURB«>fteO TO A YODfKI I.AOir MTUOIOCit OK IKMANV. 

Say, gentle lady of the bower. 

For thou, though young, art wise. 

And known to thee is every flower 
Beneath our milder skies : 

Say, which the plant of modest dye, 

And lovely mien combined, 

That fittest to the pensive eye 
Displays the virtuous mind. 

I sought the groves where Innocence 
Mcthought might long reside ; 

But April's blossoms banish'd thence. 
Gave summer. Flora’s pride. 

I sought the garden’s boasted haunt. 

But on the gay parterre 

Carnations glow, and tulips flaunt — 

No humble floweret there. 

The flower you seek, the nymph replies. 
Has bow’d the languid head; 

For on its bloom the blazing skies 
Their sultry rage have shed. 

'Tis now the downward withering day 
Of winter's dull presage, 

That seeks not where the dog-star's ray 
Has shed his fiercest rage. 

Yet search yon shade, obscure, forlorn, 
Where rude the bramble grows; 

There, shaded by the humble thorn. 

The lingering primrose blows. 
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DOWNFALL OF THE PORTUOUPBE EMPIRE IN INDIA. 

Broad was the firm-based structure and sublime. 
That Gama fondly rear'd on India's clime : 

On justice and benevolence he placed 
Its ponderous weight, and warlike trophies graced 
Its mounting turrets; and o'er Asia wide 
Great Albuquerk renown'd its generous pride. 

Others, without his valour or his art, 

With all his interested rage of heart, 

Follow'd, as blighting mists on Gama's toil. 

And undermined and rent the mighty pile; 
Convulsions dread its deep foundations tore, 

Its bending head the scath of lightning bore: 

Its falling turrets desolation spread; 

And from its faithless shade in horror fled 
The native tribes — yet not at once subdued; 

Its pristine strength long storms on storms withstood; 
A Nunio’s justice, and a Castro’s sword, 

Oft raised its turrets, and its dread restored. 

Yet, like the sunshine of a winter day 
On Norway's coast, soon died the transient ray. 

A tyrant race who own’d no country came, 

Deep to entrench themselves, their only aim ; 

With lust of rapine fever’d and athirst, 

With the unhallow'd rage of game accurst ; 

Against each spring of action, on the breast 
For wisest ends by Nature's hand imprest, 

Stern war they waged ; and blindly ween’d alone 
On brutal dread to fix their cruel thione. 

The wise and good, with indignation fired, 

Silent from their unhallow'd board retired ; 

The base and cunning stay’d, and slaves avow’d 
Submiss to every insult smiling bow’d. 

Yet while they smiled, and bow’d the abject head. 

In chains unfelt their tyrant lords they led; 

Their avarice, watching as a bird of prey. 

O'er every weakness, o’er each vice, held sway ; 

Till secret art assumed the thwarting face, 

And dictate bold ; and ruin and disgrace 
Closed th’ unworthy scene. Now trampled low 
Beneath the injured native, and the foe 
From Belgia lured by India's costly prey, 

Thy glorious structure, Gama, prostrate lay, 

And lies in desolated awful gloom, 

Dread and instructive as a ruin’d tomb. 

z 2 


From A/moda Ihii. 
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Wak born at Soutro, in the county of Mid Ix>t}iiaii, North Britain, in 174R,and 
after being educated for the church, at the College of Kdinburgh, lie wa« ap- 
pointed minister of South Leith, whore he was diMfinguished an an eloquent 
divine of the first order. In 1781, appeared u collection of his Poems, utul in 
17 n:h his Runnymedc, which obtained for their author a diHtlnguished poetical 
celebrity. In consequence, however, of having fallen into a baneful habit, 
incompatible with his sacred profession, hK people obliged him to reaign his 
eliurch, upon which he repaired to lA>ndon in 178ri, and borame a literary and 
periodical writer till his death, which took place on the Oth of December, 1788. 
The poems of Logan, without exhibiting any high flights of fancy, are dis. 
tinguiihed by a tenderness of feeling and sweetness of versifleation, that have 
always made tliem popular, especially in Scotland, where several of them rxisl 
among the hymns of the national church. 


DESCRIPTION OF SPRINO 

No longer hoary winter reigns, 

No longer binds the streams in chains, 

Or heaps with snow the meads ; 
Array'd with robe of rainbow dye, 

At last the Spring appears on bigli, 

And, smiling over earth and sky, 

Her new creation leads. 

The snows confess a warmer ray, 

The loosen'd streamlet loves to stray, 
And echo down the dale ; 

The hills uplift their summits green. 

The vales more verdant spread between. 
The cuckoo in the wood unseen 
Coos ceaseless to the gale. 

The rainbow arching woos the eye 
With all the colours of the sky, 

With all the pride of Spring ; 

Now H eaven descends in sunny showers, 
Tlic sudden fields put on the flowers, 

The gieen leases wave upon the bowers, 
And birds begin to sing. 

The cattle wander in the wood, 

And find the w'onted verdant food, 

Beside the well-known rills ; 

Blithe in the sun the shepherd swain 
Like Pan attunes the pastoral strain. 
While many echoes send again 
The music of the hills. 
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At eve, the primrose path alonj^, 

The milkmaid shortens with a song 
Her solitary way ; 

She sees the fairies, with their queen, 
Trip hand-in-hand the circled green. 
And hears them raise at times, unseen, 
The ear-enchanting lay. 

Maria, come! ^ow let us rove, 

Now gather garlands in the grove. 

Of everj' new-sprung flower : 

We’ll hear the warblings of the wood, 
We'll trace the windings of the flood; 
O come, thou fairer than the bud 
Unfolding in a shower! 


Wlierc high the heavenly temple stands. 
The house of God not made with hands, 
A great high priest our nature wears. 
The patron of mankind appears. 

He who for men in mercy stood. 

And pour’d on earth his precious blood, 
Pursues in Heaven his plan of grace. 
The guardian God of human race. 

Though now ascended up on high, 

He bends on earth a brother's eye ; 
Partaker of the human name. 

He knows the frailty of our frame. 

Our fellow-sufferer yet retains 
A fellow-feeling of our pains ; 

And still remembers in the skies 
His tears, and agonies, and cries. 

In every pang that rends the heart. 

The Man of Sorrows had a part ; 

He sympathises in our grief. 

And to the suflTerer sends relief. 

With boldness, therefore, at the throne 
Let us make all our sorrows known. 

And ask the aids of heavenly power, 

To help us in the evil hour. 
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ODE TO THE CUCKOO 

Hail, beauteous stranger of the grove. 

Thou messenger of Spring ! 

Now Heaven repairs thy rural seat, 

And woods thy welcome sing. 

What time the daisy decks the greeu. 

Thy certain voice we hear; 

Hast thou a star to guide thy path. 

Or mark the rolling year? 

Delightful visitant! with thee 
1 hail the time of flowers. 

And hear the sound of music sweet 
From birds among the bowers. 

The schoolboy, wandering through the wood, 
To pull the primrose gay. 

Starts, the new voice of Spring to hear, 

And imitates thy lay. 

What time the pea puts on the bloom 
Thou fliest thy vocal vale, 

All annual guest in other lands, 

Another Spring to hail. 

Sweet bird i thy bower is ever green, 

Thy sky is ever clear ; 

Thou hast no sorrow in thy song, 

No winter in thy year. 

O e<nild 1 fly, I'd fly with thee! 

We'd make, with joyful wing. 

Our annual visit o*cr the globe, 

Companions of the Spring. 


SOKO THE BKAES OF YAUaoW 

“ Thy braes were bonny, Yarrow stream! 

When first on them I met my lover; 
Thy braes how drcai*y, Yarrow stream, 
\Vheii now thy waves his body cover! 
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F QT ever now, O Y arrow stream ! 

Thou art to me a stream of sorrow ; 

For never on thy banks shall I 

Behold my love, the flower of Yarrow. 

** He promised me a milk-white steed. 

To bear me to his fathei*s bowers; 

He promised me a little page. 

To ’squire me to his father’s towers ; 

He promised me a wedding-ring, — 

The wedding-day was fix’d to-morrow ; — 

Now he is wedded to his grave, 

Alas, his watery grave in Yarrow ! 

“Sweet were his words, when last we met; 
My passion I as freely told him: 

Clasp’d in his arms, I little thought 

That I should never more behold him! 

Scarce was he gone, I saw his ghost ; 

It vanish’d with a shriek of sorrow ; 

Thrice did the water-wraith ascend. 

And gave a doleful groan through Yarrow. 

“ His mother from the window look’d, 

With all the longing of a mother; 

His little sister weeping walk’d 

The greenwood path to meet her brother : 

They sought him east, they sought him west. 
They sought him all the forest thorough; 

They only saw the eloud of night. 

They only heard the roar of Yarrow. 

“ No longer from thy window look. 

Thou hast no son, thou tender mother! 

No longer walk, thou lovely maid, 

Alas, thou hast no more a brother ! 

No longer seek him east or west, 

And search no more the forest thorough ; 

For, wandering in the night so dark, 

He fell a lifeless corse in Yarrow. 

“ The tear shall never leave my check. 

No other youth shall be my marrow; 

I’ll seek thy body in the stream. 

And then with thee I’ll sleep in Yarrow.” 

The tear did never leave hcT cheek. 

No other youth became her marrow ; 

She found his body in the stream, 

And now with him she sleeps in Yarrow. 
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THOM>8 CllATTEATON, 


THB*'Boyof Bristol," ai he has been often called. In allusion to his early 
genius and career, was bom in that tonn, November 30th, 17&2, At the age of 
five he was sent to school, but after continuing there for a short time he was sent 
back to his mother, as an tuipromiaing child, of whose proflclency there was no 
hope. The mother, however, assumed to herself the task of opening the facuU 
ties of her boy, and with such success, that he soon learned to read. In his 
eighth year he was admitted into Culston*s ^harlty School, where he spent 
several years, and showed an early predilectia * for poetry, by the composition 
of several pieces. Having devoted himself to the study of black letter, and 
tried his powers in imitating the most ancient of the English poets, the amoke^ 
dried and blackened parchment, upon which the verses were written, made the 
poem be received with delight, as a bona fide ancient production — upon winch 
ne residved to raise the public interest by a scries of similar deceptions ; and, 
accordingly, he produced, at several instalments, the manuscript works of 
Rowley, a pnest of the fifteenth century, which he pretended had been found 
in an old chest among the archives of Bristol Cathedral. The 1-terary world 
hailed the discovery with delight, as the deception was heightened by the youth 
and boyish appearance of Cliatterton ; but after the excitement had subsided, 
the lynx-eyed inspection of critics and antiquarians detected and exposed the 
imposture. Thus Ins hopes of rising in the literary world were blasted, and 
the result of his shame and disappointment, added to all the miseries of poverty, 
was suicide, which he committed on the ‘24th of August, 1770, when only 
seventeen years old. 


THE ADVICE 

▲OORKSSEn TO MISS M — R_, OP BRISTOL. 

Revolving in their destined sphere, 
The hours begin another year 
As rajiidly to fly ; 

Ah! think, Maria (e'er in grey 
Those auburn tresses fade away). 

So youth and beauty die. 

Though now the captivated throng 
Adore with flattery and song, 

And all before you bow ; 
Whilst unattentive to the strain, 

You hear the humble Muse complain, 
Or wreath your frowning brow. 

Though poor Pitholeon's feeble line, 

In opposition to the Nine, 

Still violates your name ; 
Though tales of passion meanly told. 
As dull as Cumberland, as cold, 

Strive to confess a flame: 
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Yet when that bloom and dancing fire, 

In Bilver'd reverence shall ex])ire, 

Aged, wrinkled, and defaced ; 

To keep one lover’s flame alive, 

Requires the genius of a Clive, 

With Walpole’s mental taste. 

Though rapture wantons in your air, 
Though beyond simile you’re fair; 

Free, affable, serene: 

Yet still one attribute divine 
Should in your composition sliiiie — 
Sincerity, I mean. 

Though numerous swains before you fall, 
*Ti8 empty admiration all, 

’Tis all that you require : 

How momentary are their chains ! 

Like you, how insincere the strains 
Of those, who but admire ! 

Accept, for once, advice from me. 

And let the eye of censure see 
Maria can be true: 

No more from fools or empty beaux, 
Heavens repi esentatives disclose. 

Or butterflies pursue. 

Fly to your worthiest lover’s iums. 

To him resign your swelling charms, 

And meet his generous breast: 

Or if Pitholeon suits your taste. 

His Muse, with tatter’d fragments graced, 
Shall read your cares to rest. 


FROM THE BAITLE OF HASTINGS 

O Chryste, it is a grief for me to telle. 

How manie a noble erle and valrous knyghte 
In fyghtynge for Kyngo Harrold noblie fell, 

A1 sleynge in Hastyngs feeld in bloudie fyghte. 

O sea-o’er teeming Dover ! han thy floude, 

Han anie fructuous eiitendenient, 

Thou wouldst have rose and sank wyth tydes ofbloudc. 
Before Duke Wyllyam's knyghts han hither went; 
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Whose cowart airows nmnie erles sleyne. 

And brued tlie feeld wythe bloude as season raync. 

And of his knyghtes did eke full manie die, 

All passyng hie, of mickle myghte echone, 

Whose poygnante arrowes, typp’d with destynie, 
Caused many wydowes to’ make myckle mone. 
Lordynges, avaunt, that chycken-harted arc. 

From oute of hearyng^ quicklie now dcparte; 

Full well I wote, to synge of hloudic warre 
Will grceve your tendcrlie and mayden harte. 

Go do the weaklie womman inn man's geare. 

And scond your mansion if grymm war come there. 

Soonc as the crlie maten belle was tolde. 

And sonne was come to byd us all good daie, 

Botli armies on the feeld, both brave and bolde, 
Prepared for fyghte in champyon arraie. 

As when two bulles, destynde for Hocktide fyghte 
Are yoked bie the necke within a sparre, 

Theie rend the orthc, and tra\ oilers affryghte, 
Lackynge to gage the sportive bloudie warre; 

Soe lacked Ilarroldcs menne to come to blowos, 
The Kormans lacked for to w ielde their bowes. 

Kynge Harrolde turnyngc to his leegernon spake: 

My merriemen, be not caste dowiie in mynde ; 

Your onlie lode for ay to mar or make, 

Befoie yon sunne has dondo his welke you’ll fynde 
Your lovyng wife, who erst dyd rid the londe 
Of Lurdancs, and the treasure that you han, 

W’yll falle into the Norraanne robber’s honde, 

Unlesse wyth honde and harte you plaie the manne. 
Cheer up your hartes, chase sorrow farre aw'aie, 
Godde and Scyncte Cuthbert be the wordc to daie. 

And tfienne Duke Wyllyam to his knightes did saie: 
My merrie menne, be bravelie everiche; 

Gif I do gayn thfi honore of tlie daie, 

Kch one of you I will make myckle riche. 

Beer you in mynde, we for a kyngdomm fyghte ; 
Bordshippes and honores echone shall possesses; 

Be this the worde to daie, God and my ryghte; 

No double but God wylle our true cause blesse. 

The clarions then sounded sharpe and shrille; 
Deathdoeyngc blades were out intent to kille. 
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The mournful historj of Uila highlj-^flcd Scottish poet exhibitn id the 
■troDKeMt light the worst results of improrldent and unpatronized genius. He 
was bom at Edinburgh, on the 5th of September, 1750. After having been 
educated at the grammar schools of Edinburgh and Dundee, he obtained a 
busary at the University of SL Andrew's, with the view of studying for the 
church. But his mercurial spirit became impatient of the restraint which the 
preparation for such an office demanded, and before he had entered upon the 
study of theology, he forsook the College, although he had neither prospects nor 
resources. At length he was employed In the Sheriff-Clerk's office as a copyist ; 
but the study of poetry, and. It Is melancholy to add, the attraetions of disslpa. 
tion, unfitted him for rising above his humble occupation. His excesses grew 
upon him, uutll he felt as if deliverance from their thraldom were Impossible; 
while his religious principles, which had been checked, not destroyed, resumed 
their power to warn, denounce, and terrify, when they could no longer reclaim. 
His reason, shattered by disease, melancholy, and horror, was destroyed in the 
conflit-t, BO that it was necessary to confine him in a madhouse, where he died 
on the IGUi of October, 1774. Fergusson would have divided the palm of 
Scottish poetry with Ilamsay, had not a greater than either succeeded, with 
whom all rivalry was hopeless. 


LEITH RACES. 

Ill July month, ae bonny morn, 

Whan Nature’s rokely green 

Was spread o’er ilka rig o* corn 
To charm our roving cen ; 

Glouririg about 1 saw a quean. 

The fairest 'neath the lift ; 

Her eeii were o’ the siller sheen, 

Her skin like snawy drift 

Sae white that day. 

Quoth she, “ I ferlie unco sair, 

That ye sud musan’ gae. 

Ye wha hae sung o* Hallow-fair, 

Her winter pranks and play ; 

Whan on I^eith-sands the racers rare, 

Wi’ jockey louns are met. 

Their orra pennies there to ware. 

And drown themsel’s in debt 

Fu’ deep that day.” 

An’ wha are ye, my winsome dear. 

That taks the gate sne eaily? 

Whare do ye win, gin ane may spier; 

For I right nicikle ferl^, 
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That sic braw buskit laughing lass 
Thir buniiic blinks should gie, 

An’ loup like Ilebe o’er the grass, 

As wanton and as free 

Frae dule this day? 

“ I dwall among the caller springs 
That weet the Land o’ Cakes, 

And aften tune my canty strings 
At bridals and lyke- wakes. 

They ca’ me Mirth; I ne’er was ken’d 
To grumble or look sour. 

But blythe wad be a lift to lend. 

Gin ye wad sey my power 

An’ pith this day.” 

A bargain be’t, and, by my fegs. 

Gif ye will be iny mate, 

Wi’ you I’ll screw the cherry pegs ; 

Ye shaiina find me blate ; 

We'll reel and ramble through the sands, 

An’ jeer wi’ a’ we meet ; 

Nor hip the daft an’ gleesome bands 
That fill Edina's street 

Sae thrang this day. 

Ere servant maids had wont to rise 
To seethe the breakfast kettle, 

Ilk dame her brawest ribbons tries, 

To put her on her mettle, 

Wi’ wiles some silly chiel to trap 
(An’ trotli he ’s fain to get her) ; 

But she '11 craw kniefly in his crap, 

Whan, wow ! he canna flit her 

Frae hame that day. 

Now mony a sca’d and bare-breek’d loun 
Rise early to their wark, 

Eneugh to fley a muckle town 
Wi’ dinsome squeel an’ bark: 

“ Here is the true an’ faithfu' list 
O noblemen an’ horses ; 

Their eild, their weight, their height, their grist, 
That rin for plates or purses 

Fu’ fleet this day.” 
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To whisky plooks that brunt for ouks. 

On town-guard soldiers* faces, 

Their barber bauld his whittle crooks 
An' scrapes tliem for the races: 

Their stumps erst used to philibegs, 

Are dight in spatterdashes, 

Whase barken’d hides scarce fend their legs 
Frae weet an* weary plashes 

O' dirt that day. 

Come, hafe a care,” the captain cries, 

“ On guns your bagnets thraw; 

Now mind your manual exercise, 

And march down raw by raw.” 

And as they march, he 'll glowr about. 

Tent a' their cuts and scars ; 

'Mang them full mony a gausy snout 
Has gusht in birth-day wars, 

Wi* blude that day. 

Her nainsel maun be carefu* now, 

Nor maun she be misleard, 

Sin baxter lads hae seal'd a vow 
To skelp an' clout the guard ; 

I’m sure Auld Reekie kens o’ nane 
That would he sorry at it, 

Tho* they should dearly pay the kane, 

An' get their tails weel sautit 

An’ sail’ thir days. 


The tinkler billies i’ the Bow 
Are now less cident clinking; 

As lang’s their pith or siller dow. 

They ’re dafHiig and they *re drinking. 
Bedowii Leith-walk what bourocks reel 
O' ilka trade and station. 

That gar their wives an’ childer feel 
Toom wames for their libation 

O* drink thir days. 


The Buchan bodies through the beecli 
Their bunch o’ Findrums cry, 

An’ skirl out bauld in Norland speech, 
“ Quid spcldings ! fa’ will buy ?” 



FERCraSON. 


13f) 


An’, by my aaul, they 're nae wrang gear 
To gust a stirra's mow ; 

Weel ataw*d wi’ them he’ll never spier 
The price o* being fou 

Wi' drink that day. 

Now wily wights at rowly powl, 

An* Hingin' o* the dice, 

Here break the banes o’ mony a soul, 

Wi’ fa’s upo’ the ice : 

At first the gate seems fair an* straught, 
Sae they haud fairly till her; 

But wow! in spite o’ a’ their maught, 
They ’re rookit o* their siller 

An’ gowd that day. 


To town-guard drum, of clangour clear, 
Baitli men and steeds are ranglt ; 

Some liveries red or yellow wear, 

And some are tartan spraingit ; 

And now the red, the blue e’en now, 

Bids fairest for the market ; 

But, ere the sport be done, I trow 
Their skins are gayly yarkit 

And peel’d thir days 

Siclike in Pantheon debates, 

Whan twa chiels hae a pingle ; 

E’en now some coulie gets his aits. 

An’ dirt wi’ words they mingle ; 

Till up loups he wi* diction fu’. 

There ’s lang and dreich contesting; 

For now they ’re near the point in view. 
Now ten miles frae the question 

In hand that night. 

The races o’er, they hale the dools 
Wi* drink o’ a' kin-kind; 

Great feck gae hirpling hame like fools. 
The cripple lead the blind. 

May ne’er the canker o' the drink 
E’er mak our spirits thrawart, 

'Case we git where witha’ to wink 
Wi’ een as blue ’s a blawart 

Wi’ straiks thir days 
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FROM CA1.LER WATER. 

My muse will no gae far frae hamc. 

Or scour a* airls to hound for fame ; 

In troth the jillet ye might blame 

For thinking on*t, 

When eithly she can find the theme 
Of a^ua fonU 

This is the name that doctors use 
Their patients’ noddles to confuse ; 

Wi simples clad in terms abstruse 
They labour still. 

In kittle words to gar ye roose 

Their want o’ skill. 

But we ’ll hae nae sic clitter-clattcr, 

And briefly to expound the matter. 

It shall be ca*d guid Caller Water, 

Than whilk I trow, 

Few drugs in doctors' shops are better 
For me or you. 

Tho' joints be stiff as ony rung. 

Your pith wi’ pain be sairly dung. 

Be you in Caller W'atcr Hung 

Out o'er the lugs, 

’T will mak ye supple, swack, and young, 
Withoutcii drugs. 

Though colic or the heart -scad teaze us, 

Or any inward dwam should seize us, 

It masters a* sic fell diseases. 

That would ye spulzie. 
And brings them to a caniiie crisis 
Wi’ little tulzie. 

Wer’t na for it the bonnie lasses 
Would glow’r nae mair in keeking glasses, 
And soon tine dint o’ a’ the graces 
That aft conveen 
In glecfu’ looks and bonnie faces. 

To catch our een. 

The fairest then might die a maid, 

And Cupid quit his shooting trade. 

For wha through clarty masquerade 
Could then discover. 
Whether the features under shade 

Were worth a lover? 
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This amiable and popular poet waa the second son of Spenser Cowper, a 
younger brother of Lord^Chancellor Cowper, and was bom at Berkhamstead, 
on the 26th of November, 17S1. From Infancy ho had a delicate and extremely 
susceptible constitution, — a misfortune that was aggravated by the loss of an 
affectionate mother, who died when he was only six years old. I'ho intcn'>e 
love with which he cherished her memory during the rest of his life, may he 
surmised from that affecting poem which he wrote on contemplating her pic ■ 
ture. His early education was interrupted by a complaint in his eyes, to which 
he was more or less suliject during the rest of his life. At Westminster School, 
where he continued till the age of eighteen, his natural melancholy and timidity 
seem to have been conflrmed by that despotic tyranny of the elder over the 
younger boys which constitutes the shame and disgrace of our English semi- 
naries. After leaving school, he spent three yean In an attorney’s office, and 
then entered the Temple j but the study of poetry, and the acquaintanceship 
of Churchill, Thornton, Lloyd, Colman, and other eminent wits of the day, had 
more attractions for Idm than Coke upon Lyttleton. He entered public life, 
therefore, unfitted for its business } and in his thirty.fourth year, on being 
nominated to the ofilces of Reading Clerk and Clerk of the Private Committees 
of the House of Lords, he was so overwhelmed with the idea of reading in 
public, that he resigned the appointment. His friends then procured for him 
the office of Clerk of the Journals to the House of Lords, In the idea that his 
personal appearance In the Houae would not be required : but a parliamentary 
dispute on one occasion making his presence necessary, he preparetl with sucii 
intense application for the eflbrt, that he was prostrated by the struggle, so that 
when the time arrived he was unfit to attend. It was now obvioii « to every one 
that he must retire into private life, and even into partial niedicHl confine, 
ment, In consequence of the shock which his ri'iuiou had suBtaincd, and he v ns 
accordingly placed for several months under the care of Dr (’ottuti. at ht 
Alban’s. 

It Is pleasing to think that, on the recovery of this amiable and gentle being, 
he was so fortunate os to find those friends who could best succeed in soothing 
his melancholy and directing his genius These wire — the family of the 
Unwins, the Rev. Mr. Newton of Olney, the philanthropic Thoniion, and, 
subsequently. Lady Austen, widow of Sir Robert Austen, a lady of refined taste 
and great accomplishments. In this delightful circle, within wdneh he was 
domesticated, Cowper cxuoyod as much bappmess as so strange a peculiarity of 
temperament would permit. 

The life of Cowper as a poet is soon told. Although he had written occa- 
sional pieces anonymously in the Connoisseur, his public appearance us an 
author, did not commence until he had reached the age of fifty. In I7H2, at 
tho urgent request of Mr. Unwin, he published a volume of poems, containing 
Table Talk, Ac. ; but they were of too sturdy a character to be suddenly uppre- 
riated, so that the progress of the work to celebrity was very slow. His prin- 
cipal poem. The Task, was composed at tho suggestion of Lady A listen, and 
published in 1784 j after this he commenced his Tirocinium, which, with several 
minor pieces, he published in the following year. Ills poetical reputation was 
now established. Having been for some years employed in a Translation of 
Homer into blank verse, he published it in 1791. Fortunately for himself and 
the world, he had been persuaded that intellectual activity was necesHury for 
his health, both of body and mind, and on this account ho persevered for so 
many years in authorship, and produced so many poems of such high and varied 
oxccllencc. AVo may mention, as a curious literary fact, that John Gilpin, the 
most humorous poem in the English language, was composed by this the most 
melancholy of our poets ; and such was his cotiHcientiouBncBS, that after he had 
written it, he feared he had committed a grievous sin. The malady which 
had been so long retarded was to prevail at lost ; and after an illness in which 
physical decay was accelerated and embittered by mental gloom and aberra- 
tion, he died on the 25th of April, 1800. 




( t)WPEU. 


'inr. soi.i:mn hixcomu 

A graver coxcomb we may sometimes st'e, 

Quite as absurd, though not so light, as he; 

A shallow brain behind a serious mask, 

An oracle within ajj riiijity < aKk, 

The solemn fop ; significant and budge ; 

A fool with judges, amongst fools a judge ; 

He says but little, and that little said 
Owes all its weight, like loaded dice, to lead. 

His wit invites you by his looks to come, 

But when you knock, it never is at Imme. 

’Tis like a parcel sent you by the stage. 

Some handsome present, as your hopes presage; 

’Tis heavy, bulky, and bids fair to prove 
An absent friend’s fidelity and love : 

But when unpack’d, your disappointment gi*onns 
To find it stufl’’d with brickbats, earth, and stone 

ittn Cunversatton 
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FROM VERSES ON THE RECEIPT OF HIS MOTHER’S PICTURE. 

My mother! when I leam*d that thou wast dead, 
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed? 
Hover'd thy spirit o’er thy sorrowing son. 

Wretch even then, life's journey just begun? 

Perhaps thou gav’st me, though unfelt, a kiss : 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss— 

Ah, that maternal smile! It answers — Yes. 

I heard the bell toll'd on thy burial day, 

I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away, 

And,< turning from my nursery window, drew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu ! 

But was it such?— It was.— Where tliou art gone. 
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown. 

May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore, 

The parting w’ord shall pass my lips no more ! 

Thy maidens, grieved themselves at my concern, 

Oft gave me promise of thy quick return. 

What ardently I wish'd I long believed, 

And, disappointed still, was still deceived. 

By expectation evei*y day beguiled. 

Dupe of to-morrow even from a child 
Thus many a sad lo-moriow came and nciit. 

Till, all iny stock of infant sorrow spent, 

1 iearii'd at last submission to my lot : 

But, though I less deplored thee, ne'er forgot. 

Where once we dwelt our name is heard no more 
Children not thine have trod my nursery Hoor; 

And where the gardener, Robin, day by day. 

Drew me to school along the public way. 

Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapp'd 
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet cap, 

Tis now become a history little known. 

That once we call’d the pastoral house our own. 
Short-lived possession ! but the record fair. 

That memory keeps of all thy kindness there. 

Still outlives many a storm, that has effaced 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced. 

Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, 

Tliat thou might’s! know me safe and warndy laid ; 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home, 

The biscuit, or confectionary plum; 

The fragrant waters on my cheeks bestow’d 
By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glow’d ; 
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All this, and, more endearing Btill than all. 

Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall. 
Ne'er roughen’d by those cataracts and breaks, 
That humour interposed too often makes; 

All this still legible in memory’s page. 

And still to be so to my latest age. 

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
Such honours to thee as my numbers may ; 
Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere. 

Not scorned in heaven, though little noticed here. 


ON CORPORATIONS. 

Man in society is like a flower 
Blown in its native bed; ’tis there alone 
His faculties, expanded in full bloom. 

Shine out; there only reach their proper use. 

But man associated and leagued with man 
By regal warrant, or self-join’d by bond 
For interest-sake, or swarming into clans 
Beneath one head, for purposes of war, 

Like flowers selected from the rest, and bound 
And bundled close to fill some crowded vase, 

Fades rapidly, and, by compression marr’d. 
Contracts defilemoiit not to be endured. 

Hence charter'd boroughs are such public plagues; 
And burghers, men immaculate perhaps 
In all their private functions, once combined. 
Become a loathsome body, only fit 
For dissolution, hurtful to the main. 

Hence merchants, unimpeachable of sin 
Against the charities of domestic life, 

Incorporated, seem at once to lose 
Their nature; and, disclaiming all regard 
For mercy and tlie common rights of man. 

Build factories with blood, conducting trade 
At the sword’s point, and dyeing the white robe 
Of innocent commercial Justice red. 

Hence too the field of glory, as the world 
Misdeems it, dazzled by its bright array, 

With all its majesty of thundering pomp, 
Enchanting music, and immortal wreaths. 

Is but a school, where thoughtlessness is taught 
On principle, where foppery atones 
For folly, gallantry for every vice. 

2 A 


Frotn Thf Task. 
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THE MISERIES OF KINGS. 

I pity kings, whom Worship waits upon 
Obsequious firom the cradle to the throne; 

Before whose infant eyes the flatterer bows. 

And binds a wreath about their baby brows; 
Whom education stiflens into state. 

And death awakens from that dream too late. 

Oh ! if Servility, with supple knees, 

Whose trade it is to smile, to croucli, to please; 

If smooth Dissimulation, skilled to grace 
A devirs purpose with an angel’s face; 

If smiling peeresses, and simpering peers. 
Encompassing his throne a few shoit years; 

If the gilt carriage and the pamper'd steed, 

That wants no driving and disdains the lead; 

If guards, mechanically form’d in ranks. 

Playing, at beat of drum, their martial pranks. 
Shouldering and standing as if struck to stone. 
While condescending majesty looks on^ — 

If monarchy consist in such base tlungs. 

Sighing, I say again, I pity kings ! 

To be suspected, th\^arted, and withstood. 

E’en when he labours for his country’s good; 

To sec a band, call’d patriot, for no cause 
But that they catch at popular apj)lausc, 

Careless of ail th’ anxiety he feels. 

Hook disajipointincnt on the public wheels ; 

With all their flippant fluency of tongiu‘. 

Most confident, when palpably most wrong; — 

If this be kingly, then farewell for me 
All kingship ; and may I be poor and free ! 

To be the Table Talk of clubs up-stairs, 

To which th* un wash’d artificer repairs. 

To indulge his genius after long fatigue. 

By diving into cabinet intrigue 

(For what kings deem a toil, as well they may, 

Tc 3 him is relaxation and mere play) ; 

To win no praise when well-wrought plans prevail. 
But to be rudely censured when they fail; 

To doubt the love his favourites may jiretend. 

And in reality to find no friend; 

If he indulge a cultivated taste. 

His galleries with the works of art well graced. 

To hear it call’d extravagance and waste; 



COWrKR- 


443 


If these attendants, and if such as these. 

Must follow royalty, then welcome ease; 

However humble and confined the sphere, 

Happy the state that has not these to fear. 

From Table TtUk. 


THE SAN'CTIMONIOUS OLD PRUDE. 

Yon ancient prude, whose wither’d features show 
She might be young some forty years ago. 

Her elbows pinion’d close upon her hips. 

Her head erect, her fan upon her Ups, 

Her eye-brows arch'd, her eyes both gone astray 
To watch yon amorous couple in their play, 

^Vith bony and unkorchief'd neck defies 
The rude inclemency of wintry skies, 

And sails with lappet-head, and mincing airs 
Duly at clink of bell to morning prayers. 

To thrift and pjirsiniony much inclined, 

She yet allows herself that boy behind; 

The shivering urchin, bonding as ho goes, 

With sli]>shod heels and dewdrop at his nose; 

His pred(*c(*ssor’s coat ad\anccd to wear, 

Whi(;h future i)ages >ct are doom'd to share, 

Carries licr Bible tuck’d beneath his arm, 

And hides his hands to keep his fingers warm. 

She, half an angel in her own aeeount, 

Doubts not hereafter with the saints to mount ; 
Though not a grace appears on strictest scai’ch. 

But that she fasts, and, goes to church. 

Conscious of age, she recollects her youth. 

And tells, not always with an eye to truth, 

Who upanii'd her waist, and who, where’er he came, 
Scrawl'd upon glass Miss Bridget's lovely name ; 
Who stole her slipper, fill'd it w’ith tokay. 

And drank the little bumper cvc*ry day. 

Of temper as envenom'd as an asp, 

C’ensorious, and her every word a w^asp; 

In faithful memory she records the crimes. 

Or real, or fictitious, of tlie times; 

Laughs at the reputations she has torn. 

And holds them dangling at arm’s length in scorn. 

I'kom Tmlh. 


2 a2 
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A THEOLOGICAL SOIRE^ 

Adieu, Vinoea cries, ere yet he sips 
The purple bumper, trembling at his lips, 

Adieu to all morality! if grace 

Make works a vain ingredient in the case. 

The Christian hope is— Waiter, draw the cork — 

If I mistake not — Bluckliead ! wdih a fork ! — 

Without good works, whatever some may boast, 

Mere folly and delusion — Sir, your toast. — 

My firm persuasion is, at least sometimes, 

That Heaven will weigh man's virtues and his crimes 
With nice attention, in a righteous scale, 

And save or damn as these or those prevail. 

I plant my foot upon this ground of trust, 

And silence every fear with— God is just. 

But if perchance on some dull drizzling day 
A thought intrude, that says, or seems to say, 

If thus th' important cause is to be tried, 

Suppose the beam should dip on the wrong side, 

I soon recover from these needless frigiits. 

And, God is merciful— sets all to rights. 

Thus between justice, as prime support. 

And mercy, fled to as the last resort, 

1 glide and steal along with heaven in view, 

And, — pardon me, the bottle stands with you. 

I never will believe, the Colonel cries. 

The sanguinary schemes that some devise, 

Who make the g^-jod Creator on their plan 
A being of less equity (lian man. 

If ajqietilc, or what divines call lust. 

Which men comply with, e'en because they must. 

Be punish'd with perdition, who is pure? 

Then theiis, no doubt, as well as mine is sure. 

If sentence of eternal pain belong 
To every sudden slip and transient wrong. 

Then Heaven enjoins the fallible and frail 
A hopeless task, and damns them if they fail. 

My creed (whatever some creed-makers mean 
By Athanasian nonsense, or Nicene) — 

My creed is, he is safe that does his best, 

And death's a doom sufficient for the rest. 

Right, says an Ensign; and, for aught I see, 

Your faith and mine substantially agree; 

The best of every man’s performance here 
Is to discharge the duties of his sphere. 
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A lawyer’js dealings should be just and fair, 

Honesty shines with great advantage there. 

Fasting and prayer sit well upon a priest, 

A decent caution and reserve at least. 

A soldier's best is courage in the field, 

With nothing here that wants to be conceal'd ; 
Manly deportment, gallant, easy, gay ! 

A hand as liberal as the light of day. 

The soldier thus endow'd, who never shrinks. 

Nor closets up his thoughts, whate'er he thinks; 
Who scorns to do an injury by stealth. 

Must go to heaven — and I must drink his health. 

Sir Smug, he cries (for lowest at the board, 

Just made fifth chaplain of his patron loid. 

His shoulders witnessing, by many a slirug. 

How much his feelings sufler’d, sat Sir Smug), 
Your office is to winnow false from true; 

Come, prophet, drink, and tell us what think you ? 

Sighing and snilling as he takes his glass, 

Which they that woo preferment rarely pass ; 
Fallible man, the church-bred youlh replies, 

Is still found fallible, however wise 

And differing judgments serv^e but to declare. 

That truth lies somewdiere, if xve knew but where. 
Of all it ever was my lot to read, 

Of critics now alive, or long since dead. 

The book of all the world that charm'd me most 
Was,— well-a-day, the title-page was lost; 

The writer well remarks, A heart that knows 
To take with gi'atitude w’hat Heaven bestows, 

With prudence always ready at our call. 

To guide our use of it, is all in all. 

Doubtless it is. — To which, of my ow n store, 

1 superadd a few essentials more; 

But these, excuse the liberty I take, 

I waive just now, for conversation’s sake.— 

Sppke like an oracle, they all exclaim, 

Ajid add Right Reverend to Smug’s honour’d name. 

And yet our lot is given us in a laud, 

Where busy arts are never at a stand; 

Where Science points her telescopic eye, 

Familiar with the wonders of the sky; 

Where bold Inquiry diving out of sight, 

Brings many a precious pearl of truth to light; 
Where nought eludes the persevering quest 
That fashion, taste, or luxury suggest. 


Fiom llofte. 
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I'll IS lowly born and humbly nurturod peasant, of whom « land famous for 
producing distinguished men Is eqmclally and Justly proud, was bora 6n the 29th 
of January, 1759, in the nelghbouiibood of the town of Ayr, North Britain. His 
fattier was not only a poor but an unfortonate and rack-rented peasant, so that 
the poet, whose fame was to fill the world, could with difficulty acquire that 
measure of edueadon which In SeoUand can be procured for the poorest of Its 
population. He learned Indeed to read and write, and cast accounts, but in Uio 
midst of inteirapthUM, and at the expense of many a sacriflce j and to these 
acquirement he aflerwtr^ added khojaledfo of Manson^on, and a smau 
tering of LMin and FmMli. Bttt, Bke Sbakspeare, he itnd^ the rolume of 
Nature, and there learns^ Ittraluable leseooe whidi books cannot Impart , 
and while he thus Imbibld tlw poetleal spirit, he imoonacioualy taught himself 
Ethics, Logic, and Meiuq^hy^ca, hit debatM and dlaeussions with bis follow 
peasantry, among whoiiMhe 4 inreatl|i^tc^ of those profound Subjects, wtiich in 
other countries are cdoflned poly to the erudite, constitute a fayourite and habi- 
tual exercise. It was thus that he learned more thim Is “dreamt of* in the 
philosophy of colleges, and fitted to astonish anil delight the world as on 
unsophisticated poet of nature, and to give utterance to Its purest and most 
genuine emottonf. ; . ‘ ’ 

When he had reached bis sixteemh year. Burns commenoed his first oflbrts 
III rhyme , and having made the dell^tftil discovery that he could comprise 
verheb, he continued to produce poems in rapid aucceaaion. always studyini; in 
the mean time to Improve dpon each production, and perfecting bimselt in a 
system of self-taught criticism, by which he tested his own labours. In this 
manner, while holding the plough, and engaged In the toils of husliandry, he was 
fitting himself fur the glorious vocation of a great national poet JIui poverty 
and mi8fortuna.stliyconlimttid to oppress- him so heavily, that he bud resolved 
to leave his native country, and try his fortune in Jamaica ; and fniiili were 
necessary for such an adventure, lie published a volume of Poems, from vhich 
he derived as much as would dciray the expenses of Ins passage The liay of 
sailing was at bond, and he had taken a final adieu of all he loved, when a letter 
from Dr. Dlacklock to one of the friends of Burns completely altered his reso- 
liilions, for it stated what success might await the poet if he tried the northern 
capital. Bums immediately acted upon the hint, and, on his arrival in Edin- 
burgh, the talented ard influential courted the society of the high-minded, 
heaven-inspired ploughman. A second edition of his Poems realised for him a 
sum which enabled him to relieve the distresses of Ins mother's fumily iiiifl his 
own, and commence farming upon a small scale Put ugnculiural speculuiKius 
did not prosper in his hands, and he was reduced to apply to his influential 
admirers for some situation under (Government, from which he might derive a 
moderate subsistence. And what situation did they procure for one whose works 
hod yielded them such pure and elevated gratification 7 Sucli a one as would 
have been scarcely worthy of a superannuated gamekeeper or lackey It was 
that of an exciseman— a gauger — au office peculiarly odious at that lime in 
Scotland, with a salary of some fifty pounds a year, which was subsequently 
increased to seventy. 

Burns had been guilty of occasional excesses among the society into which he 
was often thrown In Edinburgh ; but these unfortunately became more frequent 
in his new situation, until the fatal habit of drinking became more and more 
confirmed. And yet, there Is reason to think that tiieso aberrations have been 
grossly over-stated to the public ; for no complaint could be made that he neg- 
lected his public duties. His poems, which he still continued to produce, exhi- 
bited all the strength and freshness of his former days j and although tils salary 
was so small, he left no debts behind him } while such was his noble disinterest- 
edness, that he sternly refused to receive any pecuniary remuneration fur those 
exquisite songs which he furnished for Thomson's National Miscellany, lie 
•lied on the 21st of July, 17!)fi. It is enough to say of his poems, that they will 
endure us limg us the scenery of that beautiful and romantic land whicli he 
relebrated so eloquently, and loved so well. 
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THE COTTKH UE'J'UHNIN^^ HOME 

November chill blaws loud wi' ansrry siij^li; 

The short ning wiiiter-da}^ is near a clo-e; 

The miry beasts retreating fi-ac the pleugh; 

The black* ning trains o' craws to their repose; 

The toll- worn Cotter frae his labour goes. 

This night his weekly moil is at an end. 

Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes. 
Hoping the mom in ease and rest to spend, 

And weary, o’er the moor, his course does hameward bend. 

At length his lonely cot appears in view, 

^ Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 

Th* expectant wee-things, todlin, stacker thro’ 

To meet their dad wi* hichterin noise and glee. 
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Hie wee bit ingle blinkin’ bonnilie, 

His clean- hearth-stane, bis thriftie wifie's smile, 
The lisping infant prattling on bis knee. 

Does a* his weary, cariung cares beguile. 

All' makes him quite forget bis labour and bis toil. 

From The Cotter^o Satwr^ay NighL 


COMFORTS OF THE POOR. 

They ’re nae sae wretched 's ane wad think, 
Tho’ constantly on poortith's brink: 

They 'rje sae accustomed wi' the sight, 

The view o’t gies them little fright. 

Then chance an* fortune are sae guided, 
Tliey ’re ay in less or roair provided ; 

An’ tho* fatigued wi’ close employment, 

A blink o' rest *s a sweet enjoyment. 

The dearest comfort o’ their lives. 

Their grushie weans an' faithfu' wives ; 

The prattling things are just their pride, 

That sweetens a* their fire-side. 

An' whyles t^^alpennic-^^orlh o' iiapjjic 
Can make the bodies unco happy; 

Tlioy lay aside their pri\alc* cares, 

'J'o mind tlie kiik and state affairs; 

They 'll talk o' patronage and priests, 

Wi’ kindling fury in their breasts, 

Or tell what new taxation 's cornin’, 

An' ferlic at the folk in Lon’on. 

As bleak-faced Hallowmas returns, 

They get the jovial, rantin' kirns, 

When rural life o’ every station. 

Unite in common recreation; 

Liove blinks, wit slaps, and social mirth, 
Forgets there ’s care upo’ the earth. 

That merry day the year begins. 

They bar the door on frosty winds ; 

The nappic reeks wi’ mantling ream, 

And sheds a heart-inspiring st^tun; 

The luiitin' pipe, and sneeshin' mill. 

Are handed round wi* right guid will ; 

The cantie auld folks cracking crouse, 

The young anes ranting thro’ the house — 

IVfy heart has been sae fain to see them, 

That I for joy hae barkit wi' them. 
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Still it’s owre true that ye hae said. 

Sic game is now owre aHen play’d. 

There ’s monie a creditable stock 
O’ decent, honest, fawsont folk. 

Are riven out baith root and branch, 

Some rascal’s pridefu' greed to quench, 

Wha thinks to knit himsel the faster 
In favour wi* some gentle master, 

Wha, aiblins, thrang a-parliamentin’. 

For Britain's guid his saul indentin’. 

Front The Tira 


TAM O’SHANTEH AND THE WITCHES. 

But here my Muse her wing maun cow'r; 
Sic flights are far beyond her i^ow’r; 

To sing how Nannie lap and flang 
(A souple jad she was and strang). 

And how Tam stood, like ane bewitch’d. 

And thought his very een enrich’d ; 

Ev’n Satan glow’r’d, and fidg’d fu' fain, 

And botch’d and blew wi’ might and main : 

Till first ae caper, sync anither, 

Tam tint his reason a’ thcgithcr, 

And roars out, “ Weel done, C?utty-sark!” 

And in an instant a* was dark 1 
And scarcely had h<* Maggie rallied, 

When out the hellish legion sallied. 

As bees bizz out wi’ angry fyke, 

Wlien plundering herds assail their byke; 

As open pussic’s mortal foes, 

W^hcTi, pop! she starts before their nose; 

As eager runs the market crowd. 

When “Catch the thief!” resounds aloud; 

So Maggie runs, the witches folhnv, 

Wi* monie an eldritch skreeeh and hollow 

Ah, Tam! ah, Tam! thou ’ll get thy fairin’? 
In hell they ’ll roast thee like a herrin’ ! 

In vain thy Kate awaits tliy comin ! 

Kate soon will be a wofu* m oinan ! 

Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 

And win the key-stane of the brig: 

There at them thou thy tail may toss, 

A running stream they dare na cross. 

But ere the key-stane she could make. 

The fienf a tail she liad to shake; 
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For Nannie, far before the rest. 

Hard upon noble Maggie prest, 

And flew at Tam wi’ &riouB ettle ; 

But little wist she Maggie’s mettle— 

Ae spring brought aff her master hale, 

But left behind her ain grey tail : 

The carlin claught her by the rump. 

And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 

From Tam O'Shanfrr 


MEETING WITH DEATH. 

The clachan yill had math' me runty, 

I was na fou, but just had plenty; 

I stacher’d whyles, but yet took lent ay 
To free the ditches, 

An’ hillocks, stanes, and bushes kenn’d ay 
Frae ghaists and witches. 

The rising moon began to glow’r 
The distant Cumnock hills oul-owre; 

To count her horns wi’ a' my pow’r, 

I set mysel; 

But whether she had three or four, 

I cou’d na tell. 

I was come round about the hill, 

And todlin’ down on Willie's mill, 

Setting my staff wi' a’ my skill, 

To keep me sicker; 

Tho* leeward whyles, against my will, 

I took a bicker. 

I there wi’ something did forgather 
That put me in an eerie s wither; 

An awfu’ scythe ont-owrc ae shouther. 
Clear, dangling hang; 

A three-taed leister on the it, her 
Lay, large an’ lang. 

Its stature seem’d lang Scotch ells twa. 
The queerest shape that e’er I saw. 

For fient a wame it had ava! 

And then, its shanks. 

They were as thin, as sheU'p, an’ sma'. 

As cheeks o' branks ! 



BURNS. 


4r>i 

“ Guid-e’en,” quo' I; “Friend! hac ye been niawin 

When ither folk are busy sawin’?” 

It seem'd to mak a kind o' stan'. 

But nae thing spak; 

At length, says I, “ Friend, whare yc gaun, 

Will ye go back?” 

It spak right howe — “ My name is Death, 

But be na fley’d.” — Quoth I, “ Quid faith I 

Ye *re maybe come to stap my breath; 

But tent me, billie; 

I red ye weel, tak care o' scaitb. 

See there 's a gully ! ” 

“ Gudeman,” quo' he, “ put up your whittle, 

I ’m no design'd to try its metal ; 

But if I did, I wad be kittle 
To be mislear'd; 

1 wad na mind it, no that spittle 
Out-owre my beard.” 

“ Weel, weel ! ” says I, a bargain be 't; 

Come, gie 's your hand, an’ sae we're gree't; 

We'll ease our shanks an’ tak a seat, 

Come, gie 's your news ; 

This while ye hae been monie a gate, 

At monie a house.” 

From Heath and Dr. Ilitmbook 


A HALLOWEEN SUPERSTITION. 

Then up gat fechtin Jamie Fleck, 

An’ he swoor by his conscience. 

That he could saw hemp-seed a peck ; 

For it was a' but nonsense: 

The auld guidman raught down the pock, 
An’ out a handfu' gied him ; 

Syne bade him slip frae 'mang the folk. 
Some time when nae anc see'd him. 

An' try ’t that night. 

He marches thro’ amaug the stacks, 

Tho’ he was something sturtin ; 

The graip he for a harrow taks. 

An’ haurls at his curpin: 
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An’ ev'ry now an’ then, he says, 

“ Hcinp-seed 1 saw thee, 

An’ licr that is to be iny lass, 

Conic after me, and draw thee 

As fast this night.’* 

He whistled up Lord Lennox march. 

To keep his courage cheery; 

Altho* his hair began to arch, 

He was sac fley’d an’ eerie; 

Till presently he hears a squeak, 

An’ then a grane an' gruntle ; 

He by his sliouthcr gae a keek. 

An* tumbled wi* a winth? 

Out-owre that night. 

He roar’d a horrid murder-shout. 

In dreadfu’ desperation! 

An’ young an* auld cam rinnin’ out. 

An’ hear the sad narration : 

He swoor *twas hilchin Jean M‘Craw, 
Or crouchie Merran Humphie, 

’Till stop ! she trotted thro' them a’ ; 
An’ wha was it but t/rifufjyhic 

Astcer Ihiit night ! 


BRUCE’S ADDRESS TO HIS ARMY BEFORE THE BAl'l’LE 
OF BANNOCKBURN. 

Scots, wha hae wi* Wallace bled; 

Scots, wham Bruce has aflen led ; 

Welcome to your gory bed, 

Or to vititorie. 

Now ’s the day, and now 's the hour; 

See the front o’ battle lour ; 

See approach proud Edward’s po^^er — 
Chains and slaverie ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave ? 

Wha can fill a coward’s grave? 

Wha sae base as be a slave? 

Let him turn and fiee ! 
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Wha for Scotland’s king and law 
Preedom’s sword will strangly draw, 
Free-man stand, or free-nian fa’ ? 
Let him follow me ! 

By oppression’s woes and pains ! 

By your sons in servile chains ! 

"We will drain our dearest veins. 

But they shall be free ! 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 

Liberty’s in every blow ! 

Let us do, or die! 


IIIGIILANIi MARY. 

Ye banks, and braes, and streams, around 
The castle o' Montgomery, 

Green he your woods, and fair your floMcrs, 
Your waters never drunilie! 

Ther(3 simmer first unfald her robes, 

And Ihcie the langest tarrv ! 

For there I tooJc the last fareweel 
O’ my sweet Iliglilaiid Mary. 

How sw<^etly bloom’d the gay green birk ! 
How ricli the hawthorn's blossom! 

As underneath their fragrant shade, 

I clasp’d her to my bosom! 

The golden houzs, on angel wings, 

Flew o'er me and my dearie ; 

For deal to me, as light and life. 

Was iny sweet Highland Marj^ 

Wi’ monic a vow and lock’d embraco, 

Our parting was fu’ tender; 

And pledging aft to meet again, 

’We tore oursels asunder : 

But, oh ! fell death’s untimely frost. 

That nipt my flowei sae early ! 

Now green ’« the sod, and eauld 's the clay. 
That wraps my Highland IMary ! 
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O pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

I aft hae kiss’d sae fondly ! 

And closed for ay the sparkling glance 
That dwelt on me sac kindly ! 

And mould’ring now, in silent dust. 
That heart that lo’ed me dearly ! 

But still within my bosom's core 
Shall live my Highland Mary. 


FAREWELL TO NANCY. 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever! 

Ae fareweel, alas, for ever! 

Deep in heart- wrung tears I ’ll pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I ’ll wage thee. 
Who shall say that Fortune grieves him. 
While the star of hope she leaves him ? 

Me, nae cheerfu’ twinkle lights me ; 

Dark despair around benights mo. 

I *11 ne’er blame my partial farury, 

Naething could resist my Nancy : 

But to see her, was to love her ; 

Love but her, and love for e\er 
Had we never loved sae kindly, 

Had we never loved sac blindly, 

Never met — or never parted, 

We had ne’er been broken-hearted. 

Fare thee wool, thou first and fairest! 

Fare thee weel, thou best and deari'St ! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 

Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure! 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ! 

Ae fareweel, alas, for ever! 

Deep in heart-wrung tiiars I ’ll pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I 'll wage thee. 


THE nOOK-WORMS. 

Written in a nplendidly briund, but worm-eaten, copy of ShakspeHri' 
the property of a nobleman. 

Through and through the inspired leaves, 

Ye maggots, make your windings ; 

But, oh ! respect his lordship’s taste, 

— And spare his golden bindings. 
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The authov of The Minstrel was bom at Laurencekirk, Kincardineshire, North 
Britain, In 173% and was educated at Marischal ColleKf>, Aberdeen, where his 
uncommon proficiency excited hopes among his friends which were not disap- 
pointed. In 1761, ho was appointed Professor of Philosophy in the University 
of Aberdeen, having by this time acquired a literary and poetical reputation j 
and the able manner in which he filled the chair, enhanced not only his own 
reputation, but that of the College. In 1770, he published his Elssay on Truth, 
which obtained such popularity, that he rereived from tlic University of Oxford 
the degree of Doctor of Laws, and from the king a pension of two hundred 
pounds a year. In the same year followed The Minstrel, which established the 
fame of Boattie as a pod of high order. 

With a reputation which had now extended over Europe, and possessed of 
the osteem of society nt large, nothing seemed wanting to complete the hap- 
piness of a heart constituted like that of Beattie ; but his latter days were so 
deeply embittered by domestic calamity, as to render every thing else valueless. 
Ills wife became deranged, and had to be placed under restraint ; bis eldest san, 
a youth of brilliant promise, died at the age of twenty-two, and his second, and 
only surviving one, of kindred character and talents, died at the age of eighteen. 
Well might Beattie exclaim at these melancholy bereavements, “ 1 have done 
with the world I" After this, he lingered on, and performed his duties me- 
chanically, and with a broken heart, until ho was relieved by death, in 1803. 


THE BOYHOOD OF THE MINSTREU 

There lived in Gothic days, as legends tell, 

A shepherd-Bwain, a man of low degree; 

Whose sires, perchance, in Fairyland might dwell, 
Sicilian groves, or vales of Arcady; 

But he, I ween, was of tlie north countrie ! 

A nation famed for song, and beauty’s charms ; 

Zealous, yet modest; innocent, though free; 

Patient of toil ; serene amidst alarms ; 

Inflexible in faith ; invincible in arms. 

Tlie Bhejiherd-swain of whom I mention made 
On Scotia's mountains fed his little flock ; 

The sickle, scythe, or plough, he never sway’d; 

An honest heart was almost all his stock ; 

His drink the living water from the rock ; 

The milky dams supplied his board, and lent 
Their kindly fleece to baffle winter's shock ; 

And he, though oft with dust and sweat besprent. 

Did guide and guard their wanderings, wheresoe'er they 
went. 

From labour health, from health contentment springs ; 
Contentment opes the source of every joy. 

He envied not, he never thought of, kings ; 

Nor from those appetites sustain'd annoy. 
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That chance may frustrate, or indulgence cloy ; 

Nor Fate his calm and humble hopes beguiled ; 

He mourn’d no recreant friend, nor mistress coy, 

For on his vows the blameless Phoebe smiled. 

And her alone he loved, and loved her from a child. 

No jealousy their dawn of love o’ercast. 

Nor blasted were their wedded days with strife ; 

Each season look’d delightful as it past, 

To the fond husband and the faithful wife. 

Beyond the lowly vale of shepherd life 
They never roam’d ; secure beneath the storm 
Which in Ambition’s lofty land is rife. 

Where peace and love are canker’d by the worm 
Of pride, each bud of joy industrious to deform. 

The wight, whose tale these artless lines unfold, 

Was all the offspring of this humble pair : 

His birth no oracle or seer foretold ; 

No prodigy appear’d in earth or air, 

Nor aught that might a strange event declare. 

You guess each circumstance of Edwin’s birth ; 

The parent’s transport, and the parent’s care ; 

The gossip’s prayer for wealth, and wit, and worth ; 
And one long summer-day of indolence and mirth, 

And yet poor Edwin was no vulgar boy, 

Deep thought oft seem’d to fix his infant ej e. 

Dainties he heeded not, nor gaudti, nor toy. 

Save one short pipe of rudest minstrelsy ; 

Silent when glad ; affectionate though shy ; 

And now his look was most demurely sad ; 

And now he laugh’d aloud, yet none knew why. 

The neighbours stared and sigh’d, yet blcss’d the lad : 
Some deem’d him wondrous wise, and some believed 
him mad. 

But why should I his childish feats display? 

Concoutse, and noise, and toil, he ever fled ; 

Nor cared to mingle in the clamorous fray 
Of squabbling imps ; but to the forest sped, 

Or roam’d at large the lonely mountain’s head ; 

Or, where the maze of some bewilder’d stream 
To deep untrodden groves his footsteps led. 

There would he wander wild, till Pheebus’ beam, 

Shot from the western cliff, released the weary team. 
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Th* exploit of strength, dexterity, or speed, 

To him not* vanity nor joy could bring. 

His heart, from cruel sport estranged, would bleed 
To work the woe of any living thing, 

By trap or net, by arrow or by sling; 

These he detested ; those he scorn’d to wield ; 
lie wish’d to be the guardian, not the king. 

Tyrant far less, or traitor of the field. 

And sure the sylvan reign unbloody joy might yield. 

Lo! where the stripling, wrapt in wonder, roves 
Beneath the precipice o’erhung with pine ; 

And sees, on high, amidst th* encircling ^oves. 

From cliff to cliff the foaming torrents shine : 

While waters, woods, and winds, in concert join, 

And Echo swells the chorus to the skies. 

Would Edwin this majestic scene resign 
For aught the huntsman’s puny craft supplies? 

Ah ! no : he better knows great Nature’s charms to prize. 

And oft he traced the uplands, to survey 
When o’er the sky advanced the kindling dawn, 

The crimson cloud, blue main, and mountain grey. 

And lake, dim-gleaming on the smoky lawnt 
Far to the west the long long vale withdrawn, 

Where twilight loves to linger for awhile j 
And now he faintly kens the bounding fawn, 

And villager abro^ at early toil. 

But, lo! the Sun appears! and heaven, earth, ocean, 
smile. 

And oft the craggy cliff he loved to climb. 

When all in mist the world below was lost. 

What dreadful pleasure ! there to stand sublime, 

Like ship^vreck’d mariner on desert coast. 

And view th’ enormous waste of vapour, tost 
In billows, lengthening to the horizon round. 

Now scoop’d in gulfs, with mountains now ^boss’d I 
And hear the voice of mirth and song, rej^ound. 

Flocks, herds, and waterfalls, along t^ hoar ]>rofound ! 

In truth he was a strange and wayward wight, 

Fond of each gentle and each dreadful scene. 

In darkness, and in storm, he found delight: 

Nor less, than when on ocean- wave serene 
The southern Sun diffused his dazzling shene. 
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Kv^n sad vicissitude amused his hquI 
||Aiid ii‘ a sigh wruuld sometimes intei;g^iM| 

^And dow\i his cheek a tear of pitvirol, 

A sigh, a t(nir, so sweet, he wistiM not to control. 

★ ♦ ♦ * * 

See, in the real of the warH^ sgiitiy showei 
Tlic visionary boy from shelter fly ; 

For now the •storm of summer rain is o'er. 

And cool, and fresh, and fragrant, is the sky. 

And, lo! in the dark east, expanded high, 

The rainbow brightens to the setting Sun ! 

Fond fool, that deem'st the streaming glory nigh. 
How vain the chase thine e^our has begun ! 

'Tis fled afar, ere half thy purposed race be run 
* « # « * 

Or, when the setting Moon, in crimson dyed. 

Hung o’er the dark and melancholy deep.^- . 

To haunted stream, remote from man, he hied, 
Where fays of yoie their levels wont to keep ; 

And there let Fancy love at huge, till sleep 
A vision brought to his eiitianced siglit. 

And first, a wildly murmuring wind ’gan cieep 
Shrill t% his ringing ear; then tapers bright, 

With ine^maneous gleam, illumed tils vault of night 



